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THE 


PROLOGUE. 

IN  Troy,  there  lyes  the  fcene :  from  Ifles  of  Greece 
The  Princes  orgillous,  their  high  blood  chafd, 
Have  to  the  fort  of  Athens  fent  their  Jhips, 
Fraught  with  the  minifiers  and  inflruments 
Of  cruel  war.   Sixty  and  nine  that  wore 
Their  crownets  regal,  from     Athenian  bay 
Put  forth  toward  Phrygia,  and  their  vow  is  made 
To  ranfack  Troy  ;  within  whofe  ftrong  immures. 
The  ravijtid  Helen,  Menelaus'  Queen 
With  wanton  Paris  fleepst  and  thafs  the  quarrel. 

To  Tenedos  they  come  

And  the  deep-drawing  barks  do  there  difgorge 

Their  warlike  fraughtage.    Now  on  Dardan  plains, 

The  frefh  and  yet  unbruifed  Greeks  do  pitch 

Their  brave  pavilions.    Priam'*  fix-gated  city , 

Dardan,  and fimbria,  Helias,  Chetas,  Troien, 

And  Anteroridas,  with  maffy  ftaples 

And  correfponfive  and  fulfilling  bolts, 

Stir  up  the  fons  of  Troy. 

Now  Expetlation  tickling  skittifh  fpirits 

On  one  and  other  fide,  Trojan  and  Greek, 

Sets  all  on  hazard.    Hither  am  I  come 

A  Prologue  arm'd,  but  not  in  confidence 

Of  Author's  pen,  or  Aclor's  voice  $  but  fuited 

In  like  conditions  as  our  argument ; 

To  tell  you,  [fair  beholders)  that  our  play 

Leaps  o'er  the  vaunt  and firfilings  of  thofe  broils, 

Beginning  in  the  middle :  farting  thence, 

To  what  may  be  digefied  in  a  play. 

Like,  or  find  fault,  do  as  your  pleafures  are, 

Now  good,  or  bad,  'tis  but  th  e  chance  of  war. 

Dramatis 
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PRIAM, 

Hetfor, 
Troilus, 
Paris, 

Deiphobus, 

Helenus, 

/Eneas, 

Pandarus, 

Antenor, 

Agamemnon, 

Achilles, 

Ajax, 

Menelaus, 

Ulyfles, 

Neftor, 

Diomedes, 

Patroclus, 

Therfites, 

Calchas, 


>  TROJANS. 


<,  GREEKS. 


Helen,  Wife  to  Menelaus,  in  Love  with  Paris. 
Andromache,  Wife  to  Heclor. 

Creffida,  'Daughter  to  Calchas,  in  Love  with  Troilus. 

Trojan  and  Greek  Soldiers  y  with  other  attendants. 

SCENE    Troy  and  the  Grecian  Camp. 

The  Story  originally  written  by  an  old  Lombard  Author,  and 

fince  by  Chaucer. 
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i TROILUS  and  CRESSIDJ. 


ACT   I.    SCENE  I. 

TROT, 
Enter  Pandarus  and  Troilus. 

Troilus. 
ALL  here  my  varlet,  I'll  unarm  again. 
Why  fhould  I  war  without  the  walls  of  Troy, 
That  find  fuch  cruel  battle  here  within  ? 
Each  Trojan  that  is  mafter  of  his  heart, 
Let  him  to  field,  Troilus  alas  hath  none. 
Pan.  Will  this  geer  ne'er  be  mended  ? 
1  Trot.  The  Greeks  are  ftrong,  and  skilful  to  their  flrength^ 
'  Fierce  to  their  skill,  and  to  their  fiercenefs  valiant. 
(  But  I  am  weaker  than  a  woman's  tear, 
{  Tamer  than  fleep,  fonder  than  ignorance  j 
'  Lefs  valiant  than  the  virgin  in  the  night, 
1  And  skil-lefs  as  unpra&is'd  infancy. 

f  Before  this  Play  of  Troilus  and  Crcflida  printed  in  1 609  is  a  Bookfeller's  preface, 
Jhowing  that  firfi  imprejjion  to  have  been  before  the  Play  had  been  aeled,  and  that  it  was 
publifhed  without  ShakefpearV  knowledge  from  a  copy  that  had  fallen  into  the  Bookfel- 
ler's  hands.  Mr.  Dryden  thinks  this  one  of  the  fir  jt  of  our  Author's  plays :  But  on  the 
contrary,  it  may  be  judgd  from  the  f oremention"  d  Preface  that  it  was  one  of  his  lafl-y  and 
the  great  number  of  obfervations,  both  moral  and  politick,  (with  which  this  piece  is  crowd- 
ed more  than  any  other  of  his)  feems  to  confirm  my  opinion. 

Pan, 
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Pan.  Well,  I  have  told  you  enough  of  this :  for  my  part, 
I'll  not  meddle  nor  make  any  farther.  He  that  will  have  a  cake 
out  of  the  wheat,  muft  tarry  the  grinding. 

Trot.  Have  I  not  tarried  ? 

Pan.  Ah,  the  grinding ;  but  you  muft  tarry  the  boulting. 
Trot.  Have  I  not  tarried  ? 

Pan.  Ay,  the  boulting  ;  but  you  muft  tarry  the  leav'ning. 
Trot.  Still  have  I  tarried. 

Pan.  Ay,  to  the  leav'ning :  but  here's  yet  in  the  word  here- 
after, the  kneading,  the  making  of  the  cake,  the  heating  of 
the  oven,  and  the  baking;  nay,  you  muft  ftay  the  cooling  too, 
or  you  may  chance  to  burn  your  lips. 

Trot.  Patience  her  felf,  what  Goddefs  e'er  fhe  be, 
Doth  lefTer  blench  at  fuffcrance  than  I  do : 
At  Priam's  royal  table  I  do  lit ; 

And  when  fair  Crejfid  comes  into  my  thoughts,  

So  traitor!  when  fhe  comes?  when  is  fhe  thence? 

Pan.  Well,  (he  look'd  yefternight  fairer  than  ever  I  faw  her 
look,  or  any  woman  elfe. 

Trot.  I  was  about  to  tell  thee,  when  my  heart 
As  wedged  with  a  figh  would  rive  in  twain, 
Left  Hetfor  or  my  father  mould  perceive  me 
I  have  (as  when  the  fun  doth  light  a  ftorm) 
Buried  this  figh  in  wrinkle  of  a  fmile  : 
But  forrow,  that  is  couch'd  in  feeming  gladnefs, 
Is  like  that  mirth  fate  turns  to  fudden  fadnefs. 

Pan.  An  her  hair  were  not  fomewhat  darker  than  Helen's  

well,  go  to,  there  were  no  more  comparifon  between  the  wo- 
men.   But  for  my  part  fhe  is  my  kinfwoman,  I  would  not  (as 

they  term  it)  praife  her  but  1  would  fomebody  had  heard  her 

talk  yefterday,  as  I  did  :  I  will  not  difpraife  your  fifter  Caffan- 
dra's  wit,  but  

Trot.  O  Pandarus/  I  tell  thee,  Pandarus  

When 
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When  I  do  tell  thee,  there  my  hopes  lye  drown'd, 

Reply  not  in  how  many  fathoms  deep 

They  lye  intrench'd.    I  tell  thee,  I  am  mad 

In  CreJ/ld's  love.    Thou  anfwer'ft,  fhe  is  fair, 

Pour'ft  in  the  open  ulcer  of  my  heart  ,• 

Her  eyes,  her  hair,  her  cheek,  her  gate,  her  voice, 

Handler!:  in  thy  difcourfe  O  that!  her  hand !  

(In  whofe  comparifon,  all  whites  are  ink 

Writing  their  own  reproach)  to  whofe  fbft  feizure 

The  cignet's  down  is  harm,  and  fpirit  of  fenfe 

Hard  as  the  palm  of  ploughman.    This  thou  tell'ft  me; 

As  true  thou  tell'ft  me  •  when  I  fay  I  love  her : 

But  faying  thus,  inftead  of  oil  and  balm, 

Thou  lay'ft  in  every  gafh  that  love  hath  given  me, 

The  knife  that  made  it. 

Pan.  I  (peak  no  more  than  truth. 
Troi.  Thou  doft  not  fpeak  fo  much. 

Pan.  'Faith,  I'll  not  meddle  in't.  Let  her  be  as  me  is,  if  fhe 
be  fair,  'tis  the  better  for  her an  fhe  be  not,  fhe  has  the  mends 
in  her  own  hands. 

Troi.  Good  Pandarus-,  how  now,  Pandarm? 

Pan.  I  have  had  my  labour  for  my  travel,  ill  thought  on  of 
her,  and  ill  thought  on  of  you:  gone  between  and  between,  but 
fmall  thanks  for  my  labour. 

Troi.  What  art  thou  angry,  Pandarus?  what,  with  me? 

Pan.  Becaufe  (he  is  kin  to  me,  therefore  {he's  not  fo  fair  as  He- 
len j  an  me  were  not  kin  to  me,  me  would  be  as  fair  on  Friday , 
as  Helen  is  on  Sunday.  But  what  care  I  ?  I  care  not  an  fhe  were 
a  black-a-more,  'tis  all  one  to  me. 

Trot.  Say  I,  me  is  not  fair  ? 

Pan.  I  do  not  care  whether  you  do  or  no.    She's  a  fool  to  ftay 
behind  her  father :  let  her  to  the  Greeks,  and  fo  I'll  tell  her  the 
Vol.  VI.  B  next 
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next  time  I  fee  her :  for  my  part,  I'll  meddle  nor  make  no  more 
i'th'  matter. 

Troi.  Pandarus  

Pan.  Not  I. 

Trot.  Sweet  Pandarus  - — 

Pan,  Pray  you  (peak  no  more  to  me,  I  will  leave  all  as  I  found 
it,  and  there's  an  end.  [Exit  Pandarus. 

[Sound  Alarum. 

Trot.  Peace,  you  ungracious  clamours,  peace  rude  (bunds, 
Fools  on  both  (ides.    Helen  muft  needs  be  fair, 
When  with  your  blood  you  daily  paint  her  thus. 
I  cannot  fight  upon  this  Argument, 
It  is  too  ftarv'd  a  fubject  for  my  fword: 

But  Pandarus  O  Gods!  how  do  you  plague  me! 

I  cannot  come  to  CreJJid,  but  by  Pandarus 
And  he's  as  teachy  to  be  woo'd  to  woe, 
As  (he  is  ftubborn,  chaft,  againft  all  fute. 
Tell  me,  Apollo,  for  thy  Daphne's  love, 
What  Crejfid  is,  what  Pandar,  and  what  we: 
Her  bed  is  India,  there  (he  lyes,  a  pearl  ,• 
Between  our  Ilium,  and  where  (he  refides 
Let  it  be  call'd  the  wild  and  wandring  flood, 
Our  felf  the  merchant,  and  this  failing  Pandar 
Our  doubtful  hope,  our  convoy,  and  our  bark. 

SCENE  II. 

[Alarum.']  Enter  i£neas. 

JEne.  How  now  Prince  Troilus?  wherefore  not  i'th5  field? 

Trot.  Becaufe  not  there ;  this  woman's  anfwer  forts, 
For  womanim  it  is  to  be  from  thence : 
What  news,  JEneas,  from  the  field  to-day  ? 

JEne*  That  Paris  is  returned  home,  and  hurt, 

Trot. 
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Trot,  By  whom,  ALneas* 

JEne.  Troths,  by  Menelaus. 

Trot.  Let  Parts  bleed,  'tis  but  a  fear  to  fcorn, 
Parts  is  gor'd  with  Menelaus*  horn.  {Alarum. 

JEne.  Hark,  what  good  /port  is  out  of  town  to-day  ? 

Trot.  Better  at  home,  if  would  I  might,  were  may  — 
But  to  the  (port  abroad  —  are  you  bound  thither? 

JEne.  In  all  fwift  hafte. 

Trot.  Come,  go  we  then  together.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  CrefTida  and  a  Servant. 

Cre.  Who  were  thofe  went  by  ? 

Ser.  Queen  Hecuba  and  Helen. 

Cre.  And  whither  go  they  ? 

Ser.  Up  to  th'  eaftern  tower, 
Whofe  height  commands  as  fubjeel:  all  the  vale, 
To  fee  the  fight.  HeBor,  whofe  patience 
Is  as  a  virtue  fix'd,  to-day  was  mov'd : 
He  chid  Andromache,  and  ftruck  his  armorer, 
And  like  as  there  were  husbandry  in  war, 
Before  the  fun  rote,  he  was  harneft  light, 
And  to  the  field  goes  he  -y  where  ev'ry  flower 
Did  as  a  prophet  weep  what  it  forefaw, 
In  HeBor's  wrath. 

Cre.  What  was  his  caufe  of  anger  ? 

Ser.  The  noife  goes  thus  j  There  is  among  the  Greeks, 
A  lord  of  Trojan  blood,  nephew  to  Hector, 
They  call  him  Ajax. 

Cre.  Good,  and  what  of  him? 

Ser.  They  fay  he  is  a  very  man  per  fey  and  ftands  alone. 
Cre.  So  do  all  men,  unlefs  they  are  drunk,  fick,  or  have  no  legs. 

B  i  Ser. 
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Ser.  This  man,  lady,  hath  robb'd  many  beafts  of  their  parti- 
cular additions  he  is  as  valiant  as  the  lyon,  churlifh  as  the  bear, 
flow  as  the  elephant ;  a  man  into  whom  nature  hath  fo  crouded 
humours,  that  his  valour  is  crufht  into  folly,  his  folly  fauced  with 
difcretion:  there  is  no  man  hath  a  virtue,  that  he  hath  not  a 
glimpfe  of,  nor  any  man  an  attaint,  but  he  carries  fomeftainof 
it.  He  is  melancholy  without  caufe,  and  merry  againft  the  hair; 
he  hath  the  joints  of  every  thing,  but  every  thing  fo  out  of  joint, 
that  he  is  a  gouty  Br'tareusy  many  hands  and  no  uie,-  or  purblind 
Argus,  all  eyes  and  no  fight. 

Cre.  But  how  mould  this  man  (that  makes  me  fmile)  make  He- 
Bor  angry  ? 

Ser.  They  fay,  he  yefterday  cop'd  HeBor  in  the  battel  and 
ftruck  him  down,  the  difdain  and  fhame  whereof  hath  ever  fince 
kept  HeBor  fafting  and  waking. 

scene  iv.  * 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Cre.  Who  comes  here  ? 

Ser.  Madam,  your  uncle  Pandarus. 

Cre.  He&or's  a  gallant  man. 

Ser.  As  may  be  in  the  world,  lady. 

Pan.  What's  that?  what's  that? 

Cre.  Good  morrow,  uncle  Pandarus. 

Pan.  Good  morrow,  coufin  Creffid:  what  do  you  talk  of?  f 
how  do  you,  coufin  ?  when  were  you  at  Ilium  ? 
Cre.  This  morning,  uncle. 

Pan.  What  were  you  talking  of,  when  I  came?  was  HeBor 
arm'dand  gone,  ere  ye  came  to  Ilium}  Helen  was  not  up  ?  was  fhe? 
Cre.  HeBor  was  gone,  but  Helen  was  not  up. 
Pan.  E'en  fo    HeBor  was  ftirring  early. 

Cre. 

-f-  Good  morrow  Alexander  is  added  in  all  the  Editions  very  abfurdly,  Paris  not 

being  on  the  Stage.  6 
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Cre.  That  were  we  talking  of,  and  of  his  anger. 
Pan.  Was  he  angry  ? 
Cre.  So  he  fays  here. 

Pan.  True,  he  was  fo;  I  know  the  caufe  too:  he'll  lay  about 
him  to-day,  I  can  tell  them  that ;  and  there's  Troilus  will  not 
come  far  behind  him,  let  them  take  heed  of  Troilus I  can  tell 
them  that  too. 

Cre.  What,  is  he  angry  too  ? 

Pan.  Who,  Troilus  >  Troilus  is  the  better  man  of  the  two. 
Cre.  Oh  Jupiter,  there's  no  companion. 

Pan.  What  not  between  Troilus  and  HeBor}  do  you  know  a 
man  if  you  fee  him  ? 

Cre.  Ay,  if  I  ever  faw  him  before,  and  knew  him. 
Pan.  Well  I  fay  Troilus  is  Troilus. 

Cre.  Then  you  fay,  as  I  fay,  for  I  am  fore  he  is  not  HeBor, 
Pan.  No,  nor  HeBor  is  not  Troilus,  in  fbme  degrees. 
Cre.  'Tis  juft  to  each  of  them,  he  is  himfelf. 
Pan.  Himfelf?  alas  poor  Troilus  /  I  would  he  were. 
Cre.  So  he  is. 

Pan.  Condition  I  had  gone  bare-foot  to  India. 
Cre.  He  is  not  HeBor. 

Pan.  Himfelf?  no,  he's  not  himfelf,  would  he  were  himfelf  ^ 
well,  the  gods  are  above,  time  muft  friend  or  end  ;  well,  Troilus, 
well,  I  would  my  heart  were  in  her  body  —  no,  HeBor  is  not  a 
better  man,  than  Troilus. 

Cre.  Excufe  me. 

Pan.  He  is  elder. 

Cre.  Pardon  me,  pardon  me. 

Pan.  Th'  other's  not  come  to't,  you  mail  tell  me  another 
tale  when  th'  other's  come  to't :  HeBor  fhall  not  have  his  wit 
this  year. 

Cre.  He  fhall  not  need  it,  if  he  have  his  own, 

Pan,  Nor  his  Qualities.  Cre, 
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Cre.  No  matter. 
Pan.  Nor  his  beauty. 

Cre.  'Twould  not  become  him,  his  own's  better. 

Pan.  You  have  no  judgement,  neice,-  Helen  her  felf  fwore 
th'  other  day,  that  Troilus  for  a  brown  favour,  (for  fo  'tis  I  mud 
confefs)  not  brown  neither  — 

Cre.  No  but  brown. 

Pan.  Faith,  to  fay  truth,  brown  and  not  brown. 
Cre.  To  fay  the  truth,  true  and  not  true. 
Pan.  She  prais'd  his  complexion  above  Pans. 
Cre.  Why  Paris  hath  colour  enough. 
Pan.  So  he  has. 

Cre.  Then  Troilus  mould  have  too  much  ;  if  (he  prais'd  him  a- 
bove,  his  complexion  is  higher  than  his,  he  having  colour  e- 
nough,  and  the  other  higher,  is  too  flaming  a  praife  for  a  good 
complexion.  I  had  as  lieve  Helen's  golden  tongue  had  commen- 
ded Tr otlus  for  a  copper  nofe. 

Pan.  I  fwear  to  you,  I  think  Helen  loves  him  better  than  Paris. 

Cre.  Then  fhe's  a  merry  Greek  indeed. 

Pan.  Nay,  I  am  fure  fhe  does.  She  came  to  him  th'  other 
day  into  the  compaft  window  j  and  you  know  he  has  not  paft 
three  or  four  hairs  on  his  chin. 

Cre.  Indeed  a  tapfter's  arithmetick  may  fbon  bring  his  particu- 
lars therein  to  a  total. 

Pan.  Why  he  is  very  young,  and  yet  will  he  within  three 
pound  lift  as  much  as  his  brother  HeBor. 

Cre.  Is  he  fo  young  a  man,  and  fo  old  a  lifter  ? 

Pan.  But  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen  loves  him,  (he  came  and 
puts  me  her  white  hand  to  his  cloven  chin. 

Cre.  Juno  have  mercy,  how  came  it  cloven  ? 

Pan.  Why,  you  know 'tis  dimpled.  I  think  his  fmiling  becomes 
him  better,   than  any  man  in  all  Phrygia. 

Cre.  Oh,  he  fmiles  valiantly.  Pan. 


Troilus  and  Cressida,  15 

Pan.  Does  he  not  ? 

Cre.  O  yes,  an  'twere  a  cloud  in  autumn. 
Pan.  Why,  go  to  then  —  but  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen 
loves  Troilus. 

Cre.  Troilus  will  (land  to  the  proof,  if  you'll  prove  it  fo. 
Pan.  Troilus  ?  why  he  efteems  her  no  more,  than  I  efteem  an 
addle  egg. 

Cre.  If  you  love  an  addle  egg,  as  well  as  you  love  an  idle  head, 
you  would  eat  chickens  i'th'mell. 

Pan.  I  cannot  chufe  but  laugh  to  think  how  {he  tickled  his 
chin  j  indeed  me  has  a  marvellous  white  hand,  I  muft  needs  con- 
fefs. 

Cre.  Without  the  rack. 

Pan.  And  (he  takes  upon  her  to  fpy  a  white  hair  on  his  chin. 
Cre.  Alas,  poor  chin  \  many  a  wart  is  richer. 
Pan.  But  there  was  fuch  laughing.  Queen  Hecuba  laught  that 
her  eye  run  o'er. 

Cre.  With  miiftones. 

Pan.  And  Cajfandra  laught. 

Cre.  But  there  was  m  <re  temperate  fire  under  the  pot  of  her 
eyes ;  did  her  eyes  run  o'er  too  ? 
Pan.  And  HeHor  laught. 
Cre.  At  what  was  all  this  laughing  ? 

Pan.  Marry  at  the  white  hair,  that  Helen  fpied  on  Troilufs 
chin. 

Cre.  An't  had  been  a  green  hair,  I  mould  have  laught  too. 
Pan,  They  laught  not  fo  much  at  the  hair  as  at  his  pretty  aniwer. 
Cre.  What  was  his  aniwer  ? 

Pan.  Quoth  fhe,  here's  but  two  and  fifty  hairs  on  your  chin, 
and  one  of  them  is  white. 
Cre.  This  is  her  queftion. 

Pan.  That's  true,  make  no  queftion  of  that:  two  and  fifty 
hairs,  quoth  he,  and  one  white  5  that  white  hair  is  the  father,  and 

all 
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all  the  reft  are  his  Tons.  Jupiter,  quoth  fhe,  which  of  thefe  hairs  is 
Paris,  my  husband  ?  the  forked  one,  quoth  he,  pluck't  out  and 
give  it  him :  but  there  was  fuch  laughing,  and  Helen  fo  blufh'd, 
and  Parts  fo  chaft,  and  all  the  reft  fo  laught,  that  it  paft. 

Cre.  So  let  it  now,  for  it  has  been  a  great  while  going  by. 

Pan.  Well,  coufin,  I  told  you  a  thing  Yefterdayj  think  on't. 

Cre.  So  I  do. 

Pan.  I'll  be  fworn 'tis  true;  he  will  weep  you  an  'twere  a  man 
born  in  April.  \  [Sound  a  retreat. 

Cre.  And  I'll  fpring  up  in  his  tears,  as  'twere  a  nettle  again  ft 
May. 

Pan.  Hark,  they  are  coming  from  the  field,  fhall  we  ftand  up 
here  and  fee  them  as  they  pafs  towards  Ilium  ?  good  neice  do, 
fweet  neice  CreJJida. 

Cre.  At  your  pleafure. 

Pan.  Here,  here,  here's  an  excellent  place,  here  we  may  lee 
mod  bravely,  I'll  tell  you  them  all  by  their  names,  as  they  pafs  by, 
but  mark  Troilus  above  the  reft. 

i£neas  pajfes  over  the  Stage. 
Cre.  Speak  not  fo  loud. 

Pan.  That's  JEneas  ;  is  not  that  a  brave  man  ?  he's  one  of  the 
flowers  of  Troy,  I  can  tell  you ;  byt  mark  Troilus,  you  fhall  fee 
anon. 

Cre.  Who's  that  ? 

Antenor  paffes  over  the  Stage. 

Pan.  That's  Antenor,  he  has  a  fhrewd  wit,  I  can  tell  you,  and  he's 
a  man  good  enough,  he's  one  o'th'  foundeft  judgment  in  Troy  who- 
foever,  and  a  proper  man  of  perfon  ;  when  comes  Troilus  ?  I'll  mew 
yoU  Troilus  anon ;  if  he  fee  me,  you  fhall  fee  him  nod  at  me. 

Cre.  Will  he  give  you  the  nod  ? 

Pan.  You  fhall  fee. 

'Cre.  If  he  do,  the  rich  fhall  have  more.  He&or 
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Hector  pajfes  over. 

Pan.  That's  HeBor,  that,  that,  look  you,  that:  there's  a 
fellow!  go  thy  way,  He8or$  there's  a  brave  man,  neice:  O  brave 
Heftor\  look  how  he  looks?  there's  a  countenance!  is'tnotabrave 
man  ? 

Cre.  O  brave  man! 

Pan.  Is  he  not  ?  It  does  a  man's  heart  good,  look  you  what 
hacks  are  on  his  helmet,  look  you  yonder,  do  you  fee  ?  look  you 
there?  there's  no  jetting,-  there's  laying  on,  take't  off  who  will, 
as  they  fay  ,•  there  be  hacks. 

Cre.  Be  thofe  with  fwords  ? 

Paris  pajfes  over. 

Pan.  Swords,  any  thing,  he  cares  not,  an  the  devil  come  to 
him,  it's  all  one,-  by  godslid  is  does  ones  heart  good.  Yonder 
comes  Parts,  yonder  comes  Paris :  look  ye  yonder,  neice,  is't 
not  a  gallant  man  too,  is't  not  ?  why,  this  is  brave  now :  who 
faid  he  came  home  hurt  to-day?  he's  not  hurt,-  why,  this  will  do 
Helen's  heart  good  now,  ha?  would  I  could  fee  Troilus  now,  you 
mall  fee  Troilus  anon. 

Cre.  Who's  that  ? 

Helenus  paffes  over. 

Pan.  That's  Helenus.    I  marvel  where  Troilus  is :  that's  Hele- 
nus—  I  think  he  went  not  forth  to-day;  that's  Helenus. 
Cre.  Can  Helenus  fight,  uncle? 

Pan.  Helenus,   no  yes,  he'll  fight  indifferent  well  1 

marvel  where  Troilus  is  ?  hark,  do  you  not  hear  the  people  cry 
Troilus*  Helenus  is  a  prieft. 

Cre.  What  fneaking  fellow  comes  yonder? 
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Troilus  pajfes  over. 

Pan.  Where!  yonder?  that's  Detphobm.  'Tis  Troths  I  there's 

a  man,  neice  hem  brave  Troilus ;  the  prince  of  chivalry. 

Cre.  Peace,  for  (hame,  peace. 

Pan.  Mark  him,  note  him:  O  brave  Troilus:  look  well  upon 
him,  neice,  look  you  how  his  fword  is  bloodied,  and  his  helm 
more  hack'd  then  Hetfor's,  and  how  he  looks,  and  how  he  goes ! 
O  admirable  youth !  he  ne'er  faw  three  and  twenty.  Go  thy  way 
Troilus,  go  thy  way  ;  had  I  a  fifter  were  a  grace,  or  a  daughter  a 
goddefs,  he  mould  take  his  choice.  O  admirable  man  \  Paris  ? 
Paris  is  dirt  to  him,  and  I  warrant  Helen  to  change  would  give 
a  one  eye  to  boot. 

Enter  common  Soldiers. 
Cre.  Here  come  more. 

Pan.  AfTes,  fools,  dolts,  chaff  and  bran,  chaff  and  bran  -f  por- 
ridge after  meat.  I  could  live  and  dye  i'th'  eyes  of  Troilus.  Ne'er 
look,  ne'er  look  the  eagles  are  gone  j  crows  and  daws,  crows 
and  daws.  I  had  rather  be  fuch  a  man  as  Troilus,  than  Agamem- 
non and  all  Greece. 

Cre.  There  is  among  the  Greeks  Achilles,  a  better  man  than 
Troilus. 

Pan.  Achilles  ?  a  dray-man,  a  porter,  a  very  camel. 
Cre.  Well,  well. 

Pan.  Well,  well  why,  have  you  any  difcretion  ?  have  you 

any  eyes?  do  you  know  what  a  man  is?  is  not  birth,  beauty,  good 
(hape,  difcourfe,  manhood,  learning,  gentlenefs,  virtue,  youth, 
liberality,  and  fo  forth,  the  fpice  and  fait  that  feafons  a  man? 

Cre.  Ay,  a  minc'd  man,  and  then  to  be  bak'd  with  no  date  in 
the  pye,  for  then  the  man's  date  is  out. 

Pan.  You  are  fuch  another  woman,  one  knows  not  at  what 
ward  you  lye. 

Cre.  Upon  my  back,  to  defend  my  belly  j  upon  my  wit,  to  de- 

\  fend 
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fend  my  wiles;  upon  my  fecrefie,  to  defend  minehonefty;  my 
mask  to  defend  my  beauty,  and  you  to  defend  all  thefe;  and  at 
all  thefe  wards  I  lye,  at  a  thoufand  watches. 
Pan.  Say  one  of  your  watches. 

Cre.  Nay  I'll  watch  you  for  that,  and  that's  one  of  the  chief- 
eft  of  them  too ;  if  I  cannot  ward  what  I  would  not  have  hit,  I 
can  watch  you  for  telling  how  I  took  the  blow,  unlefs  it  fwellpaft 
hiding,  and  then  it  is  paft  watching. 

Pan.  You  are  fuch  another. 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  my  lord  would  inftantly  (peak  with  you. 
Pan.  Where? 

Boy.  At  your  own  houfe,  f  there  he  unarms  him. 
Pan.  Good  boy,  tell  him  I  come,  I  doubt  he  be  hurt.  Fare  ye 
well,  good  neice. 
Cre.  Adieu,  uncle. 

Pan.  I'll  be  with  you,  neice,  by  and  by. 

Cre.  To  bring,  uncle — 

Pan.  Ay,  a  token  from  Troilus. 

Cre.  By  the  lame  token,  you  are  a  bawd.  \Extt  Pan. 

Words,  vows,  gifts,  tears,  and  love's  full  facrifice, 
He  offers  in  another's  enterprize: 
But  more  in  Troilus  thoufand  fold  I  fee, 
Than  in  the  glafs  of  Pandar's  praife  may  be. 
Yet  hold  I  off.    Women  are  angels  wooing, 
Things  won  are  done,  the  foul's  joy  lyes  in  doing: 
That  fhe  belov'd  knows  nought  that  knows  not  this  ^ 
Men  prize  the  thing  ungain'd,  more  than  it  is. 
That  (he  was  never  yet,  that  ever  knew 
Love  got,  fo  fweet,  as  when  defire  did  fue : 
Atchievement  is  command;  ungain'd,  befeech. 
Therefore  this  maxim  out  of  love  I  teach  ,• 

C  2  That 

"f"  'Thefe  neceffary  words  added  from  the  firji  quarto  edition, 
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That  though  my  heart's  content  firm  love  doth  bear, 

Nothing  of  that  (hall  from  mine  eyes  appear.  [Exit. 


SCENE  V. 

Agamemnon'5  Tent  m  the  Grecian  Camp. 

Trumpets.     Enter  Agamemnon,   Neftor,  Ulyfles,  Diomedes, 

Menelaus,  with  others. 

Agam.  T)RINCES; 

JL     What  grief  hr.th  fet  the  jaundife  on  your  cheeks  ? 
The  ample  proportion  that  hope  makes 
In  all  defigns  begun  on  earth  below, 
Fails  in  the  promised  largenefsj  checks  and  difaflers 
Grow  in  the  veins  of  actions  higheft  rear'd: 
As  knots  by  the  conflux  of  meeting  fap 
Infect  the  found  pine,  and  divert  his  grain 
Tortive  and  errant  from  his  courfe  of  growth. 
Nor,  princes,  is  it  matter  new  to  us, 
That  we  come  fhort  of  our  fuppofe  fo  far, 
That  after  fev'n  years  fiege,  yet  Troy  walls  (land ; 
Sith  every  action  that  hath  gone  before, 
Whereof  we  have  record,  tryal  did  draw 
Bias  and  thwart  j  not  anfwering  the  aim, 
And  that  unbodied  figure  of  the  thought 

That  gave't  furmifed  fhape.    Why  then,  you  princes, 

Do  you  with  cheeks  abafh'd  behold  our  works? 

And  think  them  fhame,  which  are,  indeed,  nought  elfe 

But  the  protractive  tryals  of  great  Jove, 

To  find  perfiflive  conftancy  in  men  ? 

The  finenefs  of  which  metal  is  not  found 

In  fortune's  love  •  for  then,  the  bold  and  coward, 

The  wife  and  fool,  the  artift  and  unread, 

The 
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The  hard  and  foft,  feem  all  affin'd,  and  kin  ,• 
But  in  the  wind  and  tempeft  of  her  frown, 
Diftinction  with  a  b  broad  and  powerful  fan 
Purling  at  all,  winnows  the  light  away ; 
And  what  hath  mafs,  or  matter  by  it  felf, 
Lies  rich  in  virtue,  and  unmingled. 

Nefi.  With  due  obfervance  of  thy  goodly  feat, 
Great  Agamemnon,  Nefior  mail  apply 
Thy  lateft  words.    In  the  reproof  of  chance 
Lies  the  true  proof  of  men :  the  fea  being  fmooth, 
How  many  mallow  bauble  boats  dare  fail 
Upon  her  patient  breaft,  making  their  way 
With  thofe  of  noble  bulk  ? 
But  let  the  ruffian  Boreas  once  enrage 
The  gentle  Thet'ts,  and  anon  behold 
The  ftrong-ribb'd  bark  thro'  liquid  mountains  cuts, 
Bounding  between  the  two  moift  elements, 
Like  Perfeus"  horfe :  Where's  then  the  fawcy  boat, 
Whofe  weak  untimber'd  fides  but  even  now 
Co-rival'd  Greatnefs?  or  to  harbour  fled, 
Or  made  a  toaft  for  Neptune.    Even  fo 
Doth  valour's  fhew  and  valour's  worth  divide 
In  ftorms  of  fortune.     For  in  her  ray  and  brightnefs 
The  herd  hath  more  annoyance  by  the  brize 
Than  by  the  tyger :  but  when  lplitting  winds 
Make  flexible  the  knees  of  knotted  oaks, 
And  flies  get  under  {hade;  the  thing  of  courage, 
As  rowz'd  with  rage,  with  rage  doth  fympathize, 
And  with  an  accent  tun'd  in  felf- fame  key, 
c  Returns  to  chiding  fortune. 

Ulyf.  Agamemnon, 
Thou  great  commander,  nerve  and  bone  of  Greece, 
Heart  of  our  numbers,  foul,  and  only  fpirit, 

z 
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In  whom  the  tempers  and  the  minds  of  all 
Should  be  fhut  up  :  hear  what  Ulyffis  fpeaks. 
Befides  th'  applaufe  and  approbation 

The  which,  raoft  mighty,  for  thy  place  and  fway,         [To  Aga. 

And  thou,  moft  rev'rend  for  thy  ftretcht-out  life,  [To  Neft. 

I  give  to  both  your  fpeeches,  which  were  fuch 

As  Agamemnon  and  the  hand  of  Greece 

Should  hold  up  high  in  brafs,-  and  fuch  again 

As  venerable  Nefior  (hatched  in  filver) 

Should  with  a  bond  of  air,  ftrong  as  the  axle-tree 

On  which  heav'n  rides,  knit  all  the  Grecian  ears 

To  his  experienced  tongue :  yet  let  it  pleafe  both 

(Thou  great,  and  wife)  to  hear  Ulyffes  (peak. 

Aga.  Speak,  prince  of  Ithaca:  we  lefs  expect 
That  matter  needlefs,  of  importlefs  burthen 
Divide  thy  lips :  than  we  are  confident, 
When  rank  Therfnes  opes  his  maftiff  jaws, 
We  fhall  hear  mufick,  wit,  and  oracle. 

U/yf.  Troy,  yet  upon  his  ban's,  had  been  down, 
And  the  great  Heflor's  fword  had  lack'd  a  matter, 
But  for  thefe  inftances. 
The  (pecialty  of  rule  hath  been  neglected ; 
And  look  how  many  Grecian  tents  do  ftand 
Hollow  upon  this  plain,  fo  many  hollow  factions. 
When  that  the  general  is  not  like  the  hive, 
To  whom  the  foragers  (hall  all  repair, 
What  honey  is  expected  ?  degree  being  vizarded, 
Th'  unworthieft  (hews  as  Fairly  in  the  mask. 
The  heav'ns  themfelves,  the  planets,  and  this  center, 
Obferve  degree,  priority  and  place, 
Infifture,  courfe,  proportion,  feafbn,  form, 
Office  and  cuftom,  in  all  line  of  order : 
And  therefore  is  the  glorious  planet  Sol 

In 
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In  noble  eminence  enthron'd  and  fphear'd 

Amidft  the  reft,  whofe  raed'cinable  eye 

Corrects  the  ill  afpects  of  planets  evil, 

And  pofts  like  the  command'ment  of  a  king, 

Sans  check,  to  good  and  bad.    But  when  the  planets 

In  evil  mixture  to  diforder  wander, 

What  plagues,  and  what  portents,  what  mutiny? 

What  raging  of  the  fea  ?  making  of  earth  ? 

Commotion  in  the  winds?  frights,  changes,  horrors, 

Divert  and  crack,  rend  and  deracinate 

The  unity  and  married  calm  of  ftates 

Quite  from  their  fixture  ?  when  degree  is  (haken, 

(Which  is  the  ladder  to  all  high  defigns) 

The  enterprize  is  fick.    How  could  communities, 

Degrees  in  fchools,  and  brotherhoods  in  cities, 

Peaceful  commerce  from  dividable  mores, 

The  primogeniture,  and  due  of  birth, 

Prerogative  of  age,  crowns,  fcepters,  lawrels, 

(But  by  degree)  ftand  in  authentick  place  ? 

Take  but  degree  away,  untune  that  ftring, 

And  hark  what  difcord  follows  $  each  thing  meets 

In  meer  oppugnancy.    The  bounded  waters 

Would  lift  their  bofoms  higher  than  the  mores, 

And  make  a  fop  of  all  this  folid  globe  : 

Strength  would  be  lord  of  imbecility, 

And  the  rude  fon  would  ftrike  his  father  dead : 

"  Force  would  be  right ;  or  rather,  right  and  wrong 

1  (Between  whofe  endlels  jar  juftice  refides) 

1  Would  lofe  their  names,  and  fb  would  juftice  too, 

*  Then  every  thing  includes  it  felf  in  power, 

*  Power  into  will,  will  into  appetite, 
'  And  appetite  (an  univerfal  wolf, 

*  So  doubly  feconded  with  will  and  power) 
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€  Muft  make  perforce  an  univerfal  prey, 

'And  laft  eat  up  itfelf.    Great  Agamemnon] 

This  chaos,  when  degree  is  fuffbcate, 

Follows  the  choaking  : 

And  this  negle&ion  of  degree  is  it, 

That  by  a  pace  goes  backward,  in  a  purpofe 

It  hath  to  climb.    The  general's  difdain'd 

By  him  one  ftep  below,-  he  by  the  next; 

That  next  by  him  beneath :  fo  every  ftep, 

Exampled  by  the  firft  pace  that  is  lick 

Of  his  fuperior,  grows  to  an  envious  feaver 

Of  pale  and  bloodlefs  emulation. 

And  'tis  this  feaver  that  keeps  Troy  on  foot, 

Not  her  own  finews.    To  end  a  tale  of  length, 

Troy  in  our  weaknefs  lives,  not  in  her  ftrength. 

Nefi.  Moft  wifely  hath  Ulyjfes  here  difcover'd 
The  feaver,  whereof  all  our  power  is  fick. 

Aga.  The  nature  of  the  ficknefs  found,  Lf/yffes, 
What  is  the  remedy  ? 

Ulyf.  The  great  Achilles,  whom  opinion  crowns 
The  finew  and  the  fore-hand  of  our  hoft, 
Having  his  ear  full  of  his  airy  fame, 
Grows  dainty  of  his  worth,  and  in  his  tent 
Lies  mocking  our  defigns.    With  him  Patroclus, 
Upon  a  lazy  bed,  the  live-long  day 
Breaks  fcurril  jefts  ; 

And  with  ridiculous  and  aukward  a&ion 

(Which,  flanderer,  he  imitation  calls) 

He  pageants  us.    Sometimes,  great  Agamemnon, 

Thy  toplefs  deputation  he  puts  on  > 

And  like  a  ftrutting  player,  (whofe  conceit 

Lies  in  his  ham-ftring,  and  doth  think  it  rich 

To  hear  the  wooden  dialogue  and  found 

'Twixt 
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'Twixt  his  ftretch'd  footing  and  the  fcaffoldage) 
Such  to-be-pitied  and  o'er-wrefted  feeming 
He  acts  thy  greatnefs  in :  and  when  he  fpeaks, 
'Tis  like  a  chime  a  mending    with  terms  unfquar'd ; 
Which  from  the  tongue  of  roaring  Typhon  dropt 
Would  feem  hyperboles.    At  this  fufty  ftuff 
The  large  Achilles,  on  his  preft-bed  lolling, 
From  his  deep  cheft  laughs  out  a  loud  applaufe  : 

Cries  —  excellent  'tis  Agamemnon  juft  

Now  play  me  Nefior —  hum,  and  ftroke  thy  beard 
As  he,  being  dreft  to  fbme  oration. 

That's  done  as  near  as  the  extremefl:  ends 

Of  parallels  ,•  as  like  as  Vulcan  and  his  wife  : 

Yet  good  Achilles  ftill  cries,  excellent ! 

'Tis  Nefior  right !  now  play  him  me,  Patroclus, 

Arming  to  anfwer  in  a  night-alarm  : 

And  then,  forfooth,  the  faint  defects  of  age 

Muft  be  the  fcene  of  mirth,  to  cough  and  (pit, 

And  with  a  palfie  fumbling  on  his  gorget, 

Shake  in  and  out  the  rivet  at  this  fport, 

Sir  Valour  dies  ^  cries,  "Ol— — enough  Patroclus  — 
Or,  "  give  me  ribs  of  fteel,  I  (hall  fplit  all 
"  In  pleafure  of  my  Ipleen."  And  in  this  famion 
All  our  abilities,  gifts,  natures,  (hapes, 
Severals  and  generals  of  grace  exact, 
Atchievements,  plots,  orders,  preventions, 
Excitements  to  the  field,  or  fpeech  for  truce, 
Succefs  or  lofs,  what  is,  or  is  not,  ferves 
As  ftuff  for  thefe  two  to  make  paradoxes. 

Nefi.  And  in  the  imitation  of  thele  twain, 
(Whom,  as  Ulyjfes  fays,  opinion  crowns 
With  an  imperial  voice)  many  are  infect: 
Ajax  is  grown  felf-will'd,  and  bears  his  head 
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In  fuch  a  rein,  in  full  as  proud  a d  pace, 

As  broad  Achilles  \  keeps  his  tent  like  him  ; 

Makes  factious  feafts,  rails  on  our  date  of  war, 

Bold  as  an  oracle ;  and  fets  Therfites 

(A  Have  whofe  gall  coins  flanders  like  a  mint) 

To  match  us  in  comparifons  with  dirt, 

To  weaken  and  difcredit  our  expofare, 

How  hard  foever  rounded  in  with  danger. 

Ulyf.  They  tax  our  policy,  and  call  it  cowardife, 
Count  wifdom  as  no  member  of  the  war, 
Fore-ftall  our  prefcience,  and  efteem  no  act 
But  that  of  hand  :  1  the  ftill  and  mental  parts, 

*  That  do  contrive  how  many  hands  mail  ftrike 

'  When  fitnefs  calls  them  on,  and  know  by  meafure 

*  Of  their  obfervant  toil,  the  enemies  weight, 

*  Why  this  hath  not  a  finger's  dignity- 

1  They  call  this  bed-work,  mapp'ry,  clofet-war : 

*  So  that  the  ram  that  batters  down  the  wall, 

*  For  the  great  fwing  and  rudenefs  of  his  poize, 

*  They  place  before  his  hand  that  made  the  engine; 

*  Or  thofe  that  with  the  flnenefs  of  their  fouls 
'  By  reafon  guide  his  execution. 

Neft.  Let  this  be  granted,  and  Achilles*  horfe 
Makes  many  Thetis'  fons.  [Tucket  founds, 

Aga.  What  trumpet  ?  look  Menelauu 
Men,  From  Troy, 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  ^Eneas. 

Aga.  What  would  you  'fore  our  tent? 

JEne.  Is  this  great  Agamemnon's  tent,  I  pray  you  ? 

Aga,  Even  this. 

ALne, 

d  place 
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JEne.  May  one  that  is  a  herald  and  a  prince, 
Do  a  fair  melTage  to  his  kingly  ears  ? 

Aga.  With  furety  ftronger  than  Achilles*  arm, 
'Fore  all  the  Greekifh  heads,  which  with  one  voice 
Call  Agamemnon  head  and  general. 

JEne.  Fair  leave,  and  large  fecurity.    How  may 
A  ftranger  to  thole  raoft  imperial  looks 
Know  them  from  eyes  of  other  mortals  ? 

Aga.  How? 

JEne.  I  ask,  that  I  might  waken  reverence, 
And  bid  the  cheek  be  ready  with  a  bluih 
Modeft  as  morning,  when  (he  coldly  eyes 
The  youthful  Phoebus  : 
Which  is  that  god  in  office,  guiding  men? 
Which  is  the  high  and  mighty  Agamemnon  ? 

Aga.  This  Trojan  fcorns  us,  or  the  men  of  Troy 
Are  ceremonious  courtiers. 

JEne.  Courtiers  as  free,  as  debonair,  unarm'd, 
As  bending  angels  ,•  that's  their  fame  in  peace : 
But  when  they  would  feem  foldiers,  they  have  galls, 
Good  arms,  ftrong  joints,  true  fwords,  and  Jove's  accord, 
Nothing  fo  full  of  heart.    But  peace,  JEneas, 
Peace  Trojan,  lay  thy  finger  on  thy  lips ; 
The  worthinefs  of  praife  diftains  his  worth, 
If  he  that's  prais'd  himfelf  bring  the  praife  forth  : 
What  the  repining  enemy  commends, 
That  breath  fame  blows,  that  praife  lole  pure  tranfcends. 

Aga.  Sir,  you  of  Troy,  call  you  your  felf  /Eneas? 

JEne.  Ay,  Greek,  that  is  my  name. 

Aga.  What's  your  affair,  I  pray  you  ? 

JEne.  Sir,  pardon,  'tis  for  Agamemnon's  ears. 

Aga.  He  hears  nought  privately  that  comes  from  Troy. 

D  2  JEne. 
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JEne.  And  I  from  Troy  come  not  to  whilper  him, 
I  bring  a  trumpet  to  awake  his  ear, 
To  fet  his  fenfe  on  that  attentive  bent, 
And  then  to  fpeak. 

Aga.  Speak  frankly  as  the  wind, 
It  is  not  Agamemnon's  fleeping  hour 
That  thou  (halt  know,  Trojan,  he  is  awake, 
He  tells  thee  fo  himfelf. 

ALne.  Trumpet  blow  loud : 
Send  thy  brafs  voice  thro'  all  thefe  lazy  tents, 
And  every  Greek  of  mettle,  let  him  know 
What  Troy  means  fairly,  mall  be  fpoke  aloud. 

[The  trumpets  found. 

We  have,  great  Agamemnon,  here  in  Troy 
A  prince  call'd  Heclor,  {Priam  is  his  father) 
Who  in  this  dull  and  long-continu'd  truce 
Is  rufty  grown,  he  bad  me  take  a  trumpet, 
And  to  this  purpofe  fpeak:  Kings,  princes,  lords, 
If  there  be  one  amongft  the  fair'ft  of  Greece, 
That  holds  his  honour  higher  than  his  eafe, 
That  feeks  his  praife  more  than  he  fears  his  peril, 
That  knows  his  valour  and  knows  not  his  fear, 
That  loves  his  miftrels  more  than  in  confeflion 
With  truant  vows  to  her  own  lips  he  loves, 

And  dare  avow  her  beauty  and  her  worth 

In  other  arms  than  hers :  to  him  this  challenge. 

HeBor,  in  view  of  Trojans  and  of  Greeks, 

Shall  make  it  good,  (or  do  his  beft  to  do  it) 

He  hath  a  lady,  wifer,  fairer,  truer, 

Than  ever  Greek  did  compals  in  his  arms  ; 

And  will  to-morrow  with  his  trumpet,  call, 

Midway  between  your  tents  and  walls  of  Troy, 

To  rowze  a  Grecian  that  is  true  in  love. 

If 
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If  any  come,  HeEior  fhall  honour  him: 
If  none,  he'll  fay  in  Troy  when  he  retires, 
The  Grecian  dames  are  fun-burnt,  and  not  worth 
The  fplinter  of  a  lance;  even  fo  much. 

Aga.  This  fliall  be  told  our  lovers,  lord  Mneas. 
If  none  of  them  have  foul  in  fuch  a  kind, 
We've  left  them  all  at  home :  but  we  are  foldiers ; 
And  may  that  foldier  a  meer  recreant  prove, 
That  means  not,  hath  not,  or  is  not  in  love,- 
If  then  one  is,  or  hath,  or  means  to  be, 
That  one  meets  HtBor  -}  if  none  elfe,  I'm  he. 

Nefl.  Tell  him  of  Neftor  -y  one  that  was  a  man 
When  Hetlot's  grandfire  fuckt  -y  he  is  old  now, 
But  if  there  be  not  in  our  Grecian  e  hofl: 
One  nobleman  that  hath  one  fpark  of  fire, 
To  anfwer  for  his  love:  tell  him  from  me, 
I'll  hide  my  filver  beard  in  a  gold  beaver, 
And  in  my  \  vantbrace  put  this  wither'd  brawn, 
And  meeting  him,  will  tell  him,  that  my  lady 
Was  fairer  than  his  grandam,  and  as  chafte 
As  may  be  in  the  world :  his  youth  is  flood  ,• 
I'll  pawn  this  truth  with  my  three  drops  of  blood. 

AEne.  Now  heav'ns  forbid  fuch  fcarcity  of  youth. 

Ulyf,  Amen. 

Aga.  Fair  lord  Mneas,  let  me  touch  your  hand : 
To  our  pavillion  fhall  I  lead  you  firft : 
Achilles  fhall  have  word  of  this  intent, 
So  fhall  each  lord  of  Greece  from  tent  to  tent: 
Your  felf  fhall  feaft  with  us  before  you  go, 

And  find  the  welcome  of  a  noble  foe.  [Exeunt, 

•t,.<*, .  • .  jucab.  >» 

e  mold        "f  An  armour  for  the  arm^  Avant-bras. 
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SCENE  VII. 

Manent  Ulyfles  and  Neftor. 

Ulyf.  Neftor. 

Neft.  What  fays  Ulyfes? 

Ulyf.  I  have  a  young  conception  in  my  brain, 
Be  you  my  time  to  bring  it  to  fome  fhape. 

Neft.  Whatis't? 

Ulyf.  This  'tis : 
Blunt  wedges  rive  hard  knots ;  the  feeded  pride 
That  hath  to  this  maturity  blown  up 
In  rank  Achilles,  muft  or  now  be  cropt, 
Or,  fhedding,  breed  a  nurfery  of  like  evil 
To  over-bulk  us  all. 

Neft.  Well,  and  how  now  ? 

Ulyf  This  challenge  that  the  valiant  HeElor  fends, 
However  it  is  lpread  in  general  name, 
Relates  in  purpofe  only  to  Achilles. 

Neft.  The  purpofe  is  perfpicuous  even  as  fubftance, 
Whofe  grofTnefs  little  characters  (um  up, 
And  in  the  publication  make  no  ftrain : 
But  that  Achilles,  were  his  brain  as  barren 
As  banks  of  Lybia,  (tho',  Apollo  knows, 
'Tis  dry  enough,)  will  with  great  fpeed  of  judgement, 
Ay,  with  celerity,  find  Hetlor's  purpofe 
Pointing  on  him. 

Ulyf  And  wake  him  to  the  anfwer,  think  you  ? 

Neft.  Yes,  'tis  mod  meet;  whom  may  you  elfe  oppofe 
That  can  from  He&or  bring  his  honour  off, 
If  not  Achilles  ?  though  a  fportful  combat, 
Yet  in  this  tryal  much  opinion  dwells. 
For  here  the  Trojans  tafte  our  dear'ft  repute 
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With  their  hVft  palate:  triad  to  me,  Ulyjfes, 

Our  imputation  mail  be  odly  pois'd 

In  this  wild  action.    For  the  mccefs, 

Although  particular,  mall  give  a  fcantling 

Of  good  or  bad  unto  the  general : 

And  in  fuch  indexes  although  fmall  pricks 

To  their  fubfequent  volumes,  there  is  feen 

The  baby  figure  of  the  giant-mafs 

Of  things  to  come,  at  large.    It  is  fuppos'd, 

He  that  meets  He&or  ifTues  from  our  choice; 

And  choice  being  mutual  ad  of  all  our  fouls, 

Makes  merit  her  election;  and  doth  boil 

As  'twere  from  forth  us  all,  a  man  diftiil'd 

Out  of  our  virtues  ,•  who  mifcarrying, 

What  heart  from  hence  receives  the  conqu'ring  part  I 

To  fteel  a  ftrong  opinion  to  themfelves  ; 

Which  entertain'd,  limbs  are  his  inftruments, 

In  no  lefs  working,  than  are  fwords  and  bows 

Directive  by  the  limbs. 

Ulyf.  Give  pardon  to  my  fpeech; 

Therefore  'tis  fit  Achilles  meet  not  FfeBor. 

Let  us,  like  merchants,  fhew  our  fowleft  wares, 

And  think  perchance  they'll  fell ;  if  not, 

The  luftre  of  the  better,  yet  to  fhew, 

Shall  (hew  the  better.    Do  not  then  confent 

That  ever  HeBor  and  Achilles  meet  : 

For  both  our  honour  and  our  fhame  in  this 

Are  dogg'd  with  two  ftrange  followers. 

Nefi.  1  fee  them  not  with  my  old  eyes :  what  are  they 
Ulyf.  What  glory  our  Achilles  fhares  from  Hec7cry 

Were  he  not  proud,  we  all  fhould  fhare  with  him : 

But  he  already  is  too  infblentj 

And  we  were  better  parch  in  Afrkk  Sun 
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Than  in  the  pride  and  fait  fcorn  of  his  eyes, 

Should  he  fcape  HeBor  fair.    If  he  were  foil'd, 

Why  then  we  did  our  main  opinion  crufh 

In  taint  of  our  beft  man.    No,  make  a  lott'ry, 

And  by  device  let  blockifh  Ajax  draw 

The  fort  to  fight  with  HeBor :  'mong  our  felves, 

Give  him  allowance  as  the  worthier  man, 

For  that  will  phyfick  the  great  Myrmtdon 

Who  broils  in  loud  applaufe,  and  make  him  fall 

His  creft,  that  prouder  than  blue  Ins  bends. 

If  the  dull  brainlefs  Ajax  come  fafe  off, 

We'll  drefs  him  up  in  voices :   if  he  fail, 

Yet  go  we  under  our  opinion  (till, 

That  we  have  better  men.    But  hit  or  mifs, 

Our  project's  life  this  mape  of  fenfe  afTumes, 

Ajax  imploy'd,  plucks  down  Ach'tlle?  plumes. 

Nefl.  Ulyjfes,  now  I  relifh  thy  advice, 
And  I  will  give  a  tafte  of  it  forthwith 
To  Agamemnon,  go  we  to  him  ftreight ; 
Two  curs  mail  tame  each  other ;  pride  alone 
Muft  f  tar  the  maftiffs  on,  as 'twere  their  bone.  [Exeunt, 

■f  Tarre,  an  old  englijh  word  ftgnifying  to  provoke  or  urge  on.    See  K.  John,  aft. 
4  Jc.  i, —  like  a  dog,  fnatcb  at  bis  mafier  that  doth  tar  him  on.  * 
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ACT  II.    SCENE  I. 

The  Grecian  Camp. 
Enter  Ajax  and  Therfites. 

A  J  A  X. 

HERSITES. 

Ther.  Agamemnon —  how  if  he  had  biles  — 
foil,  all  over  generally.  [Talking  to  h'tmfelf. 

Ajax.  Therfites. 

Ther.  And  thofe  biles  did  run  —  fay  Co  —  did 
not  the  general  run,  were  not  that  a  botchy  core  ? 
Ajax.  Dog. 

Ther.  Then  there  would  come  fome  matter  from  him :  I  fee 
none  now. 

Ajax.  Thou  bitch- wolf s  fon,  canft  thou  not  heat?  feel  then. 

[Strikes  him. 

Ther.  The  plague  of  Greece  upon  thee,  thou  mungrel  beef- 
witted  lord. 

Ajax.  Speak  then,  you  f  unfalted  leaven,  fpeak,  I  will  beat 
thee  into  handfomnefs. 

Ther.  I  mall  fooner  rail  thee  into  wit  and  holinefs ;  but  I  think 
thy  horfe  will  fooner  con  an  oration,  than  thou  learn  a  prayer 
without  book :  thou  canft  ftrike,  canft  thou  ?  a  red  murrain  o'thy 
jades  tricks. 

Ajax.  Toads-ftool,  learn  me  the  proclamation. 

Ther.  Doeft  thou  think  I  have  no  fenfe,  thou  ftrik'ft  me  thus  ? 

Ajax.  The  proclamation. 

Ther.  Thou  art  proclaim'd  a  fool,  I  think. 

Ajax.  Do  not,  porcupine,  do  not;  my  fingers  itch. 

Vol.  VI.  E 

f  ivhinid'ft 
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Ther.  I  would  thou  didft  itch  from  head  to  foot,  and  I  had 
the  fcratching  of  thee,  I  would  make  thee  the  loathfom'll:  fcab  in 

Greece, 

Ajax.  I  fay,  the  proclamation. 

Ther.  Thou  grumbled  and  raileft  every  hour  on  Achilles,  and 
thou  art  as  full  of  envy  at  his  greatnefs,  as  Cerberus  is  at  Profer- 
pina's  beauty.    I,  that  thou  bark'ft  at  him. 

Ajax.  Miftrefs  Therfites. 

Ther,  Thou  fhouldft  ftrike  him, 

Ajax.  Cobloaf. 

Ther.  He  would  pound  thee  into  fhivers  with  his  fift,  as  a  fai- 

lor  breaks  a  bisket. 

Ajax.  You  whorfon  cur.  [Beating  him. 

Ther.  Do,  do. 

Ajax.  Thou  (tool  for  a  witch. 

Ther.  Ay,  do,  thou  fodden-witted  lord;  thou  haft  no  more 
brain  than  I  have  in  my  elbows :  an  AJfinego  may  tutor  thee. 
Thou  fcurvy  valiant  afs,  thou  art  here  but  to  thram  Trojans, 
and  thou  art  bought  aad  fold  among  thofe  of  any  wit,  like  ^Bar- 
barian Have.  If  thou  ufe  to  beat  me,  I  will  begin  at  thy  heel, 
and  tell  what  thou  art  by  inches,  thou  thing  of  no  bowels,  thou. 

Ajax,  You  dog. 

Ther.  You  fcurvy  lord. 

Ajax.  You  cur.  [Beating  him. 

Ther,  Marsh\$  ideot/  do  rudenefs,  do  camel,  do,  do. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 

Achil.  Why  how  now,   Ajax  ?  wherefore  do  you  this  ? 
How  now,  Therfites  ?  what's  the  matter,  man  ? 
Ther.  You  fee  him  there,  do  you  f 
Achil.  Ay,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Ther. 
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Ther.  Nay  look  upon  him. 
Achil.  So  I  do,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Ther.  Nay,  but  regard  him  well. 
Achil  Well,  why  I  do  fo. 

Ther.  But  yet  you  look  not  well  upon  him ;  for  whofbever  you 
take  him  to  be,  he  is  Ajax. 
Achil.  I  know  that,  fool. 
Ther.  Ay,  but  that  fool  knows  not  himfelf. 
Ajax.  Therefore  I  beat  thee. 

Ther.  Lo,  lo,  lo,  lo,  what  modicums  of  wit  he  utters,  his  eva- 
fions  have  ears  thus  long.  I  have  bobb'd  his  brain  more  than  he 
has  beat  my  bones :  I  will  buy  nine  fparrows  for  a  penny,  and 
his  Pia  Mater  is  not  worth  the  ninth  part  of  a  fparrow.  This 
lord  [Achilles)  Ajax,  who  wears  his  wit  in  his  belly,  and  his  guts 
in  his  head,  I'll  tell  you  what  I  fay  of  him. 

Achil.  What?       [Ajax  offers  to  firike  him,  Achilles  interpofes. 

Ther.  I  fay,  this  Ajax.  — 

Achil.  Nay,  good  Ajax. 

Ther.  Has  not  fo  much  wit  — 

Achil.  Nay,  good  Ajax. 

Ther.  As  will  flop  the  eye  of  Helerts  needle,  for  whom  he 
comes  to  fight. 
Achil.  Peace,  fool. 

Ther.  I  would  have  peace  and  quietnefs,  but  the  fool  will  not : 
he  there,  that  he,  look  you  there. 

Ajax.  O  thou  damn'd  cur,  I  fhall  

Achil.  Will  you  fet  your  wit  to  a  fool's  ? 

Ther.  No,  I  warrant  you,  for  a  fool's  will  fhame  it. 

Pat.  Good  words,  Therfites* 

Achil  What's  the  quarrel  ? 

Ajax,  I  bad  the  vile  owl  go  learn  me  the  tenure  of  the  pro-» 
clamation,  and  he  rails  upon  me. 

E  i  Then 
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Ther.  I  ferve  thee  not. 
Ajax.  Well,  go  to,  go  to. 
Ther.  I  ferve  here  voluntary. 

Achtl.  Your  laft  fervice  was  fufFerance,  'twas  not  voluntary, 
no  man  is  beaten  voluntary  $  Ajax  was  here  the  voluntary,  and 
you  as  under  an  imprefs. 

Ther.  Ev'n  fo  —  a  great  deal  of  your  wit  too  lies  in  your  fi- 
news,  of  elfe  there  be  liars.  Heclor  mail  have  a  great  catch,  if  he 
knock  out  either  of  your  brains,  he  were  as  good  crack  a  fufty 
nut  with  no  kernel. 

Achtl.  What,  with  me  too,  Ther/itest 

Ther.  There's  Uly(fesy  and  old  Nefior,  (whole  wit  was  mouldy 
ere  their  Grandfires  had  nails  on  their  toes,)  yoke  you  like  draft 
oxen,  and  make  you  plough  up  the  wair. 

Achtl.  What!  what! 

Ther.  Yes  good  footh,  to  Achilles ,  to  Ajax,  to — 
Ajax.  I  mail  cut  out  your  tongue. 

Ther.  'Tis  no  matter,  I  mall  fpeak  as  much  as  thou  afterwards. 
Pat.  No  more  words,  Therfites. 

Ther.  I  will  hold  my  peace  when  Achilles' brach  bids  me,  mall  I? 
Achtl.  There's  for  you,  Patroclus. 

Ther.  I  will  fee  you  hang'd  like  clotpoles,  ere  I  come  any  more 
to  your  tents.  I  will  keep  where  there  is  wit  ftirring,  and  leave  the 
faction  of  fools  [Exit, 

Pat.  A  good  riddance. 

Achtl.  Marry  this,  Sir,  is  proclaim'd  through  all  our  hoft, 
That  Hec~lor>  by  the  fifth  hour  of  the  fun, 
Will  with  a  trumpet,  'twixt  our  tents  and  Troy> 
To-morrow  morning  call  fome  knight  to  arms, 
That  hath  a  ftomach,  fuch  a-  one  that  dare 
Maintain  I  know  not  what :  'tis  tram,  farewel. 

Ajax.  Farewel !  who  mall  anfwer  him  ? 
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AchtL  I  know  not,  'tis  put  to  lott'ry  ;  otherwise 
He  knew  his  man. 

Ajax.  O,  meaning  you :  I'll  go  learn  more  of  it.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Priam's  Palace  in  Troy. 

Enter  Priam,  He&or,   Troilus,  Paris  and  Helenus. 

Pru     A    Fter  Co  many  hours,  lives,  (peeches  (pent, 

JLJL  Thus  once  again  fays  Nefior  from  the  Greeks  : 
Deliver  Helen,  and  all  damage  elfe 
(As  honour,  lofs  of  time,  travel,  expence, 
Wounds,  friends,  and  what  elfe  dear  that  is  confum'd 
In  hot  digeftion  of  this  cormorant  war) 
Shall  be  ftruck  off.    HeBor,  what  fay  you  to't  ? 

HeB.  Though  no  man  leffer  fears  the  Greeks  than  I, 
As  far  as  touches  my  particular  ,•  yet 
There  is  no  lady  of  more  fofter  bowels, 
More  lpungy  to  fuck  in  the  (enfe  of  fear, 
More  ready  to  cry  out,  who  knows  what  follows? 
Than  HeBor  is.  The  wound  of  peace  is  fiirety, 
Surety  fecure    but  modeft  doubt  is  call'd 
The  beacon  of  the  wife  $  the  tent  that  fearches 
To  th'  bottom  of  the  worft.    Let  Helen  go. 
Since  the  firft  fword  was  drawn  about  this  queftion, 
Ev'ry  tithe  foul  'mongft  many  thoufand  f  difmes 
Hath  been  as  dear  as  Helen,    I  mean  of  ours. 
If  we  have  loft  fo  many  tenths  of  ours 
To  guard  a  thing  not  ours,  nor  worth  to  us 
(Had  it  our  name)  the  value  of  one  ten ; 
What  merit's  in  that  reafon,  which  denies 
The  yielding  of  her  up? 

Trot% 

\  difmes  tenths. 
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Trot.  Fie,  fie,  my  brother: 
Weigh  you  the  worth  and  honour  of  a  king 
(So  great  is  our  dread  father)  in  a  fcale 
Of  common  ounces  I  will  you  with  counters  fum 
The  vaft  proportion  of  his  infinite? 
And  buckle  in  a  wafte,  mod:  fathomlefs, 
With  fpans  and  inches  fo  diminutive 
As  fears  and  reafons?  fie  for  godly  fhame! 

He/.  No  marvel,  tho'  you  bite  fo  fharp  at  reafons, 
You're  empty  of  them.    Should  not  our  father  Priam 
Bear  the  great  fway  of  his  affairs  with  reafons, 
Becaufe  your  fpeech  hath  none  that  tells  him  fo  ? 

Trot.  You  are  for  dreams  and  (lumbers,  brother  prieft, 
You  fur  your  gloves  with  reafons.  Here  are  your  reafons. 
You  know  an  enemy  intends  you  harm, 
You  know,  a  fword  imploy'd  is  perillous, 
And  reafon  flies  the  object  of  all  harm. 
Who  marvels  then  when  Heknus  beholds 
A  Grecian  and  his  fword,  if  he  do  fet 
The  very  wings  of  reafon  to  his  heels, 
f  And  fly  like  chidden  Mercury  from  Jove, 
t  Or  like  a  ftar  dis-orb'd.  — Nay  if  we  talk  of  reafon, 
Let's  fhut  our  gates,  and  fleep :  manhood  and  honour 
Should  have  8  hare-hearts,  would  they  but  fat  their  thoughts 
With  this  cramm'd  reafon :  reafon  and  refpect 
Make  h  livers  pale,  and  luftyhood  dejed. 

Hell.  Brother,  {he  is  not  worth 
What  fhe  doth  coft  the  holding. 

Trot.  What's  ought,  but  as  'tis  valu'd  ? 

HeB.  But  Value  dwells  not  in  particular  will, 
It  holds  its  eftimate  and  dignity 
As  well  wherein  'tis  precious  of  it  felf, 
As  in  the  prizer :  'tis  mad  idolatry, 

To 
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To  make  the  fervice  greater  than  the  god  ; 
And  the  will  dotes,  that  is  f  inclinable 
To  what  infectioufly  it  felf  affects, 
Without  fome  image  of  th'  affected  merit. 

Trou  I  take  to-day  a  wife,  and  my  election 
Is  led  on  in  the  conduct  of  my  will  ,* 
My  will  enkindled  by  mine  eyes  and  ears, 
(Two  trading  pilots  'twixt  the  dangerous  mores 
Of  will  and  judgment.)    How  may  I  avoid 
(Although  my  will  diftafte  what  is  elected) 
The  wife  I  chufe  ?  there  can  be  no  evafion 
To  blench  from  this,  and  to  ftand  firm  by  honour. 
We  turn  not  back  the  filks  upon  the  merchant 
When  we  have  fpoil'd  them  ,•  nor  th'  remainder  viands 
We  do  not  throw  in  unrefpective  place, 
Becaufe  we  now  are  full.    It  was  thought  meet 
Parts  fhould  do  fome  vengeance  on  the  Greeks : 
Your  breath  of  full  content  bellied  his  fails  j 
The  feas  and  winds  (old  wranglers)  took  a  truce, 
And  did  him  fervice  :  he  touch'd  the  ports  dehYd  ; 
And  for  an  old  aunt  whom  the  Greeks  held  captive, 
He  brought  a  Grecian  queen  whofe  youth  and  fremnefs 
Wrinkles  /Ipollo's,  and  makes  spale  the  morning. 
Why  keep  we  her  ?  the  Grecians  keep  our  aunt : 
Is  fhe  worth  keeping  ?  why,  fhe  is  a  pearl, 
Whofe  price  hath  launch'd  above  a  thoufand  {hips, 

And  turn'd  crown'd  kings  to  merchants  

If  you'll  avouch  'twas  wifdom  Paris  went, 
(As  you  muft  needs,  for  you  all  cry'd,  go,  go:) 
If  you'll  confefs  he  brought  home  noble  prize, 
(As  you  muft  needs,  for  you  all  clap'd  your  hands 
And  cry'd,  ineftimable  j )  why  d'  you  now 
The  hTue  of  your  proper  wifdoms  rate, 
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And  do  a  deed  that  fortune  never  did, 
Beggar  that  eftimation  which  you  priz'd 
Richer  than  Tea  and  land  2  O  theft  moft  bafe  ? 
That  we  have  ftoln  what  we  do  fear  to  keep ! 
But  thieves,  unworthy  of  a  thing  fo  ftoln, 
Who  in  their  country  did  them  that  difgrace, 
We  fear  to  warrant  in  our  native  place. 

s  c  E  N  E  IV. 

Enter  Caflandra  with  her  hair  about  her  ears. 

Caf.  Cry,  Trojans,  cry! 

Pri.  What  noife  ?  what  (hriek  is  this  ? 

Troi.  'Tis  our  mad  filler,  I  do  know  her  voice. 

Caf.  Cry,  Trojans! 

HeB.  It  is  Caffandra. 

Caf.  Cry,  Trojans,  cry ;  lend  me  ten  thoufand  eyes, 
And  I  will  fill  them  with  prophetick  tears. 
HeB.  Peace,  fifter,  peace. 

Caf  Virgins  and  boys,  mid-age  and  wrinkled  old, 
Soft  infancy,  that  nothing  can  but  cry, 
Add  to  my  clamour !  let  us  pay  betimes 
A  moiety  of  that  mate  of  moan  to  come : 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry,  practife  your  eyes  with  tears. 
Troy  muft  not  be,  nor  goodly  llion  ftand : 
Our  fire-brand  brother,  Parts  burns  us  all. 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry !  a  Helen  and  a  wo 

Cry,  cry,  Troy  burns,  or  elfe  let  Helen  go.  [Exit. 

HeB.  Now,  youthful  Troilus,  do  not  the  high  ftrains 
Of  divination  in  our  fifter  work 
Some  touches  of  remorfe  ?  Or  is  your  blood 
So  madly  hot,  that  no  difcourfe  of  reafon 

Nor 
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Nor  fear  of  bad  fuccefs  in  a  bad  caufe, 
Can  qualifie  the  fame? 

Trot.   Why,  brother  HeBor, 
We  may  not  think  the  juftnefs  of  each  act 
Such  and  no  other  than  event  doth  form  it ; 
Nor  once  deject  the  courage  of  our  minds, 
Becaufe  Cajfandra's  mad  ;  her  brain-fick  raptures 
Cannot  diftafte  the  goodnefs  of  a  quarrel, 
Which  hath  our  feveral  honours  ali^ngag'd 
To  make  it  gracious.    For  my  private  part, 
I  am  no  more  touch'd  than  all  Priam's  fons, 
And  Jove  forbid  there  mould  be  done  amongft  us 
Such  things  as  might  offend  the  weakeft  fpleen, 
To  fight  for  and  maintain. 

Par.  Elfe  might  the  world  convince  of  levity 
As  well  my  undertakings,  as  your  counfels  : 
But  I  atteft  the  gods,  your  full  confent 
Gave  wings  to  my  propenfion,  and  cut  off 
All  fears  attending  on  (b  dire  a  project. 
For  what,  alas,  can  thefe  my  fingle  arms? 
What  propugnation  is  in  one  man's  valour, 
To  ftand  the  pufh  and  enmity  of  thofe 
This  quarrel  would  excite  ?  yet  I  proteft, 
Were  I  alone  to  pafs  the  difficulties, 
And  had  as  ample  power,  as  I  have  will, 
Paris  mould  ne'er  retradt  what  he  hath  done, 
Nor  faint  in  the  purfuit. 

Prt.  Paris,  you  fpeak 
Like  one  befbtted  on  your  fweet  delights ; 
You  have  the  honey  ftill,  but  thefe  the  gall, 
So  to  be  valiant  is  no  praife  at  all. 

Par.  Sir,  I  propofe  not  meerly  to  my  felf, 
The  pleafures  fuch  a  beauty  brings  with  it : 

Vol.  VI.  F 
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But  I  would  have  the  foil  of  her  fair  rape 
Wip'd  off  in  honourable  keeping  her. 
What  treafon  were  it  to  the  ranfack'd  queen, 
Difgrace  to  your  great  worths,  and  fhame  to  me, 
Now  to  deliver  her  pofTeflion  up, 
On  terms  of  bafe  compulfionf  can  it  be, 
That  fo  degenerate  a  ftrain  as  this 
Should  once  fet  footing  in  your  generous  bofoms  ? 
There's  not  the  meaneft  fpirit  on  our  party, 
Without  a  heart  to  dare,  or  fword  to  draw, 
When  Helen  is  defended :  none  fo  noble, 
Whofe  life  were  ill  beftow'd,  or  death  unfam'd, 
Where  Helen  is  the  fubjecl:.    Then,  I  fay, 
Well  may  we  fight  for  her,  whom  we  know  well 
The  world's  large  fpaces  cannot  parallel.  * 

HeB.  Paris  and  Tro'ilnsy  you  have  both  faid  well : 
And  on  the  caufe  and  cjueftion  now  in  hand 
Have  glofs'd,  but  fuperficially    not  much 
Unlike  young  men,  whom  1  graver  fages  think 
Unfit  to  hear  moral  philofophy. 
The  reafons  you  alledge,  do  more  conduce 
To  the  hot  paffion  of  diftemper'd  blood, 
Than  to  make  up  a  free  determination 
'Twixt  right  and  wrong :  for  pleafure  and  revenge 
Have  ears  more  deaf  than  adders  to  the  voice 
Of  any  true  decifion.    Nature  craves 
All  dues  be  render'd  to  their  owners y-  now 
What  nearer  debt  in  all  humanity, 
Than  wife  is  to  the  husband  ?  if  this  law 
Of  nature  be  corrupted  through  affection, 
And  that  great  minds,  of  partial  indulgence 
To  their  benummed  wills,  refift  the  fame ; 
There  is  a  law  in  each  weli-order'd  nation, 
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To  curb  thofe  raging  appetites  that  are 

Moll:  difobedient  and  refractory. 

If  Helen  then  be  wife  to  Spartds  king, 

(As  it  is  known  fhe  is)  thefe  moral  laws 

Of  nature,  and  of  nations,  /peak  aloud 

To  have  her  back  return'd.    Thus  to  perfift 

In  doing  wrong,  extenuates  not  wrong, 

But  makes  it  much  more  heavy.    HeBor's  opinion 

Is  this  in  way  of  truth ,  yet  ne'erthelefs, 

My  fpritely  brethen,  I  prop  end  to  you 

In  refolution  to  keep  Helen  ftill  ,• 

For  'tis  a  caufe  that  hath  no  mean  dependance, 

Upon  our  joint  and  feveral  dignities. 

Trot.  Why  there  you  touch'd  the  life  of  our  defigns: 
Were  it  not  glory  that  we  more  affected, 
Than  the  performance  of  our  heaving  Ipleens, 
I  would  not  wifh  a  drop  of  Trojan  blood 
Spent  more  in  her  defence.    But,  worthy  HeBor} 
She  is  a  theam  of  honour  and  renown, 
A  Ipur  to  valiant  and  magnanimous  deeds, 
Whofe  prefent  courage  may  beat  down  our  foes, 
And  fame,  in  time  to  come,  canonize  us. 
For  I  prefume,  brave  HeBor  would  not  lofe 
So  rich  advantage  of  a  promis'd  glory, 
As  fmiles  upon  the  forehead  of  this  action, 
For  the  wide  world's  revenue. 

Heel.  I  am  yours, 
You  valiant  ofT-fpring  of  great  Priamus, 
I  have  a  roifting  challenge  fent  amongft 
The  dull  and  factious  nobles  of  the  Greeks, 
Will  (hike  amazement  to  their  drowfie  fpirits. 
I  was  advertis'd,  their  great  general  flept, 

This  I  prefume  will  wake  him —  [Exeunt. 

F  z  SCENE 
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SCENE  V. 

The  Grecian  Camp* 

Enter  Therfites  folus. 
T  T  O  W  now,  Therfttes}  what,  loft  in  the  labyrinth  of  thy  fu- 
JLjL  ry?  fhall  the  elephant  Ajax  carry  it  thus?  he  beats  me, 
and  I  rail  at  him:  O  worthy  fatisfaction !  would  it  were  other- 
wife;  that  I  could  beat  him,  whilft  he  rail'd  at  me:  'sfoot,  I'll 
learn  to  conjure  and  raife  devils,  but  I'll  fee  fome  iffue  of  my  fpite- 
ful  execrations.  Then  there's  Achilles,  a  rare  engineer.  If 
Troy  be  not  taken  'till  thefe  two  undermine  it,  the  walls  will 
ftand  'till  they  fall  of  themfelves.  O  thou  great  thunder-darter 
of  Olympus ,  forget  that  thou  art  Jove  the  king  of  gods  ,•  and 
Mercury  lofe  all  the  ferpentine  craft  of  thy  Caduceus,  if  thou 
take  not  that  little,  little,  lefs  than  little  wit  from  them  that 
they  have  j  which  mort-arm'd  ignorance  it  felf  knows  is  Co  abun- 
dant fcarce,  it  will  not  in  circumvention  deliver  a  fly  from  a  fpi- 
der,  without  drawing  the  marTy  irons  and  cutting  the  web.  After 
this,  the  vengeance  on  the  whole  camp !  or  rather  the  bone-ach, 
for  that  methinks  is  the  curie  dependant  on  thofe  that  war  for 
a  placket.  I  have  faid  my  prayers,  and  devil  Envy  fay  Amen. 
What  ho !  my  lord  Achilles  / 

Enter  Patroclus 

Pair,  Who's  there?  Therfites  ?  Good  Therfites  come  in  and  rail. 

Ther.  If  I  could  have  remember'd  a  gilt  counter,  thou  could'ft 
not  have  flip'd  out  of  my  contemplation,  but  it  is  no  matter,  thy 
felf  upon  thy  felf!  The  common  curfe  of  mankind,  folly  and 
ignorance,  be  thine  in  great  revenue !  heaven  blefs  thee  from  a  tu- 
tor, and  difcipline  come  not  near  thee.  Let  thy  blood  be  thy 
direction  'till  thy  death,  then  if  me  that  lays  thee  out  fays  thou 

art 
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art  a  fair  coarfe,  I'll  be  fworn  and  fworn  upon't  (he  never  Crow- 
ded any  but  Lazars ;  Amen.    Where's  Achilles} 

Patr.  What,  art  thou  devout  ?  waft  thou  in  a  prayer  ? 

Ther.  Ay,  the  heav'ns  hear  me. 

Enter  Achilles. 

Achil.  Who's  there  ? 
Patr,  Therfites,  my  lord. 

Achil.  Where,  where  ?  art  thou  come  ?  why,  my  cheefe,  my 
digeftion  — why  haft  thou  not  ferved  thy  felf  up  to  my  table,  (b 
many  meals  ?  come,  what's  Agamemnon  ? 

Ther.  Thy  commander,  Achilles ;  then  tell  me,  Patroclus, 
what's  Achilles? 

Patr.  Thy  lord,  Therfites :  then  tell  me,  I  pray  thee,  what's 
thy  felf? 

Ther,  Thy  knower,  Patroclus :  then  tell  me  Patroclus,  what 
art  thou? 

.  Patr.  Thou  may'ft  tell,  that  know'ft. 
AchiL  Otell,  tell. 

Ther.  I'll  decline  the  whole  queftion.  Agamemnon  commands 
Achilles,  Achilles  is  my  lord,  I  am  Patroclus's  knower,  and  Patroclus 
is  a  fool. 

Patr.  You  rafcal  — 

Ther.  Peace,  fool,  I  have  not  done. 

Achil.  He  is  a  privileg'd  man.    Proceed,  Therfites. 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool,  Achilles  is  a  fool,  Therfites  is  a 
fool,  and,  as  aforefaid,  Patroclus  is  a  fool. 

Achil.  Derive  this  j  come. 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool  to  offer  to  command  Achilles, 
Achilles  is  a  fool  to  be  commanded  of  Agamemnon,  Therfites 
is  a  fool  to  ferve  fuch  a  fool,  and  Patroclus  is  a  fool  pofitive. 

Ptf/r.  Why  am  I  a  fool ! 

Ther.  Make  that  demand  to  thy  creator,  it  fuffices  me  thou  art. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Agamemnon,  UlyfTes,  Neftor,  Diomedes,  Ajax,  and 

Chalcas. 

Look  you,  who  comes  here?  

Achil.  Patroclus,  I'll  fpeak  with  no  body :  come  in  with  me, 
Therfites.  [Exit. 

Ther.  Here  is  fuch  patchery,  fuch  jugling,  and  fuch  knavery  : 
all  the  argument  is  a  cuckold  and  a  whore,  a  good  quarrel  to 
draw  emulous  factions,  and  bleed  to  death  upon :  now  the  dry 
Serpigo  on  the  fubject,  and  war  and  lechery  confound  all. 

Aga.  Where  is  Achilles  ? 

Patr.  Within  his  tent,  but  ill  difpos'd,  my  lord. 

Aga.  Let  it  be  known  to  him  that  we  are  here. 
He  fent  our  merTengers,  and  we  lay  by 
Our  appertainments,  vifiting  of  him : 
Let  him  be  told  Co,  left  perchance  he  think 
We  dare  not  move  the  queftion  of  our  place, 
Or  know  not  what  we  are. 

Patr.  I  mall  fo  fay  to  him.  [Exit. 

Ulyf.  We  faw  him  at  the  opening  of  his  tent, 
He  is  not  fick. 

Ajax.  Yes,  lion-fick,  fick  of  a  proud  heart :  you  may  call  it 
melancholy,  if  you  will  favour  the  man,  but  by  my  head  'tis 
pride  j  but  why,  why  I  —  let  him  {hew  us  the  caufe.  A  word, 
my  lord.  \X°  Agamemnon. 

Neft.  What  moves  Ajax  thus  to  bay  at  him  ?  . 

U/yf.  Achilles  hath  inveigled  his  fool  from  him. 

Neft.  Who,  Therfites? 

Ulyf.  He. 

Neft*  Then  will  Ajax  lack  matter,  if  he  have  loft  his  argument. 

U/yf. 
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Ulyf.  No,  you  fee  he  is  his  argument,  that  has  his  argument, 
Achilles. 

Nefl.  All  the  better,  their  fraction  is  more  our  wifh  than  their 
faction }  but  it  was  a  ftrong  counfel  that  a  fool  could  difunite. 

Ulyf.  The  amity  that  wifdom  knits  not,  folly  may  eafily 
untye. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Patroclus. 

Here  comes  Patroclus. 

Nefl.  No  Achilles  with  him  \ 

Ulyf  The  elephant  hath  joints,  but  none  for  courtefiej 
His  legs  are  for  neceflity,  not  k  flexure. 

Patr.  Ach  'dlts  bids  me  fay,  he  is  much  forry, 
If  any  thing  more  than  your  fport  and  pleafure, 
Did  move  your  greatnefs,  and  this  noble  ftate, 
To  call  on  him ;  he  hopes  it  is  no  other, 
But  for  your  health  and  your  digeftion-fake  ,• 
An  after-dinner's  breath. 

Aga.  Hear  you,  Patroclus ; 
We  are  too  well  acquainted  with  thefe  anrwers: 
But  his  evafion  wing'd  thus  fwift  with  fcorn, 
Cannot  oiitflie  our  apprehenfions. 
Much  attribute  he  hath,  and  much  the  reafbn 
Why  we  afcribe  it  to  him  ,•  yet  his  virtues 
(Not  virtuoufly  on  his  own  part  beheld) 
Do  in  our  eyes  begin  to  lofe  their  glofs ; 
And  like  fair  fruit  in  an  unwholfom  difli, 
Are  like  to  rot  untafted.  Go  and  tell  him, 
We  come  to  fpeak  with  him,  you  (hall  not  fin 
If  you  do  fay  we  think  him  over-proud, 
In  felf-aflumption  greater  than  in  note 

Of 
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Of  judgment :  fay,  men  worthier  than  himfelf 

Here  tend  the  favage  ftrangenefs  he  puts  on, 

Difguife  the  holy  ftrength  of  their  command, 

And  under-goe  in  an  obferving  kind 

His  humorous  predominance;  yea,  watch 

1  His  courfe  and  times,  his  ebbs  and  flows ;  as  if 

The  paffage  and  whole  carriage  of  this  action 

Rode  on  his  tide.    Go  tell  him  this,  and  add, 

That  if  he  over-hold  his  price  fo  much, 

We'll  none  of  him,-  but  let  him,  like  an  engine 

Not  portable,  lye  under  this  report. 

Bring  action  hither,  this  can't  go  to  war  : 

A  ftirring  dwarf  we  do  allowance  give, 

Before  a  fleeping  gyant;  tell  him  fb. 

Patr.  I  (hall,  and  bring  his  anfwer  prefently.  [Exit, 

Aga.  In  fecond  voice  we'll  not  be  fatisfied, 
We  come  to  fpeak  with  him.    Ulyffes,  enter.         [Exit  Ulyfles. 

Ajax.  What  is  he  more  than  another  ? 

Aga.  No  more  than  what  he  thinks  he  is. 

Ajax.  Is  he  fo  much  ?  do  you  not  think  he  thinks  himfelf  a 
better  man  than  I  am  ? 

Aga.  No  queftion. 

Ajax.  Will  you  fubfcribe  his  thought,  and  fay  he  is  ? 

Aga.  No,  noble  Ajaxy  you  are  as  ftrong,  as  valiant,  as  wife, 
no  lefs  noble,  much  more  gentle,  and  altogether  more  tractable. 

Ajax.  Why  mould  a  man  be  proud?  how  doth  pride  grow?  I 
know  not  what  it  is. 

Aga.  Your  mind  is  clearer,  Ajaxy  and  your  virtues  the  fairer  ; 
he  that  is  proud,  eats  up  himfelf.  Pride  is  his  own  glafs,  his  own 
trumpet,  his  own  chronicle,  and  whatever  praifes  it  felf  but  in  the 
deed,  devours  the  deed  in  the  praiie. 

SCENE 

'  His  fettijb  lines. 
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SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Ulyffes. 

Ajax.  I  do  hate  a  proud  man,  as  I  hate  the  engendring  of 
toads. 

Neft.  Yet  he  loves  himfelf :  is't  not  ftrange  ? 

Ulyf.  Achilles  will  not  to  the  field  to-morrow. 

Aga.  What's  his  excufe  ? 

Ulyf.  He  doth  rely  on  none,- 
But  carries  on  the  ftream  of  his  difpole, 
Without  obfervance  or  refpect  of  any, 
In  will  peculiar,  and  in  felf-admiflion, 

Aga.  Why  will  he  not,  upon  our  fair  requeft, 
Un-tent  his  perfon,  and  (hare  the  air  with  us  ? 

Ulyf.  Things  fmall  as  nothing,  for  requeft's  fake  only 
He  makes  important :  he's  pofTeft  with  greatnefs, 
And  fpeaks  not  to  himfelf,  but  with  a  pride 
That  quarrels  at  felf-breath.    Imagin'd  m  worth 
Holds  in  his  blood  fuch  fwoln  and  hot  difcourfe, 
That  'twixt  his  mental  and  his  active  parts, 
Kingdom'd  Achilles  in  commotion  rages, 
And  batters  n  down  himfelf,-  what  mould  I  fay  ? 
'  He  is  fo  plaguy  proud,  that  the  death-tokens  of  it 
Cry,  no  recovery. 

Aga.  Let  Ajax  go  to  him. 
Dear  lord,  go  you  and  greet  him  in  his  tent; 
JTis  (aid  he  holds  you  well,  and  will  be  led 
At  your  requefl  a  little  from  himfelf. 

Ulyf  Oy  Agamemnon,  let  it  not  be  Co. 
V/e'll  confecrate  the  fteps  that  Ajax  makes, 
When  they  go  from  Achilles.    Shall  the  proud  lord, 
That  baftes  his  arrogance  with  his  own  feam, 
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And  never  furTers  matters  of  the  world 

Enter  his  thoughts,  fave  fuch  as  do  revolve 

And  ruminate  himfelf?  fhall  he  be  worfliip'd, 

Of  that  we  hold  an  idol  more  than  he? 

No,  this  thrice  worthy  and  right  valiant  lord 

Mufl  not  fo  ftale  his  palm,  nobly  acquir'd, 

Nor  by  my  will  aiTubjugate  his  merit, 

(As  amply  titled,  as  Achilles  is,)  by  going  to  Achilles : 

That  were  to  Ward  his  °  pride,  already  fat, 

And  add  more  coals  to  Cancer,  when  he  burns 

With  entertaining  great  Hyperion. 

This  lord  go  to  him?  Jupiter  forbid, 

And  fay  in  thunder,  Achilles  go  to  him. 

Neft.  O  this  is  well,  he  rubs  the  vein  of  him. 

Dio.  And  how  his  lilence  drinks  up  this  applaule  I 

Ajax.  If  1  go  to  him  —  with  my  armed  fift 
I'll  pafh  him  o'er  the  face. 

Aga.  O  no,  you  mall  not  go. 

Ajax.  An  he  be  proud  with  me,  I'll  pheefe  his  pride ;  let  me 
go  to  him. 

Ulyf.  Not  for  the  worth  that  hangs  upon  our  quarrel. 

Ajax.  A  paultry  infolent  fellow  

Nefi.  How  he  defcribes  himfelf. 

Ajax.  Can  he  not  be  fociable  ? 

Ulyf.  The  raven  chides  blacknefs, 

Ajax.  I'll  let  his  humours  blood. 

Aga.  He'll  be  the  phyfician,  that  mould  be  the  patient. 

Ajax.  And  all  men  were  o'my  mind  

Ulyf.  Wit  would  be  out  of  famion. 

Ajax.  He  mould  not  bear  it  fo,  he  mould  eat  fwords  firft: 
mail  pride  carry  it? 

Nefi.  An  'twould,  you'd  carry  half. 
Ulyf.  He  would  have  ten  mares. 

Ajax. 

e  /ah  already,  pride. 
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Ajax.  I  will  knead  him,  I'll  make  him  fupple,  he's  not  yet 
through  warm. 

Nefi.  Force  him  with  praifes,-  pour  in,  pour  in ;  his  ambition 
is  dry. 

Ulyf.  My  lord,  you  feed  too  much  on  this  diflike. 
Nefi.  Our  noble  general,  do  not  do  Co. 

Dio.  You  muft  prepare  to  fight  without  Achilles. 
Ulyf.  Why,  'tis  this  naming  of  him  doth  him  harm. 
Here  is  a  man  —  but  'tis  before  his  face  — 
I  will  be  filent. 

Nefi.  Wherefore  mould  you  fo  ? 
He  is  not  emulous,  as  Achilles  is. 

Ulyf.  Know  the  whole  world,  he  is  as  valiant. 

Ajax.  A  whorfon  dog!  that  palters  thus  with  us— - 
Would  he  were  a  Trojan/ 

Nefi.  What  a  vice  were  it  in  Ajax  now  — 

Ulyf  If  he  were  proud. 

Dio.  Or  covetous  of  praife. 

Ulyf.  Ay,  or  furly  born. 

Dio.  Or  ftrange,  or  felf-affe&ed. 

Ulyf  Thank  the  heav'ns,  lord,  thou  art  of  fweet  compofure ; 
Praife  him  that  got  thee,  her  that  gave  thee  fuck : 
Fam'd  be  thy  tutor,  and  thy  parts  of  nature 
Thrice  fam'd  beyond,  beyond  all  erudition ; 
But  he  that  difciplin'd  thy  arms  to  fight, 
Let  Mars  divide  eternity  in  twain, 
And  give  him  half  -}  and  for  thy  vigor, 
Bull-bearing  Milo  his  addition  yields 
To  finewy  Ajax ;  I'll  not  praife  thy  wifdom, 
Which,  like  a  bourn,  a  pale,  a  more,  confines 
Thy  fpacious  and  dilated  parts.    Here's  Nejlor 
Inftrufted  by  the  Antiquary  times  -y 
He  muft,  he  is,  he  cannot  but  be  wife : 

G  z  But 
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But  pardon,  father  Neftor,  were  your  days 
As  green  as  Ajax,  and  your  brain  fo  tcmper'd, 
You  mould  not  have  the  eminence  of  him, 
But  be  as  Ajax. 

Ajax.  Shall  I  call  you  father  ? 

Ulyf.  Ay,  my  good  (on. 

Dio.  Be  rul'd  by  him,  lord  Ajax. 

U/y/.  There  is  no  tarrying  here ;  the  hart  Achilles 
Keeps  thicket  $  pleafe  it  our  great  general 
To  call  together  all  his  ftate  of  war; 
Frefh  kings  are  come  to  Troy    to-morrow,  friends, 
We  muft  with  all  our  main  of  pow'r  ftand  faft: 
And  here's  a  lord  (come  knights  from  eaft  to  weft, 
And  cull  their  flow'r,)  Ajax,  mall  cope  the  beft. 

Aga.  Go  we  to  council,  let  Achilles  fleep  ,• 
p  Light  boats  fail  fwift,  though  greater  hulks  draw  deep. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT  III.    SCENE  I. 

r  r  o  r. 

Enter  Pandarus,  and  a  Servant.       \_Mufick  whhin.] 

P  A  N  D  A  R  U  S. 

R  I  E  N  D I  you  I  pray  you  a  word :  do  not  you 
follow  the  young  lord  Paris? 

Ser.  Ay  Sir,  when  he  goes  before  me. 
Pan.  You  do  depend  upon  him,  I  mean  ? 
Ser.  Sir,  I  do  depend  upon  the  lord. 
Pan.  You  depend  upon  a  noble*  gentleman :  I 
muft  needs  praife  him. 

Ser. 

P  Light  boat}  may  fail  fwift,  the?  great  bulks  draw  deep. 
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Ser.  The  lord  be  praifcd. 

Pan.  You  know  me,  do  you  not  ? 

Ser.  Faith,  Sir,  fupcrficially. 

Pan.  Friend,  know  me  better,  I  am  the  lord  Pandarus. 

Ser.  I  hope  I  {hall  know  your  honour  better. 

Pan.  I  do  defire  it. 

Ser.  You  are  in  the  ftate  of  grace  ? 

Pan.  Grace?  not  fo,  friend:  honour  and  lordmip  are  my  titles  : 
What  mufick  is  this  ? 

Ser.  I  do  but  partly  know,  Sir  $  it  is  mufick  in  parts. 

Pan.  Know  you  the  muficians  ? 

Ser.  Wholly,  Sir. 

Pan.  Who  play  they  to  ? 

Ser.  To  the  hearers,  Sir. 

Pan.  At  whofe  pleafare,  friend  ? 

Ser.  At  mine,  Sir,  and  theirs  that  love  mufick. 

Pan.  Command,  I  mean,  friend. 

Ser.  Who  mall  I  command,  Sir  ? 

Pan.  Friend,  we  underftand  not  one  another :  I  am  too  courtly, 
and  thou  art  too  cunning.     At  whofe  requeft  do  thefe  men  play  ? 

Ser.  That's  to't  indeed,  Sir,-  marry,  Sir,  at  the  requeft  of 
Paris  my  lord,  who's  there  in  perfon  5  with  him  the  mortal  Ve- 
nus, the  heart-blood  of  beauty,  love's  invifible  foul. 

Pan.  Who,  my  coufin  CreJJlda  ? 

Ser.  No  Sir,  Helen ;  could  you  not  find  out  that  by  her  at- 
tributes ? 

Pan.  It  mould  feem,  fellow,  that  thou  haft  not  feen  the  lady 
CreJJida.  I  come  to  (peak  with  Paris  from  the  prince  Troilus :  I 
will  make  a  complemental  afTault  upon  him,  for  my  bufinefs  feethes. 

Ser.  Sodden  bufinefs !  there's  a  ftew'd  phrafe  indeed. 


SCENE 


54       Troilus  and  Cressida. 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Paris  and  Helen. 

Pan.  Fair  be  to  you,  my  lord,  and  to  all  this  fair  company : 
fair  defires  in  all  fair  meafure  fairly  guide  them,  efpecially  to  you, 
fair  Queen,  fair  thoughts  be  your  fair  pillow. 

Helen,  Dear  lord,  you  are  full  of  fair  words. 

Pan.  You  fpeak  your  fair  pleafure,  fweet  Queen :  fair  Prince, 
here  is  good  broken  mufick. 

Par.  You  have  broken  it,  coufin,  and  by  my  life  you  fhall 
make  it  whole  again,  you  fhall  piece  it  out  with  a  piece  of  your 
performance.    Nell,  he  is  full  of  harmony. 

Pan.  Truly,  lady,  no. 

Helen.  O,  Sir  

Pan.  Rude  in  footh,  in  good  footh  very  rude. 

Par.  Well  faid,  my  lord  -}  well,  you  fay  fo  in  fits. 

Pan.  I  have  bufinefs  to  my  lord,  dear  Queen  ,•  my  lord,  will 
you  vouch fafe  me  a  word  ? 

Helen.  Nay,  this  fhall  not  hedge  us  out,  we'll  hear  you  fing 
certainly. 

Pan.  Well,  fweet  Queen,  you  are  pleafant  with  me  ,•  but,  mar- 
ry thus,  my  lord,  my  dear  lord,  and  moft  efteemed  friend' 
your  brother  Troths  

Helen.  My  lord  Pandarm,  honey-fweet  lord. 

Pan.  Go  to,  fweet  Queen,  go  to  — 
Commends  himfelf  moft  affectionately  to  you. 

Helen.  You  fhall  not  bob  us  out  of  our  melody: 
If  you  do,  our  melancholy  upon  your  head. 

Pan.  Sweet  Queen,  fweet  Queen,  that's  a  fweet  Queen,  Pfaith  — 

Helen.  And  to  make  a  fweet  lady  fad,  is  a  fower  offence.  Nay, 
that  fhall  not  ferve  your  turn,  that  fhall  it  not  in  truth  la.  Nay, 
I  care  not  for  fuch  word?,  no,  no  

Pan. 
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Pan.  And,  my  lord,  he  defires  you,  that  if  the  King  call  for 
him  at  fupper,  you  will  make  his  excufe. 
Helen.  My  lord  Pandarus  

Pan.  What  fays  my  fweet  Queen,  my  very  very  fweet  Queen  ? 
Par.  What  exploit's  in  hand,  where  fups  he  to-night  ? 
Helen.  Nay,  but  my  lord. 

Pan.  What  fays  my  fweet  Queen  ?  my  coufin  will  fall  out  with 
you. 

Helen.  You  muft  not  know  where  he  fups. 
Par.  I'll  lay  my  life  with  my  difpofer  Crejfida. 
Pan.  No,  no,  no  fuch  matter,  you  are  wide  ;  come,  your  dif- 
pofer is  lick. 

Par.  Well,  I'll  make  excufe. 

Pan.  Ay,  good  my  lord;  why  fhould  you  fay  Crejfida?  no, 
your  poor  difpofer's  fick. 
Par.  I  fpy  — 

Pan.  You  Ipy,  what  do  you  fpy  \  come,  give  me  an  inftru- 
ment  now,  fweet  Queen. 

Helen.  Why  this  is  kindly  done. 

Pan.  My  neice  is  horribly  in  love  with  a  thing  you  have, 
fweet  Queen. 

Helen.  She  mall  have  it,  my  lord ,  if  it  be  not  my  lord  Paris. 
Pan.  He?  no,  fhe'll  none  of  him,  they  two  are  twain. 
Helen.  Falling  in  after  falling  out  may  make  them  three  I 
Pan.  Come,  come,  I'll  hear  no  more  of  this.    Til  ling  you  a 
fong  now. 

Helen.  Ay,  ay,  pr'ythee  now;  by  my  troth,  fweet  lord,  thou  haft 
a  fine  fore-head. 

Pan.  Ay,  you  may,  you  may  — 

Helen.  Let  thy  fong  be  love:  this  love  will  undo  us  all.  Oh, 
Cupidy  Cuptdy  Cupid. 

Pan.  Love !  ay,  that  it  mall,  i'faith. 

Par.  Ay  good  now,  love,  love,  nothing  but  love. 

Pan. 
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Pan.  In  good  troth  it  begins  fo. 

Love,  love,  nothing  but  love,  fiill  more: 

For  0,  love's  bow 

Shoots  buck  and  doe : 

The  [haft  confounds 

Not  that  it  wounds. 

But  tickles  fiill  the  fore : 

Thefe  lovers  cry,  oh  oh  they  dye : 

Tet,  that  which  feems  the  wound  to  kill, 
Doth  turn,  oh  oh,  to  ha  ha  he : 
So  dying  love  lives  fiill. 
0  ho  a  while,  but  ha  ha  ha 
0  ho  groans  out  for  ha  ha  ha— —hey  ho. 

Helen.  In  love  i'faith  to  the  very  tip  of  the  note! 

Par.  He  eats  nothing  but  doves,  love,  and  that  breeds  hot 
blood,  and  hot  blood  begets  hot  thoughts,  and  hot  thoughts  be- 
get hot  deeds,  and  hot  deeds  are  love. 

Pan.  Is  this  the  generation  of  love  ?  hot  blood,  hot  thoughts, 
and  hot  deeds  ?  why  they  are  vipers,  is  love  a  generation  of  vi- 
pers? Sweet  lord,  who's  afield  to-day? 

Par.  HeBor,  Deiphobus,  Helenas,  Anthenor,  and  all  the  gal- 
lantry of  Troy.  I  would  fain  have  arm'd  to-day,  but  my  Nell 
would  not  have  it  fo.    How  chance  my  brother  Troilus  went  not? 

Helen.  He  hangs  the  lip  at  fomethingj  you  know  all,  lord 
Pandarus. 

Pan.  Not  I,  honey  fweet  Queen :  I  long  to  hear  how  they 
fped  to-day.    You'll  remember  your  brother's  excufe? 
Par.  To  a  hair. 
Pan.  Farewel,  fweet  Queen. 
Helen.  Commend  me  to  your  neice. 

Pan.  I  will,  fweet  Queen.  [Exit.  Sound  a  Retreat. 

Par. 
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Par,  They're  come  from  field,-  let  us  to  Priam's  hall, 
To  greet  the  warriors.    Helen  I  rauft  woo  you 
To  help  unarm  our  HeBor:  his  ftubborn  buckles, 
With  thefe  your  white  enchanting  fingers  touchr, 
Shall  more  obey,  than  to  the  edge  of  fteel, 
Or  force  of  Greekijh  finews  :  you  fhall  do  more 
Than  all  the  ifland  Kings,  difarm  great  HeBor. 

Helen,  'Twill  make  us  proud  to  be  his  (ervant,  Pans: 
Yea,  what  he  (hall  receive  of  us  in  duty 
Gives  us  more  palm  in  beauty  than  we  have, 
Yea,  over-mines  our  (elf. 

Par.  Sweet,  above  thought  I  love  thee.  [Exeunt, 

1      1  - 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Pandarus,  and  Troilus's  Man. 

Pan.  TVTOW,  where's  thy  mafter  ?  at  my  coufin  Crefjida\  ? 
JL\I     Ser.  No  Sir,  he  (lays  you  to  conduct  him  thither. 

Enter  Troilus. 

Pan,  O,  here  he  comes ;  how  now,  how  now  ? 

Trot.  Sirrah,  walk  off. 

Pan.  Have  you  feen  my  coufin  ? 

Trot,  No,  Pandarus :  I  ftalk  about  her  door 
Like  a  ftrange  foul  upon  the  Stygian  banks 
Staying  for  waftage.    O  be  thou  my  Charon, 
And  give  me  fwift  tranlportance  to  thofe  fields, 
Where  I  may  wallow  in  the  lilly  beds 
Propos'd  for  the  deferver !    Gentle  Pandarus, 
From  Cupids  (boulder  pluck  his  painted  wings, 
And  fly  with  me  to  Crejjid, 

Pan.  Walk  here  i'th'  orchard,  I  will  bring  her  ftraight. 

[Exit  Pandarus, 
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Trot.  Pm  giddy  ,•  expectation  whirles  me  round 
Th'  imaginary  relifh  is  fo  fweet, 
That  it  enchants  my  fenfe;  what  will  ir  be 
When  that  the  watry  palates  tafte  indeed 
Love's  thrice  reputed  nectar  ?  death,  I  fear  me; 
Swooning  deft-ruction,  or  fome  joy  too  fine 
Too  fubtile,  potent,  and  too  {harp  in  fweetnefs> 
For  the  capacity  of  my  rude  powers  ; 
I  fear  it  much,  and  I  do  fear  befides 
That  I  mall  lofe  distinction  in  my  joys, 
As  doth  a  battel  when  they  charge  on  heaps 
The  flying  enemy. 

Re-enter  Pandarus. 

Pan.  She's  making  her  ready,  {he'll  come  ftraight  j  you  muft 
be  witty  now.  She  does  fo  blufh,  and  fetches  her  wind  fo  fhort, 
as  if  (he  were  fraid  with  a  fprite :  I'll  bring  her.  It  is  the  prettied 
villain,  me  fetches  her  breath  as  fhort  as  a  new-ta'en  fparrow. 

[Exit  Pandarus. 

Trot.  Ev'n  fuch  a  pafTion  doth  embrace  my  bofom : 
My  heart  beats  thicker  than  a  fev'rous  pulfe, 
And  all  my  pow'rs  do  their  beftowing  lofe, 
Like  vaflalage  at  unawares  encountring 
The  eye  of  majefty. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Pandarus  and  Creflida. 

Pan.  Come,  come ;  what  need  you  blufh  ?  Shame's  a  baby. 
Here  (he  is  now :  fwear  the  oaths  now  to  her,  that  you  have  fworn 
to  me.  What,  are  you  gone  again  ?  you  muft  be  watch'd  ere 
you  be  made  tame,  muft  you?  come  your  ways,  come  your 
ways,-  if  you  draw  backward  we'll  put  you  i'th'  files:  Why 
djo  yon  not  fjpeak  to  her,3  Come  draw  this  curtain,  and  let's 

fee 
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fee  your  picture.  Alas  the  day,  how  loth  you  are  to  offend  day- 
light ?  an  'twere  dark  you'd  clofe  fboner.  So,  10,  rub  on,  and 
kifs  the  miftrefs  ^  how  now,  a  kifs  in  fee-farm  >  build  there  car- 
penter, the  air  is  fweet.  Nay,  you  fhall  fight  your  hearts  out 
ere  I  part  you.  The  faulcon  has  the  tercel,  for  all  the  ducks  i'th* 
river:  go  to,  go  to. 

Trot.  You  have  bereft  me  of  alj,  words,  lady. 

Pan.  Words  pay  no  debts,  give  her  deeds :  but  fhe'll  bereave 
you  of  deeds  too,  if  {he  call  your  activity  in  queftion :  what, 
billing  again  ?  here's  in  witnefs  whereof  the  parties  interchange- 
ably—  come  in,  come  in,  I'll  gb  get  a  fire.  [Exit  Pan. 

Cre.  Will  you  walk  in,  my  lord  ? 

Trot.  O  CreJJida,  how  often  have  I  wimt  me  thus  ? 

Cre.  Wifht,  my  lord!  the  gods  grant  —  O,  my  lord. 

Trot.  What  mould  they  grant  ,•  what  makes  this  pretty  abrup- 
tion ?  what  too  curious  dreg  efpies  my  fweet  lady  in  the  fountain 
of  our  love? 

Ore.  More  dregs  than  water,  if  my  fears  have  eyes. 

Trot.  Fears  make  devils  of  cherubins,  they  never  fee  truly. 

Cre.  Blind  fear  which  feeing  reafon  leads,  finds  fafer  footing 
than  blind  reafon  ftumbling  without  fear.  To  fear  theworft,  oft 
cures  the  worfe. 

Troi.  O  let  my  lady  apprehend  no  fear,  in  all  Cupid's  pageant 
there  is  prefented  no  monfter. 

Cre.  Nor  nothing  monftrous  neither? 

Trot.  Nothing  but  our  undertakings,  when  we  vow  to  weep 
feas,  live  in  fire,  eat  rocks  tame  tygers  -}  thinking  it  harder  for 
our  miftrefs  to  devife  impofition  enough,  than  for  us  to  undergo 
any  difficulty  impofed.  This  is  the  monftrofity  in  love,  lady, 
that  the  will  is  infinite,  and  the  execution  confin'd ;  that  the  de- 
fire  is  boundlefs,  and  the  acl:  a  (lave  to  limit. 

Cre.  They  fay  ail  lovers  fwear  more  performance  than  they 
are  able,  and  yet  referve  an  ability  that  they  never  perform : 

H  2  vow- 
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vowing  more  than  the  perfection  of  ten;  and  difcharg ing  lefs 
than  the  tenth  part  of  one.  They  that  have  the  voice  of  lions, 
and  the  act  of  hares,  are  they  not  monfters  ? 

Troi.  Are  there  fuch  ?  fuch  are  not  we :  praife  us  as  we  are 
tafted,  allow  us  as  we  prove:  our  head  mall  go  bare,  'till  merit 
crown  it;  no  perfection  in  reverfion  (hall  have  a  praife  inprefent; 
w  e  will  not  name  defert  before  h^  birth,  and  being  born,  his  addition 
(hall  be  humble;  few  words  to  fair  faith.  Troilus  (hall  be  fuch  to 
Crejfida-y  as  what  envy  can  fay  woirft,  fhall  be  a  mock  for  his 
truth ;  and  what  truth  can  fpeak  trueft,  not  truer  than  Troilus, 

Cre.  Will  you  walk  in,  my  lord? 

S  C  E  N  E  V. 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Pan.  What,  bluming  ftill  ?  have  you  not  done  talking  yet  ? 

Cre.  Well,  uncle,  what  folly  I  commit,  I  dedicate  to  you. 

Pan.  I  thank  you  for  that ;  if  my  lord  get  a  boy  of  you,  you'll 
give  him  me;  be  true  to  my  lord  ;  if  he  flinch,  chide  me  for  it. 

Trot.  You  know  now  your  hoftages ;  your  uncle's  word  and 
my  firm  faith. 

Pan.  Nay,  I'll  give  my  word  for  her  too;  our  kindred,  though 
they  be  long  ere  they  are  woo'd,  they  are  conftant  being  won  : 
they  are  burrs,  I  can  tell  you,  they'll  ftick  where  they  are  thrown. 

Cre.  Boldnefs  comes  to  me  now,  and  brings  me  heart : 
Prince  Trotlusy  I  have  lov'd  you  night  and  day, 
For  many  weary  months. 

Trot.  Why  was  my  Crejfid  then  fo  hard  to  win  3 

Cre.  Hard  to  feem  won :  but  I  was  won,  my  lord, 

With  the  firft  glance  that  ever  pardon  me  — 

If  I  confefs  much,  you  will  play  the  tyrant  : 
1  love  you  now,  but  not  till  now,  fo  much 
But  I  might  matter  it--—  in  faith  I  lie  — 

My 
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My  thoughts  were  like  unbridled  children,  grown 

Too  head-ftrong  for  their  mother ;  fee  we  fools, 

Why  have  I  blabb'd  ?  who  mail  be  true  to  us 

When  we  are  fo  unfecret  to  our  (elves? 

But  though  I  lov'd  you  well,  I  woo'd  you  not, 

And  yet  good  faith  I  wifht  my  felf  a  man : 

Or  that  the  women  had  mens  privilege 

Of  fpeaking  firft.    Sweet,  bid  me  hold  my  tongue, 

For  in  this  rapture  I  (hall  furely  (peak 

The  thing  I  (hall  repent,-  (ee,  q  fee,  your  (ilence 

(Cunning  in  dumbnefs)  from  my  weaknefs  draws 

My  very  foul  of  counfel.    Stop  my  mouth. 

Trot.  And  (hall,  albeit  fweet  mufick  iffues  thence.  \_KiJJing. 

Pan.  Pretty,  i'faith. 

Cre.  My  lord,  I  do  befeech  you  pardon  me  ,• 
'Twas  not  my  purpofe  thus  to  beg  a  ki(s  : 
I  am  alham'd;  — O  heav'ns,  what  have  I  done!  — 
For  this  time  will  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 

Trot.  Your  leave,  fweet  CreJJid^ 

Pan.  Leave!  an  you  take  leave  'till  to-morrow-morning- — 

Cre.  Pray  you,  content  you. 

Trot.  What  offends  you,  lady? 

Cre.  Sir,  mine  own  company. 

Trot.  You  cannot  fhun  your  felf. 

Cre.  Let  me  go  try : 
I  have  a  kind  of  felf  refides  with  you: 
But  an  unkind  felf,  that  it  felf  will  leave, 
To  be  another's  fool.    Where  is  my  wit  ? 
I  would  be  gone :  I  fpeak  I  know  not  what. 

Trot.  Well  know  they  what  they  fpeak,  that  fpeak  fo  wifely. 

Cre, 

1  your  filence 

Coming  in  dumbnefs,  from  my  iveaknefs  draws  . 
My  foul  of  counfel  from  me.  
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Cre.  Perchance,  my  lord,  I  mew  more  craft  than  love, 
And  fell  fo  roundly  to  a  large  confeflion, 
To  angle  for  your  thoughts  :  but  you  are  wife, 
Or  elfe  you  love  not :  To  be  wife  and  love, 
Exceeds  man's  might,  and  dwells  with  gods  above. 

Trot.  O  that  I  thought  it  could  be  in  a  woman ; 
(As  if  it  can,  I  will  prefume  in  you,) 
To  feed  for  ay  her  lamp  and  flames  of  love, 
To  keep  her  conftancy  in  plight  and  youth, 
Out-living  beauties  outward,  with  a  mind 
That  doth  renew  fwifter  than  blood  decays. 
Oh  that  perfwafion  could  but  thus  convince  me, 
That  my  integrity  and  truth  to  you 
Might  be  affronted  with  the  match  and  weight 
Of  Inch  a  winnow'd  purity  in  love : 
How  were  I  then  up-lifted !  but  alas, 
I  am  as  true  as  truth's  fimplicity, 
And  ilmpler  than  the  infancy  of  truth. 

Cre.  In  that  I'll  war  with  you. 

Trot.  O  virtuous  fight ! 
c  True  fwains  in  love  fhall  in  the  world  to  come 
e  Approve  their  truths  by  Troilus  -f  when  their  rhimes, 

*  Full  of  proteft,  of  oath,  and  big  compare, 

*  Want  (imilies:  truth  tired  with  iteration, 

«  As  true  as  fteel,  as  1  planets  to  the  moon, 

c  As  fun  to  day,  as  turtle  to  her  mate, 

'  As  ir'on  to  adamant,  as  earth  to  th'  center: 

£  Yet  after  all  comparifons  of  truth, 

(  (As  truth's  authentick  author  to  be  cited) 

c  As  true  as  Troilus  (hall  crown  up  the  verfe 

*  And  fanctifie  the  numbers. 
Cre.  Prophet  may  you  be! 

<  If  I  be  falfe,  or  fwerve  a  hair  from  truth, 

1  When 

*  plant  ag. 
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c  When  time  is  old  and  hath  forgot  it  felf, 

c  When  water-drops  have  worn  the  ftones  of  Troy, 

c  And  blind  oblivion  fwallow'd  cities  up, 

c  And  mighty  ftates  characterlefs  are  grated 

'  To  dufty  nothing  ;  yet  let  memory, 

'  From  falfe  to  falfe,  among  falfe  maids  in  love, 

c  Upbraid  my  falfehood  ,*  when  they've  faid  as  falfe 

*  As  air,  as  water,  wind,  as  fandy  earth ; 

c  As  fox  to  lamb,  as  wolf  to  heife/s  calf ; 

(  Pard  to  the  hind,  or  ftep-dame  to  her  (on; 

1  Yea  let  them  fay,  to  ftick  the  heart  of  falfehood, 

€  As  falfe  as  Crejjld.  — 

Pan.  Go  to,  a  bargain  made:  feal  it,  feal  it,  I'll  be  the  wit- 
nefs.  Here  I  hold  your  hand  ,•  here  my  coufin's ;  if  ever  you 
prove  falfe  to  one  another,  fince  I  have  taken  fuch  pains  to  brino- 
you  together,  let  all  pitiful  goers-between  be  call'd  to  the  world's 
end  after  my  name:  call  them  all  Pandars;  let  all  conftant  men 
be  Troilus's,  all  falfe  women  Creffida's,  and  all  brokers  between 
Pandars :  fay  Amen. 

Trot.  Amen. 

■ 

Cre.  Amen. 

Pan.  Amen:  Whereupon  I  will  (hew  you  a  chamber,  which 
bed,  becaufe  it  (hall  not  fpeak  of  your  pretty  encounters,  prefs  it 
to  death:  away. 

And  Cupid  grant  all  tongue-ty'd  maidens  here, 

Bed,  chamber,  Pandar,  to  provide  this  geer.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE 


64 


Troilus  and  Cressida. 


SCENE  VI. 

The  Grecian  Camp. 

Enter  Agamemnon,  Ulyffes,  Diomedes,  Neftor,  Menelaus, 

and  Calchas. 

Cal.  \T  O  W,  Princes,  for  the  fervice  I  have  done  you, 
-L\l    Th'  advantage  of  the  time  prompts  me  aloud 
To  call  for  recompence  :  appear  it  to  you 
That,  through  the  fight  I  bear  in  things  to  come, 
I  have  abandon'd  Troy,  left  my  poffefTion, 
Incurr'd  a  traitor's  name,  expos'd  my  felf, 
From  certain  and  poflefl:  conveniencies, 
To  doubtful  fortunes    fequeftred  from  all 
That  time,  acquaintance,  cuftom,  and  condition, 
Made  tame  and  mod  familiar  to  my  nature. 
And  here  to  do  you  fervice  am  become 
As  new  into  the  world,  ftrange,  unacquainted. 
I  do  befeech  you,  as  in  way  of.tafte, 
To  give  me  now  a  little  benefit, 

Out  of  thofe  many  regiftred  in  promife, 

Which  you  fay  live  to  come  in  my  behalf. 

Aga.  What  wouldft  thou  of  us,  Trojan}  make  demand. 
Cal.  You  have  a  Trojan  prifoner,  call'd  Antenor, 

Yefterday  took  :  Troy  holds  him  very  dear. 

Oft  have  you  (often  have  you  thanks  therefore) 

Defir'd  my  Creffid  in  right  great  exchange, 

Whom  Troy  hath  ftill  deny'd:  but  this  Antenor, 

I  know,  is  fuch  a  wreft  in  their  affairs, 

That  their  negociations  all  rauft  flack, 

Wanting  this  manage  -y  and  they  will  almofl 

Give  us  a  prince  o'  th'  blood,  a  fon  of  Priam, 
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In  change  of  him.    Let  him  be  fent,  great  princes, 
And  he  fhall  buy  my  daughter :  and  her  prefence 
Shall  quite  ftrike  off  all  fervice  I  have  done, 
In  moft  accepted  pain. 

Aga,  Let  Diomedes  bear  him, 
And  bring  us  CreJJld  hither :  Calchas  fhall  have 
What  he  requefts  of  us.   Good  Diomedey 
Furnifh  you  fairly  for  this  enterchange,- 
Withall,  bring  word  if  HeBor  will  to-morrow 
Be  anfwer'd  in  his  challenge.    Ajax  is  ready. 

Dio.  This  mall  I  undertake,  and  'tis  a  burthen 
Which  I  am  proud  to  bear.  [Exit. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus,  in  their  tent. 

Ulyf.  Achilles  (lands  i'th'  entrance  of  his  tent  ,• 
Pleafe  it  our  general  to  pafs  ftrangely  by  him, 
As  if  he  were  forgot ;  and  princes  all, 
Lay  negligent  and  loofe  regard  upon  him  : 
I  will  come  laft,  'tis  like  he'll  queftion  me, 
Why  fuch  unplaufive  eyes  are  bent  on  him  ? 
If  fo,  I  have  decifion  medicinable 
To  ufe  between  our  ftrangenefs  and  his  pride, 
Which  his  own  will  fhall  have  defire  to  drink. 
It  may  do  good :  Pride  hath  no  other  glafs 
To  (hew  it  felf,  but  pride;  for  fupple  knees 
Feed  arrogance,  and  are  the  proud  man's  fees. 

Aga.  We'll  execute  your  purpofe,  and  put  on 
A  form  of  ftrangenefs  as  we  pafs  along ; 
So  do  each  lord,  and  either  greet  him  not, 
Or  elfe  difdainfully,  which  fhall  fhake  him  more 
Than  if  not  look'd  on.    I  will  lead  the  way. 

Vol.  VI.  I  Achil 
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Achil.  What,  comes  the  general  to  fpeak  with  me  ? 
You  know  my  mind.    HI  fight  no  more  'gain ft  Troy. 
Aga.  What  fays  Achilles}  would  he  ought  with  us? 
Neft.  Would  you,  my  lord,  ought  with  the  general  ? 

Achil.  No. 

Nefi.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Aga.  The  better. 

Achil.  Good  day,  good  day. 

Men.  How  do  you  ?  how  do  you  ? 

Ach'd.  What,  does  the  cuckold  fcorn  me  ? 

Ajax.  How  now,  Patroclus} 

Ach'tl.  Good  morrow,  Ajax. 

Ajax.  Ha? 

Achil.  Good  morrow. 

Ajax.  Ay,  and  good  next  day  too.  [Exeunt* 

Achil.  What  mean  thefe  fellows  ?  know  they  not  Achilles  ? 

Patr.  They  pafs  by  ftrangely :  they  were  us'd  to  bend, 
To  fend  their  fmiles  before  them  to  Achilles, 
To  come  as  humbly  as  they  us'd  to  creep 
To  holy  altars. 

Achil.  What,  am  I  poor  of  late? 
c  'Tis  certain,  Greatnefs  once  fali'n  out  with  fortune 
1  Muft  fall  out  with  men  too:  what  the  declin'd  is, 
'  He  (hall  as  foon  read  in  the  eyes  of  others, 
'  As  feel  in  his  own  fall :  for  men,  like  butter-flies, 
c  Shew  not  their  mealy  wings  but  to  the  fummer; 
'  And  not  a  man,  for  being  (imply  man, 
c  Hath  honour,  but  is  honour'd  by  thofe  honours 
c  That  are  without  him  •  as  place,  riches,  favour, 
1  Prizes  of  accident  as  oft  as  merit : 
1  Which  when  they  fall  (as  being  flipp'ry  (landers) 
'  The  love  that  lean'd  on  them,  as  flipp'ry  too, 
1  Doth  one  pluck  down  another,  and  together 

Dye 
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Dye  in  the  fall.    But  'tis  not  Co  with  me  : 
Fortune  and  I  are  friends,  I  do  enjoy 
At  ample  point  all  that  I  did  poflefs, 
Save  thefe  men's  looks,  who  do  methinks  find  out 
Something  in  me  not  worth  that  rich  beholding 
As  they  have  often  giv'n.    Here  is  Ulyjfes. 
I'll  interrupt  his  reading. — Now  UlyJJes? 
Ulyf.  Now,  Thetis'  fon ! 
Achil.  What  are  you  reading? 
Ulyf.  A  ftrange  fellow  here 
Writes  me,  that  Man,  how  dearly  ever  parted, 
How  much  in  having  or  without,  or  in, 
Cannot  make  boaft  to  have  that  which  he  hath, 
Nor  feels  not  what  he  owes,  but  by  reflection  ; 
As  when  his  virtues  mining  upon  others 
Heat  them,  and  they  retort  that  heat  again 
To  the  firft  giver. 

Achil.  This  is  not  ftrange,  UlyJJes. 
The  beauty  that  is  born  here  in  the  face 
The  bearer  knows  not,  but  commends  it  felf 
f  To  others  eyes :  nor  doth  the  eye  it  felf 
f  (That  mod  pure  fpirit  of  fenfe)  behold  it  felf 
Not  going  from  it  felf,  but  eyes  oppos'd 
Salute  each  other  with  each  others  form. 
For  fpeculation  turns  not  to  it  felf, 
'Till  it  hath  travell'd,  and  is  marry'd  there 
Where  it  may  fee  its  felf  -y  this  is  not  ftrange. 

Ulyf.  I  do  not  ftrain  at  the  pofition, 
It  is  familiar ;  but  the  author's  drift ; 
Who  in  his  circumftance  exprefly  proves 
That  no  man  is  the  lord  of  any  thing, 
(Tho'  in  and  of  him  there  is  much  confiding) 
'Till  he  communicate  his  parts  to  others: 

I  i 

■f  thefe  two  lines  are  totally  omitted  in  all  the  editions  but  the  firft  quarto. 
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Nor  doth  he  of  himfelf  know  them  for  ought, 

'Till  he  behold  them  formed  in  th'  applaufe 

Where  they're  extended  -}  which  like  an  arch  reverb'rates 

The  voice  again,  or  like  a  gate  of  fteel 

Fronting  the  fun,  receives  and  renders  back 

His  figure  and  his  heat.    I  was  much  rapt  in  this, 

And  apprehended  here  immediately 

The  unknown  Ajax  

Heav'ns!  what  a  man  is  there?  a  very  horfe, 
*  He  knows  not  his  own  nature :  What  things  are 
Moft  abject  in  regard,  and  dear  in  ufe  ? 
What  things  again  moft  dear  in  the  efteem, 
And  poor  in  worth  ?  now  (hall  we  fee  to-morrow 
An  ad  that  very  chance  doth  throw  upon  him: 
Ajax  renown'd!  O  heav'ns,  what  (bme  men  do, 
While  fome  men  leave  to  do! 
How  fome  men  creep  in  skittim  fortune's  hall, 
While  others  play  the  ideots  in  her  eyes: 
How  one  man  eats  into  another's  pride, 
While  pride  is  feafting  in  his  wantonnefs ! 
To  fee  thefe  Grecian  lords!  why  ev'n  already 
They  clap  the  lubber  Ajax  on  the  fhoulder, 
As  if  his  foot  were  on  brave  Heflor's  breaft, 
And  great  Troy  fhrinking. 

Achil.  This  I  do  believe, 
They  pafs'd  by  me,  as  mifers  do  by  beggars, 
Neither  gave  to  me  good  word,  nor  good  look: 
What,  are  my  deeds  forgot  ? 

'  Ulyf.  Time  hath,  my  lord,  a  wallet  at  his  back, 
1  Wherein  he  puts  alms  for  oblivion : 
c  (A  great-fiz'd  monfter  of  ingratitudes) 
c  Thofe  fcraps  are  good  deeds  pad,  which  are  devour'd 
'  As  faft  as  they  are  made,  forgot  as  foon 


«  'that  has  he  knows  not  what  nature,  what  things  are,  Sec, 
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1  As  done:  perfeverance  keeps  honour  bright: 

'  To  have  done,  is  to  hang  quite  out  of  falhion, 

c  Like  rufty  Mail  in  monumental  mockery. 

For  honour  travels  in  a  ftreight  Co  narrow, 

Where  one  but  goes  abreaft,-  keep  then  the  path. 

For  Emulation  hath  a  thoufand  fons, 

That  one  by  one  purfue  ,•  if  you  give  way 

Or  turn  afide  from  the  direct  forth-right, 

Like  to  an  entred  tide  they  all  rum  by, 

And  leave  you  hindermoft;  and  there  you  lye 

Like  to  a  gallant  horfe  fall'n  in  firft  rank, 

For  pavement  to  the  abject,  near  o'er-run 

And  trampled  on:  Then  what  they  do  in  prefent, 

Tho5  lefs  than  yours  in  pad:,  mud  o'er-top  yours. 

'  For  time  is  like  a  famionable  hoft, 

*  That  flightly  makes  his  parting  gueft  by  th'  hand ; 

c  But  with  his  arms  out-ftretch'd,  as  he  would  fly, 

'  Gralps  in  the  comer,-  Welcome  ever  fmiles, 

1  And  Farewel  goes  out  fighing.    O  let  not  virtue  feek 

Remuneration  for  the  thing  it  was,- 

For  beauty,  wit,  high  birth,  defert  in  fervice, 

Love,  friendfhip,  charity,  are  fubjects  all 

To  envious  and  calumniating  time. 

One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  kin  ,• 

That  all  with  one  confent  praife  new-born  gauds, 

Tho'  they  are  made  and  moulded  of  things  paft,-  * 

The  prefent  eye  praifes  the  prefent  object. 

Then  marvel  not,  thou  great  and  compleat  man, 

That  all  the  Greeks  begin  to  worinip  Ajax  y 

Since  things  in  motion  (boner  catch  the  eye, 

Than 

*— -things  paft 
And  go  to  daft  that  is  a  little  gilt, 
More  laud  than  gilt  o'er-duited: 
The  preieiK  eye,  &c. 
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Than  what  not  ftirs.  The  cry  1  went  once  for  thee, 

And  dill  it  might,  and  yet  it  may  again, 

If  thou  would'ft  not  entomb  thy  felf  alive, 

And  cafe  thy  reputation  in  thy  tent 

Whofe  glorious  deeds  but  in  thefe  fields  of  late 

Made  emulous  millions  'mongft  the  gods  themfelves, 

And  drave  great  Mars  to  faction. 

Achd.  Of  my  privacy 
I  have  ftrong  reafons. 

Ulyf.  'Gainft  your  privacy 
The  reafons  are  more  potent  and  heroical. 
'Tis  known,  Achillesy  that  you  are  in  love 
With  one  of  Priam's  daughters. 

Ach'iL  Ha!  known! 

Ulyf.  Is  that  a  wonder  ? 
The  providence  that's  in  a  watchful  (late, 
Knows  almoft  ev'ry  grain  of  Pluto's  gold; 
Finds  bottom  in  th'  uncomprehenfive  deep,- 
Keeps  place  with  thought    and  almoft  like  the  gods 
Does  ev'n  our  thoughts  unveil  in  their  dumb  cradles: 
There  is  a  myftery  (with  which  relation 
Durft  never  meddle)  in  the  foul  of  ftate  ,- 
Which  hath  an  operation  more  divine, 
Than  breath  of  pen  can  give  expreffure  to. 
All  the  commerce  that  you  have  had  with  Troy 
As  perfectly  is  ours,  as  yours,  my  lord. 
And  better  would  it  fit  Achilles  much, 
To  throw  down  HeBor,  than  Polyxena. 
But  it  muft  grieve  young  Pyrrhus  now  at  home, 
When  fame  fliall  in  his  ifland  found  her  trump,- 
And  all  the  Greek'tfh  girls  fhall  tripping  fing, 
Great  HtBor's  fifter  did  Achilles  win ; 
But  our  great  Ajax  bravely  beat  down  13  Heel  or. 


1  went  cut  on  thee. 
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Farewel,  my  lord  —  I,  as  your  lover,  (peak,- 
The  fool  Aides  o'er  the  iee  that  you  fhould  break. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Patr.  To  this  effect,  Achilles,  have  I  mov'd  you ; 
A  woman,  impudent  and  mannifh  grown, 
Is  not  more  loath'd  than  an  effeminate  m  an 
In  time  of  act.    I  ftand  condemn'd  for  this  ,• 
They  think  my  little  ftomach  to  the  war, 
And  your  great  love  to  me,  refbrains  you  thus: 
c  Oh  roufe  your  felf,-  and  the  weak  wanton  Cupid 
c  Shall  from  your  neck  unloofe  his  am'rous  fold, 
1  And  like  a  dew-drop  from  the  lion's  mane, 
'  Be  fhook  to  air. 

Ach'il.  Shall  Ajax  fight  with  Heclor  /  

Patr.  Ay,  and  perhaps  receive  much  honour  by  him. 
Ach'il.  I  fee  my  reputation  is  at  (lake, 
My  fame  is  fhrewdly  gor'd. 

Patr.  O  then  beware  : 
Thofe  wounds  heal  ill  that  men  do  give  themfelves: 
Omiffion  to  do  what  is  neceffary 
Seals  a  commiffion  to  a  blank  of  danger  • 
And  danger,  like  an  ague,  fubtly  taints 
Even  then  when  we  fit  idly  in  the  fun. 

Ach  'iL  Go  call  Therfites  hither,  fweet  Patrochts : 
I'll  fend  the  fool  to  Ajax,  and  defire  him 
T'invite  the  Trojan  lords,  after  the  combat, 
To  fee  us  here  :  I  have  a  woman's  longing, 
An  appetite  that  I  am  fick  withal, 
To  fee  great  HeBor  in  the  weeds  of  peace, 
To  talk  with  him,  and  to  behold  his  vifage, 
Ev'n  to  my  full  of  view.  A  labour  fav'd ! 

SCENE 
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[Exit. 
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SCENE.  IX. 

Enter  Therfites. 

Ther.  A  wonder! 
AchiL  What? 

Ther,  Ajax  goes  up  and  down  the  field,  asking  for  himfelf. 

AchiL  How  fo  ? 

Ther.  He  muft  fight  fingly  to-morrow  with  Heclor,  and  is  (b 
prophetically  proud  of  an  heroical  cudgelling,  that  he  raves  in 
faying  nothing. 

Ach'tl.  How  can  that  be? 

Ther.  Why,  he  ftalks  up  and  down  like  a  peacock,  a  ftride 
and  a  ftand  ■>  ruminates  like  an  hoftefs  that  hath  no  arithmetick 
but  her  brain,  to  fet  down  her  reckoning;  bites  his  lip  with  a  po- 
litick regard,  as  who  mould  fay,  there  were  wit  in  his  head,  if 
'twou'd  out  j  and  fo  there  is,  but  it  lies  as  coldly  in  him  as  fire  in 
a  flint,  which  will  not  fhew  without  knocking.  The  man's  un- 
done for  ever :  for  if  He&or  break  not  his  neck  i'th'  combat, 
he'll  break't  himfelf  in  vain-glory.  He  knows  not  me:  I  faid, 
good  morrow  Ajax.  And  he-  replies,  thanks  Agamemnon. 
What  think  you  of  this  man,  that  takes  me  for  the  general  ?  he's 
grown  a  very  land-fifh,  language-lefs,  a  monfter.  A  plague 
of  opinion,  a  man  may  wear  it  on  both  fides,  like  a  leather  jer- 
kin. 

AchiL  Thou  muft  be  my  ambalTador  to  him,  Therfites. 

Ther.  Who  I?  why  he'll  anfwer  no  body;  he  profeffes  not 

anfweringj  fpeaking  is  for  beggars ;  he  wears  his  tongue  in's 
arms.  I  will  put  on  his  prefence;  let  Patroclm  make  his  demands 
to  me,  you  fhall  fee  the  pageant  of  Ajax. 

AchiL  To  him,  Patroclm  —  tell  him,  I  humbly  defirethe  va- 
liant Ajax  j  to  invite  the  mod  valorous  Heclor  to  come  unarm'd 
to  my  tent,  and  to  procure  fafe  conduct  for  his  perfon  of  the 
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magnanimous  and  mod  illuftrious,  fix  or  feven  times  honour'd 
captain,  general  of  the  Grecian  army,  Agamemnon,  &c%  Do  this. 

Patr.  Jove  blefs  great  Ajax. 

Tiber.  Hum  

Patr.  I  come  from  the  worthy  Achilles. 
Tier.  Ha! 

Patr.  Who  mod  humbly  Jefires  you  to  invite  HeBor  to  his 
tent. 

Ther.  Hum  — 

Patr.  And  to  procure  fafe  conduct  from  Agamemnon, 

Ther.  Agamemnon  I  

Patr.  Ay,  my  lord. 
Ther.  Ha/ 

Patr.  What  fay  you  to't  ? 

Ther.  God  be  wi'you,  with  all  my  heart. 

Patr.  Your  anfwer,  Sir. 

Ther.  If  to-morrow  be  a  fair  day,  by  eleven  a  clock  it  will  go 
one  way  or  other    howfbever,  he  {hall  pay  for  me  ere  he  has  me. 

Patr.  Your  anfwer,  Sir. 

Ther.  Fare  ye  well  with  all  my  heart. 

Ach'tl.  Why,  but  he  is  not  in  this  tune,  is  he  ? 

Ther.  No,  but  he's  out  a  tune  thus.;  what  mufick  will  be  in 
him,  when  HeBor  has  knock'd  out  his  brains,  I  know  not.  But 
I  am  fure  none  ,•  unlefs  the  fidler  Apollo  get  his  finews  to  make 
Catlings  on. 

Ach'tl.  Come,  thou  malt  bear  a  letter  to  him  ftraight. 

Ther.  Let  me  carry  another  to  his  horfe ;  for  that's  the  more 
capable  creature. 

Ach'tl.  My  mind  is  troubled  like  a  fountain  ftirr'd, 
And  I  my  felf  fee  not  the  bottom  of  it.  [Exit. 

Ther.  Would  the  fountain  of  your  mind  were  clear  again,  that 
I  might  water  an  afs  at  it  $  I  had  rather  be  a  tick  in  a  fheep,  than 
fuch  a  valiant  ignorance.  [Exeunt. 

Vol  VI.  K  ACT 
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ACT    IV.    SCENE  I. 

TROT. 

Enter  at  one  door  /Eneas  with  a  torch;  at  another ,  Paris, 
Deiphobus,  Anterior,  and  Diomede  with  torches* 

Paris. 
E  E  ho,  who  is  that  there  ? 
Dei.  It  is  the  lord  JEneas. 
JEne.  Is  the  prince  there  in  perfon  ? 
Had  I  fo  good  occafion  to  lie  long, 
As  you,  prince  Paris,  nought  hut  heav'nly  bufi- 
nefs 

Should  rob  my  bed-mate  of  my  company. 

Dio.  That's  my  mind  too :  good-morrow,  lord  JEneas. 

Par.  A  valiant  Greek,  Mneas,  take  his  hand  -} 
Witnefs  the  procefs  of  your  fpeech,  wherein 
You  told,  how  Diomede  a  whole  week,  by  days 
Did  haunt  you  in  the  field. 

JEne.  Health  to  you,  valiant  Sir, 
During  all  queftion  of  the  gentle  truce: 
But  when  I  meet  you  arm'd,  as  black  defiance 
As  heart  can  think,  or  courage  execute. 

Dio.  The  one  and  th'other  Diomede  embraces. 
Our  bloods  are  now  in  calm,  and  fo  long,  health  $ 
But  when  contention  and  occafion  meet, 
By  Jove  I'll  play  the  hunter  for  thy  life, 
With  all  my  force,  purfuit  and  policy. 

JEne.  And  thou  fhalt  hunt  a  lion  that  will  flie  . 
With  his  face  back  in  human  gentlenefs  : 

Welcome 
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Welcome  to  Troy —  now  by  Anchife?  life, 
Welcome  indeed  —  by  Venu?  hand  I  fwear, 
No  man  alive  can  love  in  fuch  a  fort, 
The  thing  he  means  to  kill,  more  excellently. 

Die*  We  fympathize.    Jove,  let  JEneas  live 
(If  to  my  fword  his  fate  be  not  the  glory) 
A  thoufand  compleat  courfes  of  the  fun  : 
But  in  mine  emulous  honour  let  him  die, 
With  every  joint  a  wound,  and  that  to-morrow. 

Mne.  We  know  each  other  well. 

Dto.  We  do  j  and  long  to  know  each  other  worfe. 

Patr.  This  is  the  raoft  defpightful,  gentle  greeting  ,• 
The  nobleft,  hateful  love,  that  e'er  I  heard  of. 
What  bufinefs,  lord,  fo  early  ? 

JKne .  I  was  fent  for  to  the  king ;  but  why,  I  know  not. 

Par.  His  purpofe  meets  you;  'twas,  to  bring  this  Greek 
To  Calchas'  houfe,  and  there  to  render  him 
(For  the  enfree'd  Anterior)  the  fair  Crejfid. 
Let's  have  your  company    or,  if  you  pleafe, 
Hafte  there  before.    I  conftantly  do  think 
(Or  rather  call  my  thought  a  certain  knowledge) 
My  brother  Tro'tlus  lodges  there  to-night, 
Roufe  him,  and  give  him  note  of  our  approach, 
With  the  whole  quality  whereof  $  I  fear 
We  (hall  be  much  unwelcome. 

JEne.  That  aflure  you. 
Troths  had  rather  Troy  were  born  to  Greece, 
Than  CreJJid  born  from  Troy. 

Par.  There  is  no  help  ; 
The  bitter  diipofition  of  the  time 
Will  have  it  fo.   On,  lord,  we'll  follow  you. 

JEne.  Good  morrow  all.  \Extt, 

Par.  And  tell  me,  noble  Diomede-,  tell  me  true, 

K  2  Even 
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Ev'n  in  the  foul  of  good  found  fellowfliip, 
Who  in  your  thoughts  merits  fair  Helen  mod  ? 
My  (elf,  or  Menelausl 

Dio.  Both  alike. 
He  merits  well  to  have  her  that  doth  feek  her, 
(Not  making  any  fcruple  of  her  foilure,) 
With  fuch  a  hell  of  pain,  and  world  of  charge. 
And  you  as  well  to  keep  her,  that  defend  her 
(Not  palating  the  tafte  of  her  dimonour,) 
With  fuch  a  coftly  lofs  of  wealth  and  friends. 
He,  like  a  puling  cuckold,  would  drink  up 
The  lees  and  dregs  of  a  flat  tamed  piece  ,• 
You,  like  a  letcher,  out  of  whorifh  loins 
Are  pleas'd  to  breed  out  your  inheritors : 
Both  merits  pois'd,  each  weighs  no  lefs  nor  more, 
But  he  as  he,  the  heavier  for  a  whore. 

Par.  You  are  too  bitter  to  your  country-woman. 

Dio.  She's  bitter  to  her  country :  hear  me,  Parts, 
For  ev'ry  faife  drop  in  her  baudy  veins 
A  Grecian's  life  hath  funk.,-  for  every  fcruple 
Of  her  contaminated  carrion  weight, 
A  Trojan  hath  been  flain.    Since  me  could  (peak, 
She  hath  not  giv'n  fo  many  good  words  breath, 
As,  for  her,  Greeks  and  Trojans  (uffer'd  death. 

Par.  Fair  Diomede,  you  do  as  chapmen  do, 
Difpraife  the  thing  that  you  defire  to  buy: 
But  we  in  filence  hold  this  virtue  well ; 
We'll  not  commend  what  we  intend  to  fell. 
Here  lyes  our  way.  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  II. 

Enter  Troilus  and  Creffida. 

Trot.  Dear,  trouble  not  your  felf;  the  morn  is  cold. 

Cre,  Then,  Tweet  my  lord,  I'll  call  my  uncle  down  : 
He  (hall  unbolt  the  gates. 

Trot,  Trouble  him  not  — 
To  bed,  to  bed  —  fleep  feal  thofe  pretty  eyes, 
And  give  as  (oft  attachment  to  thy  fenfes, 
As  infants  empty  of  all  thought  / 

Cre,  Good-morrow  then. 

Trot,  I  pr'ythee  now  to  bed. 

Cre,  Are  you  a  weary  of  me  ? 

Trot,  O  Creffida  /  but  that  the  bufie  day, 
Wak'd  by  the  lark,  has  rous'd  the  ribald  crows, 
And  dreaming  night  will  hide  our  joys  no  longer, 
I  would  not  from  thee. 

Cre.  Night  hath  been  too  brief. 

Trou  Befhrew  the  witch !  with  venomous  wights  me  (lays 
Tedious  as  hell  -y  but  flies  the  grafps  of  love, 
With  wings  more  momentary-fwift  than  thought : 
You  will  catch  cold,  and  curfe  me. 

Cre .  Pr'ythee  tarry  —  you  men  will  never  tarry  — 

0  foolifli  Creffida  —  I  might  have  ftill  held  off, 

And  then  you  would  have  tarried.    Hark,  there's  one  up. 
Pan.  within]  What's  all  the  doors  open  here  ? 
Trot,  It  is  your  uncle. 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Cre.  A  peftilence  on  him ;  now  will  he  be  mocking; 

1  fhall  have  fuch  a  life  

Pan.  How  now,  how  now  ?  how  go  maiden-heads  ?  Hear  you 
maid ;  where's  my  coufin  Creffidl 

Cre. 
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Cre.  Go  hang  your  felf,  you  naughty  mocking  uncle : 
You  bring  me  to  do  and  then  you  flout  me  too. 

Pan.  To  do  what?  to  do  what?  let  her  fay  what:  What  have 
I  brought  you  to  do  ? 

Cre.  Come  come,  befhrew  your  heart;  you'll  ne'er  be  good; 
nor  fuffer  others. 

Pan.  Ha,  ha!  alas  poor  wretch;  a  poor  Chipochia>  haft  not 
fleept  to-night  ?  would  he  not  (a  naughty  man)  let  it  fleep  ?  a  bug- 
bear take  him.  [One  knocks. 

Cre.  Did  I  not  tell  you?  would  he  were  knock'd  o'th' 

head  —  who's  that  at  door?  —  good  uncle,  go  and  fee.  —  My 
lord,  come  you  again  into  my  chamber :  —  you  fmile  and  mock 
me,  as  ifl  meant  naughtily. 

Trot.  Ha,  ha  — 

Cre.  Come,  you  are  deceived,  I  think  of  no  fuch  thing. 
How  earncftly  they  knock  —  pray  you  come  in.  [Knock. 
I  would  not  for  half  Troy  have  you  feen  here.  [Exeunt. 

Pan.  Who's  there?  what's  the  matter?  will  you  beat  down  the 
door  ?  how  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

SCENE  Ul 

Enter  ;Eneas. 

JEne.  Good -morrow  lord,  good-morrow. 

Pan.  Who's  there  ?  my  lord  JEneas  1  by  my  troth, 
I  knew  you  not;  what  news  with  you  fo  early? 

JEne.  Is  not  Prince  Troths  here  ? 

Pan.  Here!  what  mould  he  do  here? 

JEne.  Come,  he  is  here,  my  lord,  do  not  deny  him: 
It  doth  import  him  much  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Pan.  Is  he  here,   fay  you?  'tis  more  than  I  know,  I'll  be 
fworn  ;  for  my  own  part,  I  came  in  late:  what  mould  hedohere? 

JEne.  Who  —  nay,   then:  —  come,    come,  you'll  do  him 
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wrong,  ere  y'are  aware:  you'll  be  fo  true  to  him,  to  be  falfe  to 
him  :  do  not  you  know  of  him,  but  yet  go  fetch  him  hither,  go. 

Enter  Troilus. 

Trot.  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

ALne.  My  lord,  I  fcarce  have  leifure  to  falute  you, 
My  matter  is  fo  harfh :  there  is  at  hand 
Paris  your  brother,  and  Deiphobm, 
The  Grecian  Diomede,  and  our  Antenor 
Deliver'd  to  us,  and  for  him  forthwith, 
Ere  the  firft  facrifice,  within  this  hour, 
We  rauft  give  up  to  Diomedes3  hand 
The  lady  Crejfida. 

Trot.  Is  it  concluded  fo  ? 

jEne.  By  Priam,  and  the  general  ftate  of  Troy, 
They  are  at  hand,  and  ready  to  effect  it. 

Trot.  How  my  atchievements  mock  me! 
I  will  go  meet  them    and  (my  lord  JEneas) 
We  met  by  chance,  you  did  not  find  me  here. 

jRLne.  Good,  good,  my  lord,-  the fecrets of x neighbour Pandar 
Have  not  more  gift  in  taciturnity.  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E  IV. 

Enter  Pandarus  and  Creflida. 

Pan.  Is't  poflible  ?  no  fboner  got,  but  loft :  the  devil  take  An- 
terior-, the  young  prince  will  go  mad:  a  plague  upon  Antenor ;  I 
would  they  had  broke's  neck. 

Cre.  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ?  who  was  here  ? 

Pan.  Ah,  ah!  — 

Cre.  Why  figh  you  fo  profoundly?  where's  my  lord?  gone! 
tell  me,  fweet  uncle,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  Would  I  were  as  deep  under  the  earth,  as  I  am  above. 

Cre. 

*  nature. 
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Cre.  O  the  gods!  what's  the  matter? 

Pan.  Pr'ythee  get  thee  in,-  would  thou  had'ft  ne'er  been  born: 
I  knew  thou  would'ft  be  his  death.  O  poor  gentleman !  a  plague 
upon  Anterior. 

Cre.  Good  uncle,  I  befeech  you,  on  my  knees,  I  befeech  you 
what's  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  Thou  muft  be  gone,  wench,  thou  muft  be  gone:  thou 
art  chang'd  for  Antenor  -y  thou  muft  go  to  thy  father,  and  be  gone 
from  Troilus :  'twill  be  his  death 'twill  be  his  bane  -}  he  cannot 
bear  it. 

Cre.  O  you  immortal  gods!  I  will  not  go. 
Pan.  Thou  muft. 

Cre.  I  will  not,  uncle :  I've  forgot  my  father. 
I  know  no  touch  of  Confanguinity : 
No  kin,  no  love,  no  blood,  no  foul  fo  near  me, 
As  the  fweet  Troilus.  O  you  gods  divine! 
Make  Crejjid's  name  the  very  crown  of  falftiood, 
If  ever  fhe  leave  Troilus. .  Time  and  death, 
Do  to  this  body  what  extreams  you  can  ,• 
But  the  ftrong  bafe  and  building  of  my  love 
Is,  as  the  very  centre  of  the  earth, 
Drawing  all  to  it.    I'll  go  in  and  weep. 

Pan.  Do,  do. 

Cre.  Tear  my  bright  hair,  and  fcratch  my  praifed  cheeks, 
Crack  my  clear  voice  with  fobs,  and  break  my  heart 
With  founding  Troilus.    I'll  not  go  from  Troy.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Paris,  Troilus,  i£neas,  Deiphobus,  Antenor,  and 

Diomedes. 

Par.  It  is  great  morning,  and  the  hour  prefixt 
Of  her  delivery  to  this  valiant  Greek 
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Comes  faft  upon  us :  good  my  brother  Troilus , 
Tell  you  the  lady  what  fhe  is  to  do, 
And  hafte  her  to  the  purpofe. 

Trot.  Walk  into  her  houfe: 
I'll  bring  her  to  the  Grecian  prefently; 
And  to  his  hand  when  I  deliver  her, 
Think  it  an  altar,  and  thy  brother  Troilus 
A  prieft,  there  offering  to  it  his  heart. 

Par.  I  know  what  'tis  to  love, 
And  would,  as  I  fball  pity,  I  could  help. 
Pleafe  you  walk  in,  my  lords. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Pandarus  and  Creflida. 

Pan.  Be  moderate,  be  moderate. 

Cre.  Why  tell  you  me  of  moderation  ? 
The  grief  is  fine,  full,  perfect  that  I  tafte^ 
And  in  its  fenfe  is  no  lefs  ftrong,  than  that 
Which  caufeth  it.    How  can  I  moderate  it? 
If  I  could  temporize  with  my  affection, 
Or  brew  it  to  a  weak  and  colder  palate, 
The  like  allayment  could  I  give  my  grief ; 
My  love  admits  no  qualifying  7  dro(s. 

Enter  Troilus. 

No  more  my  grief,  in  fuch  a  precious  lofs. 

Pan.  Here,  here,  here  he  comes,  —  a  fweet  duck.  — 
Cre.  O  Troilus,  Troilus  / 

Pan.  What  a  pair  of  fpectacles  is  here !  let  me  embrace  too : 
Oh  heart,   (as  the  goodly  faying  is  j) 
0  heart,  0  heavy  heart,  „ 
Why  figh'ft  thou  without  breaking  ? 
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where  he  anfwers  again ; 

Becaufe  thou  can' ft  not  ea/e  thy  /mart, 
By  friend/hip,  nor  by  /peaking. 
There  was  never  a  truer  rhyme.    Let  uscaft  away  nothing, 
for  we  may  live  to  have  need  of  fuch  a  verfe,-  we  fee  it,  we  fee  it. 
How  now,  lambs? 

Trot.  Creffid,  I  love  thee  in  fo  ftrange  a  purity ; 
That  the  bleft  gods,  as  angry  with  my  fancy, 
(More  bright  in  zeal  than  the  devotion  which 
Cold  lips  blow  to  their  deities)  take  thee  from  me. 

Cre.  Have  the  gods  envy  ? 

Pan.  Ay,  ay,  'tis  too  plain  a  cafe. 

Cre.  And  is  it  true,  that  I  rauft  go  from  Troy  ? 

Troi.  A  hateful  truth. 

Cre.  What,  and  from  Troilus  too  ? 

Troi.  From  Troy,  and  Troilus. 

Cre.  Is  it  poffible? 

Troi.  And  fuddenly :  while  injury  of  chance 
Puts  back  leave-taking,  juftles  roughly  by 
All  time  of  paufe,  rudely  beguiles  our  lips 
Of  all  rejoyndure,  forcibly  prevents 
Our  lock'd  embraces,  ftrangles  our  dear  vows, 
Ev'n  in  the  birth  of  our  own  labouring  breath. 
We  two,  that  with  fo  many  thoufand  llghs 
Each  other  bought,  muft  poorly  fell  our  felves 
With  the  rude  brevity  and  difcharge  of  one. 
Injurious  Time,  now  with  a  robber's  hafte, 
Crams  his  rich  thiev'ry  up,  he  knows  not  how. 
As  many  farewels  as  be  ftars  in  heaven, 
With  diftinct  breath  and  confign'd  kifles  to  them, 
He  fumbles  up  all  in  one  loofe  adieu,- 
And  fcants  us  with  a  fingle  famifh'd  kifs, 
Diftafted  with  the  fait  of  broken  tears. 

JEneas 
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j%Lneas  within.}  My  lord,  is  the  lady  ready  ? 

Trot.  Hark,  you  are  call'd.    Some  fay,  the  Genius  fb 
Cries,  come,  to  him  that  inftantly  muft  die. 
Bid  them  have  patience  $  (he  fhall  come  anon. 

Pan.  Where  are  my  tears?  rain,  to  lay  this  wind,  or  my 
heart  will  be  blown  up  by  the  root. 

Cre.  I  muft  then  to  the  Grecians  ? 

Trot.  No  remedy.  When  fhall  we  fee  again  ? 
Hear  me,  my  love j  be  thou  but  true  of  heart  — 

Cre.  I  true?  how  now?  what  wicked  deem  is  this? 

Trot.  Nay,  we  muft  ufe  expoftulation  kindly, 
For  it  is  parting  from  us :  — 
I  (peak  not,  be  thou  true,  as  fearing  thee  : 
For  I  will  throw  my  glove  to  Death  himfelf, 
That  there's  no  maculation  in  thy  heart; 
But  be  thou  true,  fay  I,  to  fafhion  in 
My  fequent  proteftation:  be  thou  true, 
And  I  will  fee  thee. 

Cre.  O  you  mall  be  expos'd,  my  lord,  to  dangers 
As  infinite,  as  imminent :  but  I'll  be  true. 

Trot.  And  I'll  grow  friend  with  danger.  Wear  this  fleeve. 

Cre.  And  you  this  glove.    When  fhall  I  fee  you? 

Trot.  I  will  corrupt  the  Grecian  centinels 
To  give  thee  nightly  vifitation. 
But  yet  be  true. 

Cre.  O  heav'ns !  be  true  again  ? 

Trot.  Hear  while  I  fpeak  it,  love : 
The  Grecian  youths  are  full  of  fubtle  qualities, 
They're  loving,  well  compos'd,  with  gift  of  nature 
Flowing,  and  fwelling  o'er  with  arts  and  exercife; 
How  novelties  may  move,  and  parts  with  perfbn  — 
Alas,  a  kind  of  godly  jealoufie 

L  i  (Which 
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(Which,  I  befeech  you,  call  a  virtuous  fin) 
Makes  me  afraid. 

Cre.  O  heav'ns,  you  love  me  not ! 

Trot.  Die  I  a  villain  then : 
In  this  I  do  not  call  your  faith  in  queftion 
So  mainly  as  my  merit :  I  can't  ling, 
Nor  heel  the  high  lavolt  ,•  nor  fweeten  talk  j 
Nor  play  at  fubtle  games  ->  fair  virtues  all, 
To  which  the  Grecians  are  raoft  prompt  and  pregnant. 
But  I  can  tell,  that  in  each  grace  of  thefe 
There  lurks  a  (till  and  dumb-difcourfive  devil, 
That  tempts  moft  cunningly :  but  be  not  tempted. 

Cre.  Do  you  think  I  will? 

Troi.  No. 

But  fomething  may  be  done  that  we  will  not : 
And  fbmetimes  we  are  devils  to  our  felves, 
When  we  will  tempt  the  frailty  of  our  powers, 
Prefuming  on  their  changeful  potency. 

JEneas  within. ~\  Nay,  good  my  lord. 

Troi.  Come  kifs,  and  let  us  part. 

Paris  within.}  Brother  Troilus. 

Troi.  Good  brother,  come  you  hither, 
And  bring  JEneas  and  the  Grecian  with  you. 

Cre.  My  lord,  will  you  be  true? 

Troi.  Who  I  ?  alas,  it  is  my  vice,  my  fault : 
While  others  fifh  with  craft  for  great  opinion, 
I,  with  great  truth,  catch  meer  fimplicity. 
While  fome  with  cunning  gild  their  copper  crowns, 
With  truth  and  plainnefs  I  do  wear  mine  bare. 
Fear  not  my  truth ;  the  moral  of  my  wit 
Is  plain  and  true,  there's  all  the  reach  of  it. 

SCENE 
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Enter  iEneas,   Paris,  and  Diomedes. 

Welcome,  Sir  Diomede  j  here  is  the  lady, 
Whom  for  Antenor  we  deliver  you. 
At  the  port  (lord)  I'll  give  her  to  thy  hand, 
And  by  the  way  poffefs  thee  what  (he  is. 
Entreat  her  fair,  and  by  my  foul,  fair  Greek, 
If  e'er  thou  ftand  at  mercy  of  my  fword, 
Name  CreJJid,  and  thy  life  mall  be  as  fafe 
As  Priam  is  in  Ilion. 

Diom.  Lady  CreJJid, 
So  pleafe  you,  fave  the  thanks  this  prince  expects : 
The  luftre  in  your  eye,  heav'n  in  your  cheek, 
Pleads  your  fair  ufage and  to  Diomede 
You  mall  be  miftrefs,  and  command  him  wholly. 

Troi.  Grecian,  thou  doft  not  ufe  me  courteously, 
To  fhame  the  feal  of  my  petition  towards  thee 
By  pfaifing  her.    I  tell  thee,  lord  of  Greece, 
She  is  as  far  high-foaring  o'er  thy  praifes, 
As  thou  unworthy  to  be  call'd  her  fervant. 
I  charge  thee  ufe  her  well,  even  for  my  charge : 
For  by  the  dreadful  Pluto,  if  thou  doft  not, 
(Tho5  the  great  bulk  Achilles  be  thy  guard) 
I'll  cut  thy  throat. 

Diom.  Oh  be  not  mov'd,  prince  Troilus. 
Let  me  be  privileg'd  by  my  place  and  meffage, 
To  be  afpeaker  free.  When  I  am  hence, 
I'll  anfwer  to  my  lift :  and  know,  my  lord, 
I'll  nothing  do  on  charge ;  to  her  own  worth 
She  mall  be  priz'd :  but  that  you  fay,  be't  fo ; 
I'll  fpeak  it  in  my  fpirit  and  honour  —  no, 
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Trot.  Come  to  the  port — I'll  tell  thee,  Diomede, 
This  brave  mall  oft  make  thee  to  hide  thy  head. 
Lady,  give  me  your  hand  —  and  as  we  walk, 
To  our  own  felves  bend  we  our  needful  talk.        [Sound  trumpet, 

Par.  Hark,  Hector's  trumpet! 

ALne.  How  have  we  (pent  this  morning  ? 
The  Prince  muft  think  me  tardy  and  remifs, 
That  fwore  to  ride  before  him  in  the  field. 

Par.  'Tis  Troths'  fault.   Come,  come  to  field  with  him. 

Diom.  Let  us  make  ready  ftrait. 

JEne.  Yea,  with  a  bridegroom's  frefli  alacrity 
Let  us  addrefs  to  tend  on  He&or's  heels : 
The  glory  of  our  Troy  doth  this  day  lye 

On  his  fair  worth,  and  fingle  chivalry.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  VIII. 

The  Grecian  Camp. 

Enter  Ajax  armei,    Agamemnon,  Achilles,  Patroclus, 
Menelaus,   UlyfTes,   Neftor,   Calchas,  &c. 

Aga.  TJ  ERE  art  thou  in  appointment  frefh  and  fair, 
XjL  Anticipating  time.    With  ftarting  courage, 
Give  with  thy  trumpet  a  loud  note  to  Troy, 
Thou  dreadful  Ajax,  that  th'  appalled  air 
May  pierce  the  head  of  the  great  combatant, 
And  hale  him  hither. 

Ajax.  Trumpet,  there's  my  purfe; 
Now  crack  thy  lungs,  and  fplit  thy  brazen  pipe: 
Blow  villain,  'till  thy  fphered  bias  cheek 
Out-fwell  the  cholick  of  puft  Aquilon: 
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Come  ftretch  thy  cheft,  and  let  thy  eyes  fpout  blood: 
Thou  blow'ft  for  HeBor. 

Ulyf.  No  trumpet  anfwers. 

Ach'tl  'Tis  but  early  day. 

Enter  Diomede  and  Crefllda. 

Aga.  Is  not  yond'  Diomede  with  Calcha?  daughter  ? 

Ulyf.  'Tis  he,  I  ken  the  manner  of  his  gate, 
He  rifes  on  his  toe;  that  Ipirit  of  his 
In  alpiration  lifts  him  from  the  earth. 

Aga.  Is  this  the  lady  Crcjfida? 

Dto.  Ev'n  (he. 

Aga.  Moft  dearly  welcome  to  the  Greeks,  fweet  lady.  * 

*  fweet  lady. 

Neft.  Our  general  doth  falute  you  with  a  ki(s. 
Ulyf.  Yet  is  the  kindnefs  but  particular; 
'Twere  better  flie  were  kifs'd  in  general. 

Neft.  And  very  courtly  counfel:  I'll  begin. 
So  much  for  Neftor. 

Achil.  I'll  take  that  winter  from  your  lips,  fair  lady : 
Achilles  bids  you  welcome. 

Men.  I  had  good  argument  for  kifling  once. 

Patr.  But  that's  no  argument  for  kifling  now : 
For  thus  pop'd  Paris  in  his  hardiment, 
■f  And  parted  thus,  you  and  your  argument. 

Ulyf.  Oh  deadly  gall,  and  theme  of  all  our  fcorns, 
For  which  we  lofe  our  heads  to  gild  his  horns. 

Patr.  The  firft  was  Menelaus"  kifs  — -this  mine  — 
Patroclus  kiffes  you. 

Men.  O,  this  is  trim. 

Patr.  Paris  and  I  kifs  evermore  for  him. 

Men.  I'll  have  my  kifs,  Sir:  lady,  by  your  leave. 

Cre.  In  kifling  do  you  render  or  receive  ? 

Patr.  Both  take  and  give. 

Cre.  I'll  make  my  match  to  give, 
The  kifs  you  take  is  better  than  you  give; 
Therefore  no  kifs. 

Men.  I'll  give  you  boot,  I'll  give  you  three  for  one. 

Cre.  You  are  an  odd  man,  give  even,  or  give  none. 

Men.  An  odd  man,  lady?  every  man  is  odd. 

Cre.  No,  Paris  is  not*  for  you  know  'tis  true, 
That  you  are  odd,  and  he  is  even  with  you. 

Men.  You  fillip  me  o'th'  head. 

|  This  line  only  in  the  quarto  edition  of  1607, 
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Dio.  Lady,  a  word  —  I'll  bring  you  to  your  father — - 

Neft.  A  woman  of  quick  fenfe. 

[Diomedes  leads  out  Creflida,  then  returns* 

Ulyf.  Fie,  fie  upon  her : 
€  There's  language  in  her  eye,  her  cheek,  her  lip: 
'  Nay,  her  foot  (peaks,  her  wanton  fpirits  look  out 
'  At  every  joint,  and  motive  of  her  body  : 
e  Oh  thefe  Encounterers !  So  glib  of  tongue, 
r  They  give  a  coafting  welcome  ere  it  comes ; 
c  And  wide  unclafp  the  tables  of  their  thoughts, 
c  To  every  ticklifh  reader :  fet  them  down 
c  For  fluttim  fpoils  of  opportunity, 
c  And  daughters  of  the  game. 

Enter  Hector,  Paris,;'  Troilus,  ./Eneas,  Helenus,  and  attendants. 

All.  The  Trojans  trumpet! 
dga.  Yonder  comes  the  troop. 

JEne.  Hail  all  the  ftate  of  Greece\  what  fhall  be  done 
To  him  that  victory  commands?  do  you  purpofe, 
A  victor  fhall  be  known  ?  will  you,  the  knights 
Shall  to  the  edge  of  all  extremity 
Purfae  each  other,  or  {hall  be  divided 
By  any  voice,  or  order  of  the  field  I 
Heclor  bad  ask. 

Cre.  No,  I'll  be  fworn. 

Ulyf.  It  were  no  match,  your  nail  againfl  his  horn : 
May  I,  fweet  lady,  beg  a  kifs  of  you? 
Cre.  You  may. 
Ulyf.  I  do  defire  it. 
Cre.  Why  beg  then. 

Ulyf.  \V  hy  then,  for  Venus*  fake  give  me  a  kifs : 

When  Helen  is  a  maid  again,  and  his  

Cre.  I  am  your  debtor,  claim  it  when  'tis  due. 
Ulyf.  Never's  my  day,  and  then  a  kifs  of  you. 
Dio.  Lady,  a  word  fcfo 

Aga. 
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Aga.  Which  way  would  HeBor  have  it  ? 
ALne.  He  cares  not ,-  \±€\\  obey  conditions. 
Aga.  'Tis  done  like  HeBor ;  but  fecurely  done, 
A  little  proudly,  and  great  deal  mi/prizing 
The  knight  oppos'd. 

ALne.  If  not  Achilles,  Sir,  what  is  your  name  ? 
Achil.  If  not  Achilles ,  nothing. 
Mne.  Therefore  Achilles ;  but  whate'er,  know  this  5 
In  the  extremity  of  great  and  little 
Valour  and  pride  excel  themfelves  in  HeBor ,- 
The  onealmoft  as  infinite  as  all. 
The  other  blank  as  nothing  ,•  weigh  him  well  ; 
And  that  which  looks  like  pride,  is  courtefie. 
This  Ajax  is  half  made  of  HeBor's  blood, 
In  love  whereof,  half  HeBor  ftays  at  home,- 
Half  heart,  half  hand,  half  HeBor,  come  to  feek 
This  blended  knight,   half  Trojan  and  half  Greek. 
Achil.  A  maiden  battel  then  ?  O,  I  perceive  you. 
Aga.  Here  is  Sir  Diomede :  go,  gentle  knight, 
Stand  by  our  Ajax;  as  you  and  lord  JKneas 
Content  upon  the  order  of  their  fight, 
So  be  it;  either  to  the  uttermoft, 
Or  elfe  a  breath.    The  combatants  being  kin 
Half  ftints  their  ftrife  before  their  ftrokes  begin. 
Ulyf.  They  are  oppos'd  already. 
Aga.  What  Trojan  is  that  fame  that  looks  fo  heavy  ? 
Ulyf.  The  youngeft  fon  of  Priam,  a  true  knight , 
Not  yet  mature,  yet  matchlefs,  firm  of  word, 
Speaking  in  deeds,  and  deedlefs  in  his  tongue,- 
Not  foon  provok'd,  nor  being  provok'd  foon  calm'd ; 
His  heart  and  hand  both  open,  and  both  free  j 
For  what  he  has,  he  gives;  what  thinks,  he  fhews; 
Yet  gives  he  not  'till  judgment  guide  his  bounty, 
Vol.  VI.  M 
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Nor  dignifies  an  impair  thought  with  breath : 
Manly  as  Heclor,  but  more  dangerous  , 
For  Hector  in  his  blaze  of  wrath  fubfcribes 
To  tender  objects  j  but  he  in  heat  of  action 
Is  more  vindicative  than  jealous  love. 
They  call  him  Troilus,  and  on  him  erect 
A  fecond  hope,  as  fairly  built  as  Hetlor. 
Thus  fays  /Eneas,  one  that  knows  the  youth 
Ev'n  to  his  inches,-  and  with  private  foul, 

Did  in  great  Ilion  thus  tranflate  him  to  me.  [Alarum, 

SCENE  IX. 

Hector  and  Ajax  fight, 

Aga.  They  are  in  action. 

Nefi.  Now  Ajax  hold  thine  own. 

Trot,  Hector,  thou  fleep'ft,  awake  thee. 

Aga.  His  blows  are  well  difpos'd;   there  Ajax. 

[Trumpets  ceafe. 

Dio.  You  rnuft  no  more. 

JEne.  Princes,  enough,  fo  pleafe  you. 

Ajax.  I  am  not  warm  yet,  let  us  fight  again. 

Dio.  As  Hetlor  pleafes. 

Heel.  Why  then,  will  I  no  more. 
Thou  art,  great  lord,  my  father's  fitter's  Con  ; 
A  coufin-german  to  great  Priam's  feed : 
The  obligation  of  our  blood  forbids 
A  gory  emulation  'twixt  us  twain  $ 
Were  thy  commixtion  Greek  and  Trojan  fo 
That  thou  coud'ft  fay,  this  hand  is  Grecian  all, 
And  this  is  Trojan ;  the  finews  of  this  leg 
All  Greek,  and  this  all  Troy ;  my  mother's  blood 
Runs  on  the  dexter  cheek,  and  this  finifter 

Bounds 
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Bounds  in  my  fire's:  by  Jove  multipotent, 

Thou  fhould'ft  not  bear  from  me  a  Greekijh  member, 

Wherein  my  fword  had  not  imprefture  made 

Of  our  rank  feud:  But  the  juft  gods  gainfay, 

That  any  drop  thou  borrow5!!:  from  thy  mother, 

My  facred  aunt,  mould  by  my  mortal  fword 

Be  drain'd.    Let  me  embrace  thee,  Ajax :  ' 

By  him  that  thunders,  thou  haft  lufty  arms; 

HeBor  would  have  them  fall  upon  him  thus  — 

Coufin,  all  honour  to  thee. 

Ajax.  I  thank  thee,  HeBor  / 
Thou  art  too  gentle^  and  too  free  a  man : 
I  came  to  kill  thee,  coufin,  and  bear  hence 
A  great  addition  earned  in  thy  death. 

HeB.  Not  Neoptolemus  fb  mirable, 
On  whofe  bright  creft,   Fame  with  her  Ioud'ft:  O  yes, 
Cries,  this  is  he,  could  promife  to  himfelf 
A  thought  of  added  honour  torn  from  HeBor, 

ALne.  There  is  expectance  here  from  both  the  fides, 
What  further  you  will  do. 

HeB,  We'll  anfwer  it: 
The  iflue  is  embracement :  Ajax,  farewel. 

Ajax.  If  I  might  in  entreaties  find  fuccefs, 
(As  feld  I  have  the  chance)  I  would  defire 
My  famous  coufin  to  our  Grecian  tents. 

Dio.  5Tis  Agamemnon^  wifh,  and  great  Achilles 
Doth  long  to  fee  unarm'd  the  valiant  HeBor. 

HeB.  Mneas,  call  my  brother  Troilus  to  me : 
And  fignifie  this  loving  interview 
To  the  expedors  of  our  Trojan  part: 
Defire  them  home.    Give  me  thy  hand,  my  coufin : 
I  will  go  eat  with  thee,  and  fee  your  knights. 


Agamem 
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Agamemnon  and  the  reft  of  the  Greeks  come  forward. 

Ajax.  Great  Agamemnon  comes  to  meet  us  here. 

HeB.  The  worthier!:  of  them  tell  me  name  by  name; 
But  for  Achilles ,  mine  own  fearching  eyes 
Shall  find  him  by  his  large  and  portly  fize. 

Aga.  Worthy  all  arms,  as  welcome  as  to  one 
That  would  be  rid  of  fuch  an  enemy, 
f  But  that's  no  welcome :  underftand  more  clear, 
What's  paft  and  what's  to  come  is  ftrew'd  with  husks 
And  formlefs  ruin  of  oblivion  : 
But  in  this  extant  moment,  faith  and  troth, 
Strain'd  purely  from  all  hollow  bias  drawing, 
Bids  thee  with  mod  divine  integrity, 
From  heart  of  very  heart,  great  HeBor,  welcome. 

HeB.  I  thank  thee,  mod  imperious  Agamemnon. 

Aga.  My  well-fam'd  lord  of  Troy,  no  iefs  to  you.      [To  Troi. 

Men.  Let  me  confirm  my  princely  brother's  greeting, 
You  brace  of  warlike  brothers,  welcome  hither. 

HeB.  Whom  muft  we  anfwer? 

Mne.  The  noble  Menelaus. 

HeB.  O — you  my  lord  —  by  Mars  his  gauntlet  thanks. 
Mock  not,  that  I  affect  th'  untraded  oath  ,• 
Your  quondam  wife  fwears  ftill  by  Venus"  glove. 
She's  well,  but  bad  me  not  commend  her  to  you. 

Men.  Name  her  not  now,  Sir,  (he's  a  deadly  theme. 
HeB.  O  pardon  —  I  offend. 
c  Nejl.  I  have,  thou  gallant  Trojan,  feen  thee  oft 
1  Labouring  for  deftiny,  make  cruel  way 
4  Through  ranks  of  Greektjh  youth  >  and  I  have  feen  thee, 
<  As  hot  as  Perfeus,  fpur  thy  Phrygian  fteed, 
*  Bravely  defpifing  forfeits  and  fubduements, 
«  When  thou  haft  hung  thy  advanc'd  fword  i'th'  air, 

c  Not 

-J-  I'ke  fix  following  lines  are  not  in  the  old  tdition. 
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c  Not  letting  it  decline  on  the  declin'd: 
'  That  I  have  faidunto  my  ftanders-by, 
{  Lo,  Jupiter  is  yonder  dealing  life. 
And  I  have  feen  thee  paufe,  and  take  thy  breath, 
When  that  a  ring  of  Greeks  have  hem'd  thee  in, 
Like  an  Olympian  wreftling.    Thus  I  've  feen  : 
But  this  thy  countenance,  ftill  lock'd  in  fteel, 
I  never  faw  'till  now.    I  knew  thy  grandfire, 
And  once  fought  with  him ;  he  was  a  foldier  good, 
But  by  great  Mars,  the  captain  of  us  all, 
Never  like  thee.    Let  an  old  man  embrace  thee, 
And,  worthy  warrior,  welcome  to  our  tents. 
JEne.  'Tis  the  old  Nefior. 

Heel.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  good  old  chronicle, 
That  haft  (6  long  walk'd  hand  in  hand  with  time : 
Moft  reverend  Nefior,  I  am  glad  to  clafp  thee. 

Nefi.  I  would  my  arms  could  match  thee  in  contention, 
As  they  contend  with  thee  in  courtefie. 

HeB.  I  would  they  could. 

Nefi.  By  this  white  beard  I'd  fight  with  thee  to-morrow. 
Well,  welcome,  welcome;  I  have  feen  the  time  

Ulyf.  I  wonder  now  how  yonder  city  ftands, 
When  we  have  here  the  bale  and  pillar  by  us. 

HeB.  I  know  your  favour,  lord  Ulyjfes,  well. 
Ah,  Sir,  there's  many  a  Greek  and  Trojan  dead, 
Since  firft  I  faw  your  felf  and  Diomede 
In  Ilion,  on  your  Greekijh  embaffie. 

Ulyf.  Sir,  1  foretold  you  then  what  would  enfue. 
My  prophefie  is  but  half  his  journey  yet  -y 
For  yonder  walls  that  pertly  front  your  town, 
Yond  towers,  whofe  wanton  tops  do  bufs  the  clouds, 
Muft  kifs  their  own  feet. 

HeB.  I  muft  not  believe  you: 
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There  they  (land  yet •  and  modeftly  I  think, 
The  fall  of  every  Phygtan  ftone  will  caft 
A  drop  of  Grecian  blood-  the  end  crowns  all, 
And  that  old  common  arbitrator,  time, 
Will  one  day  end  it. 

Ulyf.  So  to  him  we  leave  it. 
Moft  gentle,  and  mod  valiant  HeBory  welcome,* 
After  the  general,  I  befeech  you  next 
To  feaft  with  me,  and  fee  me  at  my  tent. 

Achil.  I  fhall  foreftal  thee,  lord  U/yffes,  thou  : 
Now  HeBory  I  have  fed  mine  eyes  on  thee, 
I  have  with  exact  view  perus'd  thee,  Hector, 
And  quoted  joint  by  joint. 

Heel.  Is  this  Achilles  ? 

Achil.  I  am  Achilles. 

Heel.  Stand  fair,  I  pr'ythee,  let  me  look  on  thee. 

Achil.  Behold  thy  fill. 
*  Heel.  Nay,  I  have  done  already. 

Achil.  Thou  art  too  brief.  I  will  the  fecond  time, 
As  I  would  buy  thee,  view  thee,  limb  by  limb. 

HeB.  O,  like  a  book  of  fport  thou'lt  read  me  o'er : 
But  there's  more  in  me  than  thou  underftand'ft. 
Why  doft  thou  fo  opprefs  me  with  thine  eye  ? 

Achil.  Tell  me,  you  heav'ns,  in  which  part  of  his  body 
Shall  I  deftroy  him?  whether  there,  or  there, 
That  I  may  give  the  local  wound  a  name, 
And  make  diftinct  the  very  breach,  where-out 
HeBofs  great  fpirit  flew.    Anfwer  me,  heav'ns. 

HeB.  It  would  difcredit  the  bleft  gods,  proud  man, 
To  anfwer  fuch  a  queftion  :  ftand  again. 
Think'ft  thou  to  catch  my  life  fo  pleafantly, 
As  to  prenominate  in  nice  conjecture, 
Where  thou  wilt  hit  me  dead  ? 

Achil. 
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Achil.  I  tell  thee,  yea. 
HeB.  Wert  thou  the  oracle  to  tell  me  fo, 
I'd  not  believe  thee:  henceforth  guard  thee  well, 
For  I'll  not  kill  thee  there,*  nor  there,  nor  there  $ 
But  by  the  forge  that  ftythied  Mars  his  helm, 
I'll  kill  thee  every  where,  yea  o'er  and  o'er. 
You  wifeft  Grecians,  pardon  me  this  brag, 
His  infblence  draws  folly  from  my  lips, 
But  I'll  endeavour  deeds  to  match  thefe  words, 
Or  may  I  never  — 

Ajax.  Do  not  chafe  thee,  coufin  ,• 
And  you,  Achilles,  let  thefe  threats  alone 
'Till  accident  or  purpofe  bring  you  to't. 
You  may  have  ev'ry  day  enough  of  Rector, 
If  you  have  ftomach.    The  general  ftate,  I  fear, 
Can  fcarce  intreat  you  to  be  odd  with  him. 

HeB.  I  pray  you,  let  us  fee  you  in  the  field : 
We  have  had  pelting  wars  fince  you  refus'd 
The  Grecian's  caufe. 

Achil.  Doft  thou  intreat  me,  HeBor  ? 
To-morrow  do  I  meet  thee,  fell  as  death  ,• 
To-night,  all  friends. 

HeB.  Thy  hand  upon  that  match. 

Aga.  Firft,  all  you  peers  of  Greece  go  to  my  tent, 
There  in  the  full  convive  you ;  afterwards, 
As  HeBor's  leifure  and  your  bounties  {hall 
Concur  together,  feverally  intreat  him 
To  taft  your  bounties :  let  the  trumpets  blow  ,• 
That  this  great  foldier  may  his  welcome  know,  [Exeunt. 
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Manent  Troilus  and  Ulyflfes. 

Trot.  My  lord  Ulyffes,  tell  me,  I  befeech  you, 
In  what  place  of  the  field  doth  Calchas  keep  ? 

Ulyf.  At  Menelaus*  tent,  mod  princely  Troilus ; 
There  Diomede  doth  feaft:  with  him  to-night  -y 
Who  neither  looks  on  heav'n,  nor  on  the  earth, 
But  gives  all  gaze  and  bent  of  am'rous  view 
On  the  fair  CreJJid. 

Trot.  Shall  I,  fweet  lord,  be  bound  to  thee  fo  much, 
After  you  part  from  Agamemnon*  tent, 
To  bring  me  thither? 

Ulyf.  You  fhall  command  me,  Sir: 
As  gently  tell  me,  of  what  honour  was 
This  CreJJlda  in  Troy  -t  had  (lie  no  lover  there, 
That  wails  her  abfence  ? 

Trot.  O  Sir,  to  fuch  as  boafting  mew  their  fears, 
A  mock  is  due.  Will  you  walk  on,  my  lord? 
She  was  belov'd,  (he  lov'd  ,•  (he  is,  and  doth. 
But  ftill,  fweet  \ove  is  food  for  fortune's  tooth.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT    V.    SCENE  I. 

SCENE  before  Achilles'*  tent  in  the  Grecian  Camp. 
Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 

Achilles. 
1 L  L  heat  his  blood  with  Greekijh  wine  to-night, 
Which  with  my  fcimitar  I'll  cool  to-morrow. 
Patroclus,  let  us  feaft  him  to  the  height. 
Patr.  Here  comes  Therfites. 

Enter  Therfites. 
Ach'tl.  How  now,  thou  core  of  envy  ? 
Thou  crufty  batch  of  nature,  what's  the  news  ? 

Ther.  Why,  thou  picture  of  what  thou  feem'ft,  and  idol  of 
idiot-worfhippers,  here's  a  letter  for  thee. 
Ach'tl.  From  whence,  fragment? 
Ther.  Why,  thou  full  dim  of  fool,  from  Troy. 
Patr.  Who  keeps  the  tent  now  ? 
Ther.  The  furgeon's  box,  or  the  patient's  wound. 
Patr.  Well  faid,  adverfityj  and  what  need  thefe  tricks? 
Ther.  Pr'ythee  be  filent,  boy,  I  profit  not  by  thy  talk  ;  thou 
art  thought  to  be  Achilles' s  male-varlet. 

Patr.  Male-varlet,  you  rogue  ?  what's  that  ? 
Ther.  Why,  his  mafculine  whore.  Now  the  rotten  difeafes  of 
the  fbutb,  guts-griping,  ruptures,  catarrhs,  loads  o'  gravel  i'th' 
back,  lethargies,  cold  palfies,  f  raw  eyes,  dirt-rotten  livers,  whee- 
zing lungs,  bladders  full  of  impoftume,  fciatica's,  lime-kilns  i'th' 
palme,  incurable  bone-ake,  and  the  rivell'd  fee-fimple  of  the 
tetter,  take  and  take  again  fuch  prepofterous  difcoveries. 

Vol  VI.  N  Patr. 

\  What  follows  is  added  out  of  the  firft  edition. 
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Patr.  Why,  thou  damnable  box  of  envy  thou,  what  mean'ft 
thou  to  curfe  thus  ? 

Ther.  Do  I  curfe  thee  ? 

Patr.  Why  no,  you  ruinous  butt,  you  whorefon  indiftinguim- 
able  cur. 

Ther,  No  ?  why  art  thou  then  exafperate,  thou  idle  immate- 
rial skein  of  fley'd  filk:  thou  green  farcenet  flap  for  a  fore  eye; 
thou  taffel  of  a  prodigal's  purfe,  thou  ?  Ah,  how  the  poor  world 
is  pefter'd  with  fuch  water-flies,  diminutives  of  nature. 

Patr.  Out  gall! 

Ther.  Finch  egg! 

Achil.  My  fweet  Patroclus,  I  am  thwarted  quite 
From  my  great  purpofe  in  to-morrow's  battel : 
Here  is  a  letter  from  Queen  Hecuba, 
A  token  from  her  daughter,  my  fair  love, 
Both  taxing  me,  and  gaging  me  to  keep 
An  oath  that  I  have  fworn.    I  will  not  break  it, 
Fall  Greek,  fail  fame ;  honour,  or  go,  or  ftay, 
My  major  vow  lyes  here;  this  I'll  obey. 
Come,  come,  Therfites,  help  to  trim  my  tent, 
This  night  in  banqueting  muft  all  be  fpent. 
Away,  Patroc/us.  [Exit. 

Ther.  With  too  much  blood,  and  too  little  brain,  thefe  two 
may  run  mad  :  but  if  with  too  much  brain,  and  too  little  blood, 
they  do,  I'll  be  a  curer  of  mad-men.  Here's  Agamemnon,  an  ho- 
neft  fellow  enough,  and  one  that  loves  quails,  but  he  hath  not  fo 
much  brain  as  ear-wax  -y  and  the  goodly  transformation  of  Jupiter 
there  his  brother,  the  bull,  the  primitive  ftatue,  and  oblique  me- 
morial of  cuckolds;  a  thrifty  fhooing-horn  in  a  chain,  hanging 
at  his  brother's  leg;  to  what  form,  but  that  he  is,  mould  wit  lar- 
ded with  malice,  and  malice  a  farced  with  wit  turn  him  to?  to  an 
afs  were  nothing,  he  is  both  afs  and  ox;  to  an  ox  were  nothing) 
he  is  both  ox  and  afs;  to  be  a  dog,  a  mule,  a  cat,  a  fitchew,  a 

toad, 

a  forced 
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toad,  a  lizard,  an  owl,  a  puttock,  or  a  herring  without  a  roe,  I 
would  not  care :  but  to  be  Menelaus,  I  would  confpire  againft  deftiny. 
Ask  me  not  what  I  would  be,  if  I  were  not  Therfites ;  for  I  care 
not  to  be  the  lowfe  of  a  lazar,  fb  I  were  not  Menelaus. — 
Hey-day,  fpirits  and  fires ! 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Hector,  Ajax,  Agamemnon,  UlyiTes,  Neflor,  and 

Diomede,   with  lights. 

Aga.  We  go  wrong,  we  go  wrong. 

Ajax.  No,  yonder  'tis,  there  where  we  fee  the  light. 

HeB.  I  trouble  you. 

Ajax.  No,  not  a  whit. 

Enter  Achilles. 

Ulyf.  Here  comes  himfelf  to  guide  you. 

Achil.  Welcome  brave  HeB  or,  welcome  princes  all. 

Aga.  So,  now  fair  prince  of  Troy,  I  bid  good-night. 
Ajax  commands  the  guard  to  tend  on  you. 

HeB.  Thanks,  and  good-night  to  the  Greek's  general. 

Men.  Good-night,  my  lord. 

HeB.  Good-night,  fweet  lord  Menelaus. 

Ther.  Sweet  draught — fweet  quoth  a  —  fweet  fink,  fweet  fewer. 

Achil.  Good-night,  and  welcome,  both  at  once,  to  thofe  that 
go  or  tarry. 

Aga.  Good-night. 

Achil.  Old  Neflor  tarries,  you  too  Diomede 
Keep  HeBor  company  an  hour  or  two. 

Dio.  I  cannot,  lord,  I  have  important  bufinefs, 
The  tide  whereof  is  now ;  good-night,  great  HeBor. 

HeB.  Give  me  your  hand. 


N  i 
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Ulyf.  Follow  his  torch,  he  goes  to  Calcha?  tent : 
I'll  keep  you  company.  [To  Troilus. 

Trot.  Sweet  Sir,  you  honour  me. 
Heft.  And  fo  good-night. 

Ach'il.  Come,  come,  enter  my  tent.  [Exeunt- 
Ther.  That  fame  D'tomede's  a  falfe-hearted  rogue,  a  mod  unjuft 
knave :  I  will  no  more  truft  him  when  he  leers  than  I  will  a  fer- 
pent  when  he  hiffes :  he  will  fpend  his  mouth  and  promife,  like 
Brabler  the  hound  j  but  when  he  performs,  aftronomers  foretel  it, 
that  it  is  prodigious,  there  will  come  fome  change:  the  fun  bor- 
rows of  the  moon,  when  Diomede  keeps  his  word.  I  will  rather 
leave  to  fee  Heffor,  than  not  to  dog  him :  they  fay,  he  keeps  a 

Trojan  drab,  and  ufes  the  traitor  Calchas  his  tent.     I'll  after  

Nothing  but  lechery  j  all  incontinent  varlets.  [Exeunt. 


S  C  E  N  E  III. 

Calchas'^  Tent. 

Enter  Diomede. 

Dto.  X  IT  7  H  A  T  are  you  up  here,  ho  ?  fpeak. 
VV      Cat.  Who  calls? 
Dto.  Diomede -t  Calchas,  I  think  ;  where's  your  daughter  ? 
Cal.  She  comes  to  you. 

Enter  Troilus  and  Ulyffes,    after  them  Therfites. 

Ulyf.  Stand  where  the  torch  may  not  difcover  us. 

Enter  Creflid. 

Trot.  Crejfid  come  forth  to  him  ? 
Dto.  How  now,  my  charge? 

Cre.  Now  my  fweet  guardian ;  hark,  a  word  with  you. 

[Wh'tfpers. 

Trot.  Yea,  fo  familiar?  - 

Uhf. 
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Vlyf.  She  will  fing  to  any  man  at  firft  fight. 
Ther.  And  any  man  may  b  fing  to  her,  if  he  can  take  her 
cliff.    She's  noted. 

Dio.  Will  you  remember  ? 
Cre,  Remember?  yes. 

Dio.  Nay,  but  do  then  j  and  let  your  mind  be  coupled  with 
your  words. 

Trot.  What  mould  (he  remember  ? 
Ulyf  Lift. 

Cre.  Sweet  honey  Greek,  tempt  me  no  more  to  folly. 

Ther.  Roguery  

Dio.  Nay  then. 

Cre.  I'll  tell  you  what. 

Dio.  Fo,  fo,  come  tell  a  pin,  you  are  a  forfworn  — 
Cre.  In  faith  I  can't :  what  would  you  have  me  do  ? 
Ther.  A  jugling  trick,  to  be  fecretly  open. 
Dio.  What  did  you  fwear  you  would  beftow  on  me  ? 
Cre.  I  pr'ythee  do  not  hold  me  to  mine  oath  > 
Bid  me  do  any  thing  but  that,  fweet  Greek. 
Dio,  Good-night. 
Troi.  Hold,  patience  — 
Ulyf.  How  now,  Trojan? 
Cre.  Diomede, 

Dio.  No,  no,  good-night :  I'll  be  your  fool  no  more. 

Troi.  Thy  better  muft. 

Cre.  Hark,  one  word  in  your  ear. 

Troi.  O  plague  and  madnefs ! 

Vlyf.  You  are  mov'd,  prince  ->  let  us  depart,  I  pray  you, 
Left  your  difpleafure  mould  enlarge  it  felf 
To  wrathful  terms :  this  place  is  dangerous ; 
The  time  right  deadly :  1  befeech  you  go. 

Troi.  Behold,  I  pray  you  — 

Ulyf. 

b  find  her,  if  he  can  take  her  life. 
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Ulyf.  Good  my  lord  go  off: 
You  fly  to  great  diftraction :  come,  my  lord. 

Trot.  I  pr'ythee  ftay. 

Ulyf,  You  have  not  patience  ,•  come. 

Trot.  I  pray  you  ftay ;  by  hell,  and  by  hell's  torments, 
will  not  fpeak  a  word. 

Dio.  And  fo  good-night. 

Cre.  Nay,  but  you  part  in  anger. 

Trot,  Doth  that  grieve  thee?  O  wither'd  truth! 

Ulyf  Why,  how  now,  lord  ? 

Trot.  By  Jovey  I  will  be  patient. 

Cre.  Guardian  —  why  Greek  

Dio.  Fo,  fo,  adieu,  you  palter. 

Cre.  In  faith,  I  do  not:  come  hither  once  again. 

Ulyf  You  make,  my  lord,  at  fomething    will  you  go  ? 
You  will  break  out. 

Trot.  She  ftroaks  his  cheek. 

Ulyf  Come,  come. 

Trot.  Nay,  ftay;  by  Jove,  I  will  not  fpeak  a  word. 
There  is  between  my  will  and  all  offences 
A  guard  of  patience :  ftay  a  little  while. 

Ther.  How  the  devil  luxury  with  his  fat  rump  and  potato 
finger  tickles  thefe  together !  fry,  lechery,  fry. 

Dio.  But  will  you  then  ? 

Cre .  In  faith  I  will  come  ,•  never  truft  me  elfe. 

Dio.  Give  me  fome  token  for  the  furety  of  it. 

Cre.  I'll  fetch  you  one.  [Exit. 

Ulyf  You  have  fworn  patience. 

Trot.  Fear  me  not,  fweet  lord, 
I  will  not  be  my  felf,  nor  have  cognition 
Of  what  I  feel :  I  am  all  patience. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Creflida. 

Ther.  Now  the  pledge  -9  now,  now,  now. 
Cre.  Here  Diomede,  keep  this  fleeve. 
Trot. ,  O  beauty !  where's  thy  faith  ? 
Uly/l  My  lord. 

Trot.  I  will  be  patient,  outwardly  I  will. 
Cre.  You  look  upon  that  fleeve,-  behold  it  well : — - 
He  lov'd  me :  —  O  falfe  wench :  —  Give't  me  again. 
Dio.  Whofe  was't? 

Cre.  It  is  no  matter,  now  I  have't  again. 
I  will  not  meet  with  you  to-morrow  night: 
I  pr'ythee,  Diomede,  vifit  me  no  more. 

Ther.  Now  fhe  (harpens :  well  faid  whetftone. 

Dio.  I  mall  have  it.  • 

Cre.  What,  this? 

Dio.  Ay,  that. 

Cre.  O  all  you  gods—  -O  pretty,  pretty  pledge  $ 
Thy  mafter  now  lyes  thinking  in  his  bed 
Of  thee  and  me,  and  fighs,  and  takes  my  glove, 
And  gives  memorial  dainty  kifles  to  it : 
As  I  kifs  thee. 

Dto.  Nay,  do  not  fnatch  it  from  me. 

Cre.  He  that  takes  that,  muft  take  my  heart  withal. 

Dio.  I  had  your  heart  before,  this  follows  it. 

Trot.  I  did  fwear  patience. 

Cre.  You  (hall  not  have  it,  D'tomedei  'faith  you  mall  not, 
111  give  you  fomething  elfe. 

Dio.  I  will  have  this :  whofe  was  it  ? 

Cre.  'Tis  no  matter. 

Dio.  Come  tell  me  whofe  it  was  ? 

Cre. 
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Cre.  'Twas  one  that  lov'd  me  better  than  you  will. 
But  now  you  have  it,  take  it. 
Dio.  Whofe  was  it  ? 

Cre.  By  all  Diana's  waiting-women  yonder, 
And  by  her  felf,  I  will  not  tell  you  whofe. 

Dio.  To-morrow  will  I  wear  it  on  my  helm, 
And  grieve  his  fpirit  that  dares  not  challenge  it. 

Trot,  Wert  thou  the  devil,   and  wor'ft  it  on  thy  horn, 
It  mould  be  challeng'd. 

Cre.  Well,  well,  'tis  done,  'tis  paft;  and  yet  it  is  not — - 
I  will  not  keep  my  word. 

Dio,  Why  then  farewel, 
Thou  never  (halt  mock  Diomede  again. 

Cre.  You  (hall  not  go ;  —  one  cannot  fpeak  a  word, 
But  it  ftraight  ftarts  you. 

Dio.  I  do  not  like  this  fooling. 

Tber.  Nor  I,  by  Pluto :  but  that  that  likes  not  you,  pleafes  me 

bed. 

Dio.  What,  fhall  I  come?  the  hour? 

Cre .  Ay,  come :  —  O  Jove !  —  do,  come :  —  I  (hall  be  plagu'd. 

Dio.  Farewell  'till  then.  [Exit. 

Cre.  Good-night:  I  pr'ythee  come. 
Troilus,  farewel    one  eye  yet  looks  on  thee, 
But  with  my  heart  the  other  eye  doth  fee  — 
Ah  poor  our  fex  j  this  fault  in  us  I  find, 
The  error  of  our  eye  directs  our  mind. 
What  error  leads,  mufterr:  O  then  conclude, 
Minds  fway'd  by  eyes  are  full  of  turpitude.  [Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

Tier.  A  proof  of  ftrength  me  could  not  publiih  more; 
Unlefs  me  fay,  my  mind  is  now  turn'd  whore. 

Ulyf. 
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Ulyf  All's  done,  my  lord. 
Trot.  It  is. 

Ulyf.  Why  ftay  we  then  ? 
Trot.  To  make  a  recordation  to  my  foul, 
Of  every  fyllable  that  here  was  Ipoke  : 
But  if  I  tell  how  thefe  two  did  co-ad, 
Shall  I  not  lie  in  publiming  a  truth? 
Sith  yet  there  is  a  credence  in  my  heart, 
An  efperance  fo  obftinately  ftrong, 
That  doth  invert  that  teft  of  eyes  and  ears  ; 
As  if  thofe  organs  had  deceptious  functions, 
Created  only  to  calumniate. 
Was  Crejfid here? 

Ulyf  I  cannot  conjure,  Trojan. 

Trot.  She  was  not  fare. 

Ulyf  Moft  fare  (he  was. 

Trot.  Why,  my  negation  hath  no  tafte  of  madnefs. 

Ulyf  Nor  mine,  my  lord :  Crejfid  was  here  but  now. 

Trot.  Let  it  not  be  believ'd,  for  woman-hood ! 
Think  we  had  mothers  y  do  not  give  advantage 
To  ftubborn  criticks,  apt  without  a  theme 
For  depravation,  to  fquare  all  the  fex 
By  Creffid'%  rule.    Rather  think  this  not  Crejfid. 

Ulyf.  What  hath  fhe  done,  Prince,  that  can  foil  our  mothers  ? 

Trot.  Nothing  at  all,  unlefs  that  this  were  me. 

Ther.  Will  he  fwagger  himfelf  out  of  his  own  eyes  ? 

Trot.  This  me?  no,  this  is  Diomede's  Crejfida. 
If  beauty  have  a  foul,  this  is  not  me: 
If  fouls  guide  vows,  if  vows  are  fandimony, 
If  fandimony  be  the  gods  delight, 
If  there  be  rule  in  unity  it  lelf, 
This  is  not  fhe.    O  madnefs  of  difcourfe! 
That  caufe  fets  up  with  and  againft  thy  felf! 
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c  By-fold  authority!  where  reafon  can  revolt 
Without  perdition,  lofs  affume  all  reafon 
Without  revolt.    This  is,  and  is  not  Crejfid. 
Within  my  foul  there  doth  commence  a  fight 
Of  this  ftrange  nature,  that  a  thing  infeparate 
Divides  far  wider  than  the  sky  and  earth, 
And  yet  the  fpacious  breadth  of  this  divifion 
Admits  no  orifice  for  a  point  as  fubtle 
As  flight  Arachne's  broken  woof,  to  enter. 
Inftance,  O  inftance!  ftrong  as  Pluto's  gates; 
Creffid  is  mine,  tied  with  the  bonds  of  heav'n : 
Inftance,  O  inftance !  ftrong  as  heav'n  it  felf, 
The  bonds  of  heav'n  are  flip'd,  diffolv'd  and  loos'd, 
And  with  another  knot  five-finger-tied: 
The  fractions  of  her  faith,  orts  of  her  love, 
The  fragments,  fcraps,  the,  bits,  and  greafie  reliques 
Of  her  o'er-eaten  faith,  are  bound  to  Diomede. 

U/yf.  May  worthy  Troilus  be  half  attach'd 
With  that  which  here  his  paftion  doth  exprefs  ? 

Trot.  Ay,  Greek,  and  that  (hall  be  divulged  well; 
In  characters,  as  red  as  Mars  his  heart 

Inflam'd  with  Venus  ne'er  did  young  man  fancy 

With  fo  eternal,  and  fo  fix'd  a  foul  

Hark,  Greek,  as  much  as  I  do  CreJJid  love, 
So  much  by  weight  hate  I  her  Diomede. 
That  fleeve  is  mine,  that  hell  bear  in  his  helm: 
Were  it  a  cask  compos'd  by  Vulcan's  skill, 
My  fword  fhould  bite  it :  not  the  dreadful  fpout, 
Which  fhip-men  do  thehurricano  call, 
Conftring'd  in  mafs  by  the  almighty  d  fun, 
Shall  dizzy  with  more  clamour  Neptune's  ea* 
In  his  defcent,  than  mail  my  prompted  fword 
Falling  on  Diomede. 
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Ther.  He'll  tickle  it  for  his  concupy. 

Trot.  OCreJfid/  O  falfe  CreJ/Id  /  falfc,  falfe,  falfe! 
Let  all  untruths  ftand  by  thy  ftained  name, 
And  they'll  feem  glorious. 

Ulyf.  O  contain  your  (elf: 
Your  paflion  draws  ears  hither. 

Enter  ifcneas. 

JEne.  I  have  been  feeking  you  this  hour,  my  lord: 
HeBor  by  this  is  arming  him  in  Troy. 
Ajaxy  your  guard,  ftays  to  conduct  you  home. 

Trot.  Have  with  you,  prince ;  my  courteous  lord  adieu. 
Farewel,  revolted  fair:  and,  Dtomede, 
Stand  faft,  and  wear  a  caftle  on  thy  head. 

Ulyf  I'll  bring  you  to  the  gates. 

Trot,  Accept  diftracted  thanks. 

[Exeunt  Troilus,  iEneas,  and  UlyfTes. 

Ther.  Would  I  could  meet  that  rogue  D'iomedey  I  would  croak 
like  a  raven :  I  would  bode,  I  would  bode.  Patroclus  will  give 
me  any  thing  for  the  intelligence  of  this  whore :  the  parrot  will 
not  do  more  for  an  almond,  than  he  for  a  commodious  drab  : 
letchery,  letchery,  ftill  wars  and  letchery,  nothing  elfe  holds 
fafhion.    A  burning  devil  take  them!  [Exit. 


S  C  E  N  E  VI. 

I'-,-.  TROT.         •'  \  ,^^H^^n 

Enter  He&or  and  Andromache. 
And.  TT7HEN  was  my  lord  fo  much  ungently  temper'd, 

VV    To  ftop  his  ears  againft  admonifhment  ? 
Unarm,  unarm,  and  do  not  fight  to-day. 
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HeB,  You  train  me  to  offend  you  $  get  you  gone. 
By  all  the  everlafting  gods,  I'll  go. 

Ant.  My  dreams  will  fure  prove  ominous  to-day. 
HeB.  No  more,  I  fay. 

Enter  Caffandra. 

Caf.  Where  is  my  brother  HeBor? 

And.  Here  fifter,  arm'd,  and  bloody  in  intent : 
Confbrt  with  me  in  loud  and  dear  petition  ,• 
Purfue  we  him  on  knees ;  for  I  have  dreamt 
Of  bloody  turbulence ;  and  this  whole  night 
Hath  nothing  been  but  fhapes  and  forms  of  flaughter. 

Caf  O,  'tis  true. 

HeB.  Ho !  bid  my  trumpet  found. 

Caf  No  notes  of  fally,  for  the  heav'ns,  fweet  brother 

HeB.  Be  gone,  I  fay :  the  gods  have  heard  me  fwear. 

Caf  The  gods  are  deaf  to  hot  and  peevifh  vows; 
They  are  polluted  offerings,  more  abhorr'd 
Than  fpotted  livers  in  the  facrifice. 

And.  O  be  perfwaded,  do  not  count  it  holy, 
To  hurt  by  being  juft ;  it  were  as  lawful 
For  us  to  count  we  give  what's  gain'd  by  thefts, 
And  rob  in  the  behalf  of  chanty. 

Caf.  It  is  the  purpofe  that  makes  ftrong  the  vow; 
But  vows  to  every  purpofe  rauft  not  hold : 
Unarm,  fweet  HeBor 

HeB.  Hold  you  (till,  I  fay; 
Mine  honour  keeps  the  weather  of  my  fate; 
Life  every  man  holds  dear,  but  the  brave  man 
Holds  honour  far  more  precious-dear  than  life. 

Enter  Troilus. 


How  now,  young  man ;  mean'ft  thou  to  fight  to-day  ? 
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And.  Cajfandray  call  my  father  to  perfwade.    [Exit  Caflandra. 
HeB.  No  faith,  young  Trotlus ;  doff  thy  harnefs,  youth  : 
I  am  to-day  i'th'  vein  of  chivalry : 
Let  grow  thy  finews  till  their  knots  be  ftrong, 
And  tempt  not  yet  the  brufhes  of  the  war. 
Unarm  thee,  go,-  and  doubt  thou  not,  brave  boy, 
I'll  ftand  to-day,  for  thee,  and  me,  and  Troy. 

Trot.  Brother,  you  have  a  vice  of  mercy  in  you  ,• 
Which  better  fits  a  lion,  than  a  man. 

HeB.  What  vice  is  that  ?  good  Trot/us,  chide  me  for  it. 

Trot.  When  many  times  the  captive  Grecians  fall, 
Ev'n  in  the  fan  and  wind  of  your  fair  fword, 
You  bid  them  rife,  and  live. 

HeB.  O,  'tis  fair  play. 

Trot.  Fools-play,  by  heav'n,  HeBor. 

HeB.  How  now  2  how  now  ? 

Trot.  For  love  of  all  the  gods, 
Let's  leave  the  hermit  pity  with  our  mothers  $ 
And  when  we  have  our  armours  buckled  on, 
The  venom'd  vengeance  ride  upon  our  fwords, 
Spur  them  to  ruful  work,  rein  them  from  ruth. 

HeB.  Fie,  favage,  fic. 

Trot.  HeBor,  thus  'tis  in  wars. 

HeB.  Troilus,  I  would  not  have  you  fight  to-day. 

Trot.  Who  fbould  with-hold  me  ? 
Not  fate,  obedience,  nor  the  hand  of  Mars 
Beckning  with  fiery  truncheon  my  retire , 
Not  Pr'tamus  and  Hecuba  on  knees, 
Their  eyes  o'er-galled  with  recourfe  of  tears  j 
Nor  you,  my  brother,  with  your  true  fword  drawn 
Opposed  to  hinder  me,  mould  ftop  my  way, 
But  by  my  ruin. 
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SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Priam  and  Caflandra. 

Caf  Lay  hold  upon  him,  Priam  hold  him  faft  : 
He  is  thy  crutch  j  now  if  thou  lofe  thy  ftay, 
Thou  on  him  leaning  and  all  Troy  on  thee, 
Fall  all  together. 

Priam.  HeBor  come,  go  back: 
Thy  wife  hath  dreamt  •>  thy  mother  hath  had  vifions ; 
Cajfandra  doth  forefee    and  I  my  felf, 
Am  like  a  prophet,  (uddenly  enrapt 
To  tell  thee  that  this  day  is  ominous : 
Therefore  come  back. 

HeB.  Apneas  is  a-field, 
And  I  do  ftand  engag'd  to  many  Greeks, 
Ev'n  in  the  faith  of  valour,  to  appear 
This  morning  to  them. 

Priam.  But  thou  (halt  not  go. 

HeB.  I  muft  not  break  my  faith : 
You  know  me  dutiful,  therefore,  dear  Sir, 
Let  me  not  (hame  refpect  j  but  give  me  leave 
To  take  that  courfe  by  your  confent  and  voice, 
Which  you  do  here  forbid  me,  Royal  Priam. 

Caf.  O,  Priam,  yield  not  to  him. 

And.  Do  not,  dear  father. 

HeB.  Andromache,  I  am  offended  with  you . 
Upon  the  love  you  bear  me,  get  you  in.        [Exit  Andromache. 

Trot.  This  foolifh,  dreaming,  fuperftitious  girl, 
Makes  all  thefe  bodements. 

Caf.  O  farewel,  dear  HeBor: 
Look  how  thou  dieft;  look  how  thy  eyes  turn  pale  ! 
Look  how  thy  wounds  do  bleed  at  many  vents ! 

Hark 
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Hark  how  Troy  roars  ,•  how  Hecuba  cries  out ; 
How  poor  Andromache  ftirills  her  dolour  forth! 
Behold  diftra&ion,  frenzy  and  amazement, 
Like  witlefs  anticks,  one  another  meet, 
And  all  cry,  Heffor,  Heflor's  dead!  O  HeBor\ 
Trot.  Away. 

Caf.  Farewel :  yet,  foft :  HeBor,  I  take  my  leave  ,• 
Thou  do'ft  thy  felf  and  all  our  Troy  deceive.  [Exit. 

Heel.  You  are  amaz'd,  my  liege,  at  her  exclaim : 
Go  in  and  cheer  the  town,  we'll  forth  and  fight ; 
Do  deeds  worth  praife,  and  tell  you  them  at  night. 

Priam.  Farewel :  the  gods  with  fafety  {land  about  thee. 

[Alarum. 

Trot.  They're  at  it,  hark :  proud  Diomede,  believe 
I  come  to  lofe  my  arm,  or  win  my  ileeve. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Pand.  Do  you  hear,  my  lord  ?  do  you  hear  ? 
Trot.  What  now  ? 

Pand.  Here's  a  letter  come  from  yond  poor  girl. 
Trot.  Let  me  read. 

Pand.  A  whorfon  ptifick,  a  whorfon  rafcally  ptifick  fo  troubles 
me;  and  the  foolifh  fortune  of  this  girl,  and  what  one  thing 
and  what  another,  that  I  mall  leave  you  one  o'thefe  days; 
and  I  have  a  rheum  in  mine  eyes  too,  and  fuch  an  ach  in  my 
bones,  that  unlefs  a  man  were  curft,  I  cannot  tell  what  to 
think on't.    What  fays  fhe,  there? 

Trot.  Words,  words,  meer  words;  no  matter  from  the  heart. 
Th'  erTed  doth  operate  another  way.i  [Tearing  the  letter. 

Go  wind  to  wind,  there  turn  and  change  together : 
My  love  with  words  and  errors  ftill  fhe  feeds ; 
But  edifies  another  with  her  deeds.  Pand. 
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Pand.  Why,  but  hear  you  — 
Trot.  Hence,  brothel,  laccjuy !  ignominy  and  mame 
Purfae  thy  life,  and  live  ay  with  thy  name.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IX. 

The  field  between  Troy  and  the  Camp. 

[Alarum]  Enter  Therfites. 

Ther.  \TOW  they  are  clapper-clawing  one  another,  I'll  go 

JL^I  look  on  :  that  diffembling  abominable  varlet,  Dio- 
mede,  has  got  that  fame  fcurvy,  doating,  foolim  young  knave's 
fleeve  of  Troy,  there  in  his  helm :  I  would  fain  fee  them  meet, 
that,  that  fame  young  Trojan  afs  that  loves  the  whore  there, 
might  fend  that  Greekijh  whore-mafterly  vallain,  with  the  fleeve, 
back  to  the  difTembling  luxurious  drab,  of  a  fleevelefs  errant. 
O'th5  t'other  fide,  the  policy  of  thofe  crafty  fwearing  rafcals,  that 
ftale  old  moufe-eaten  dry  cheefe  Neftor,  and  that  fame  dog-fox 
Ulyjfes,  is  not  prov'd  worth  a  blackberry.  They  fet  me  up  in  po- 
licy that  mungril  cur  Ajax,  againft  that  dog  of  as  bad  a  kind, 
Achilles.  And  now  is  the  cur  Ajax  prouder  than  the  cur  Achilles, 
and  will  not  arm  to-day.  Whereupon  the  Grecians  begin  to  pro- 
claim  barbarifm,  and  policy  grows  into  an  ill  opinion. 

Enter  Diomede  and  Troilus. 

Soft  —  here  comes  fleeve,  and  t'other. 

Trot.  Fly  not ;  for  fhould'ft  thou  take  the  river  Styx, 
I  would  fwim  after. 

Dio.  Thou  doft  mifcall  Retire: 
I  do  not  fly,  but  advantagious  care 
Withdrew  me  from  the  odds  of  multitude,- 

Have  at  thee !  [They  go  off' fighting 

Ther.  Hold  thy  whore,  Grecian:  now  for  thy  whore,  Trojan : 
now  the  fleeve,  now  the  fleeve,  now  the  fleeve ! 
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Enter  Hector. 

HeB.  What  art  thou,  Greek  >  art  thou  for  Heftor's  match  ? 
Art  thou  of  blood  and  honour  ? 

Ther.  No,  no :  I  am  a  rafcal ;  a  fcurvy  railing  knave ;  a  very 
filthy  rogue. 

Hefl.  I  do  believe  thee  —  live.  [Exit* 
Ther.  God-a-mercy,  that  thou  wilt  believe  me  ;  but  a  plague 
break  thy  neck  for  frighting  me !  What's  become  of  the 
wenching  rogues?  I  think  they  have  fwallowed  one  another. 
I  would  laugh  at  that  miracle  —  yet  in  a  fort,  letchery  eats  it  felf: 
I'll  feek  them.  [Exit. 

Enter  Diomedes  aud  Servant. 

Dio.  Go  go,  my  fervant,  take  thou  Troilus's  horfe, 
Prefent  the  fair  fteed  to  my  lady  CreJJid: 
Fellow,  commend  my  fervice  to  her  beauty : 
Tell  her,  I  have  chaftis'd  the  amorous  Trojan, 
And  am  her  knight  by  proof. 

Ser.  I  go,  my  lord. 

SCENE  XI. 

Enter  Agamemnon. 

Aga.  Renew,  renew :  the  fierce  Polydamas 
Hath  beat  down  Menon :  baftard  Margarelon 
Hath  Doreus  prifoner, 
And  (lands  Co/o/fus-mk,  waving  his  beam 
Upon  the  pafhed  coarfes  of  the  kings, 
Epiftropus  and  Odius.  Polyxenus  is  llain  j 
Amphimachus  and  Thoas  deadly  hurt ; 
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Patroclus  ta'en  or  flain,  and  Palamedes 
Sore  hurt  and  bruis'd ;  the  dreadful  e  Sagittary 
Appals  our  numbers :  hafte  we,  Diomede, 
To  reinforcement,  or  we  perifh  all. 

Enter  Neftor. 

Nefi.  Go  bear  Patroclus'  body  to  Achilles, 
And  bid  the  fnail'd-pac'd  Ajax  arm  for  fhame. 
There  are  a  thoufand  Heclors  in  the  field  : 
Now  here  he  fights  on  Galathe  his  horfe, 
And  there  lacks  work ;  anon  he's  there  a-foot, 
And  there  they  fly  or  dye,  like  fcaled  fhoals 
Before  the  belching  whale :  then  is  he  yonder, 
And  there  the  ftrawy  Greeks,  ripe  for  his  edge, 
Fall  down  before  him,  like  the  mower's  fwath ; 
Here,  there,  and  ev'ry  where,  he  leaves  and  takes; 
Dexterity  fo  obeying  appetite, 
That  what  he  will,  he  does ;  and  does  fo  much, 
That  proof  is  call'd  impoflibility. 

Enter  Ulyffes. 

Ulyf.  Oh,  courage,  courage,  princes  j  great  Achilles 
Is  arming,  weeping,  curfing,  vowing  vengeance j 
Patroclus'  wounds  have  rowz'd  his  drowfie  blood, 
Together  with  his  mangled  Myrmidons, 
That  nofelefs,  handlels,  hackt  and  chipt,  come  to  him, 

Crying  on  Htclor.    Ajax  hath  loft  a  friend, 

And  foams  at  mouth,  and  he  is  arm'd,  and  at  it, 

Roaring  for  Troths,  who  hath  done  to-day 

Mad  and  fantaftick  execution : 

Engaging  and  redeeming  of  himfelf, 

With  fuch  a  carelefs  force,  and  forcelefs  care, 

As  if  that  luck  in  very  fpite  of  cunning 

Bad  him  win  all.  SCENE 
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SCENE  XII. 

Enter  Ajax. 

Ajax.  Troilus,  thou  coward  Troths.  [Exit. 
Dio.  Ay,  there,  there. 

Nefi.  So,  fo,  we  draw  together.  [Exeunt: 

Enter  Achilles. 

Achil.  Where  is  this  HeB  or  1 
Come,  come,  thou  boy-killer,  fhew  me  thy  face : 
Know  what  it  is  to  meet  Achilles  angry. 

HeBor,  where's  HeBor  ?  I  will  none  but  HeBor.  [Exit> 

Re-enter  Ajax. 
Ajax.  Troths,  thou  coward  Troths,  mew  thy  head. 

Re-enter  Diomede. 
Dto.  Troths,  I  fay,  where's  Troths  ? 

Ajax.  What  wouldft  thou  ?  j 
Dto.  I  would  correct  him. 

Ajax.  Were  I  the  general,  thou  fhould'ft  have  my  office, 
Ere  that  correction :  Troths,  I  fay,  what  Troths  ? 

Enter  Troilus. 

Trot.  Oh  traitor  Diomede  /  turn  thy  falfe  face,  thou  traitor, 
And  pay  thy  life,  thou  oweft  me  for  my  horfe. 
Dio.  Ha,  art  thou  there  ? 
Ajax.  I'll  fight  with  him  alone :  ftand  Diomede. 
Dio.  He  is  my  prize,  I  will  not  look  upon. 
Trot.  Come  both  you  cogging  Greeks,  have  at  you  both. 

[Exeunt  fighting. 

Enter  Hector. 

HeB.  Yea,  Troilus  ?  O  well  fought !  my  youngeft  brother. 

Enter  Achilles. 
Achil.  Now  do  I  fee  thee    have  at  thee,  HeBor. 
HeB.  Paufe,  if  thou  wilt.  [Fight. 
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Ach  'il.  I  do  difdain  thy  courtefie,  proud  Trojan. 
Be  happy  that  my  arms  are  out  of  u(e, 
My  reft  and  negligence  befriend  thee  now, 
But  thou  anon  malt  hear  of  me  again : 
Till  when,  go  feek  thy  fortune. 

Heel.  Fare  thee  well  ,• 
I  would  have  been  much  more  a  frefher  man, 
Had  I  expected  thee.  How  now,  my  brother  ? 

Enter  Troilus. 

Trot.  Ajax  hath  ta'en  /Eneas*,  fhall  it  be? 
No,  by  the  flame  of  yonder  glorious  heav'n 
He  fhall  not  carry  him :  I'll  be  taken  too, 
Or  bring  him  off:  Fate,  hear  me  what  I  fay,* 
I  f  reck  not,  though  thou  end  my  life  to-day.  [Exit. 

Enter  one  in  armour. 

Heel.  Stand,  ftand,  thou  Greek,  thou  art  a  goodly  mark  : 
No?  wilt  thou  not?.  I  like  thy  armour  well, 
I'll  frufh  it,  and  unlock  the  rivets  all, 
But  I'll  be  mafter  of  it  •  wilt  thou  not,  beaft,  abide  ? 
Why  then  fly  on,  I'll  hunt  thee  for  thy  hide.  [Exit. 
Enter  Achilles  with  Myrmidons. 

Achil.  Come  here  about  me,  you  my  Myrmidons. 
Mark  what  I  fay,  attend  me  where  I  wheel  • 
Strike  not  a  ftroke,  but  keep  your  felves  in  breath 
And  when  I  have  the  bloody  HeBor  found, 
Empale  him  with  your  weapons  round  about: 
In  felled  manner  execute  your  arms. 
Follow  me,  firs,  and  my  proceeding  eye  : 
It  is  decreed  —  HeBor  the  great  muft  dye,  [Exeunt. 


•f  Or,  care  not. 
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SCENE  XHI. 

Enter  Therfites,   Menelaus  and  Paris. 

Ther.  The  cuckold,  and  the  cuckold- maker  are  at  it:  now 
bull,  now  dog;  'loo,  Pans,  'loo;  now  my  double-hen'd  «  fpar- 
row,-  'loo,  Paris,  'loo;  the  bull  has  the  game:  'ware  horns,  ho. 

[Ex.  Paris  and  Menelaus, 

Enter  Baftard. 

Baft.  Turn,  flave,  and  fight. 

Ther.  What  art  thou  ? 

Baft.  A  baftard  (on  of  Priam's. 
r  Ther.  I  am  a  baftard  too,  I  love  baftards.  I  am  a  baftard  be- 
got, baftard  inftructed,  baftard  in  mind,  baftard  in  valour,  in 
every  thing  illegitimate :  one  bear  will  not  bite  another,  and  where- 
fore fhould  one  baftard  ?  take  heed,  the  quarrel's  moft  ominous  to  us : 
If  the  fon  of  a  whore  fight  for  a  whore,  he  tempts  judgment: 
farewel  baftard. 

Baft.  The  devil  take  thee  coward*  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  XIV. 

Enter  Hector. 

HeB.  Moft  putrified  core !  fo  fair  without:  — 
Thy  goodly  armour  thus  hath  coft  thy  life. 
Now  is  my  day's  work  done    I'll  take  my  breath  : 
Reft  fword,  thou  haft  thy  fill  of  blood  and  death. 

Enter  Achilles  and  his  Myrmidons. 
Ach'il.  Look  HeBor,  now  the  fun  begins  to  (et$ 
How  ugly  night  comes  breathing  at  his  heels  : 
Ev'n  with  the  veil  and  darkningof  the  fun, 
To  clofe  the  day  up,  HeBofs  life  is  done. 

[They  fall  upon  Hector  and  Hill  him. 

HeB. 
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Heel.  I  am  unarm'd,  forego  this  vantage,  Greek. 

Achil.  Strike,  fellows,  ftrike,  this  is  the  man  I  feek. 
So,  Ilion,  fall  thou  next.    Now,  Troy,  fink  down : 
Here  lies  thy  heart,  thy  finews  and  thy  bone. 
On  Myrmidons,  and  cry  you  all  amain, 

Achilles  hath  the  mighty  Heel  or  flain.  [Exeunt. 
Hark,  a  retreat  upon  our  Grecian  part. 

Myr.  The  Trojan  trumpets  found  the  like,  my  lord. 

Achil.  The  dragon  wing  of  night  o'erfpreads  the  earth  j 
And,  ftickler-like,  the  armies  feparate  -y  * 
Come,  tye  his  body  to  my  horfe's  tail : 

Along  the  field  I  will  the  Trojan  trail.  [Exeunt. 

[Sound  retreat.  Shout. 
Enter  Agamemnon,  Ajax,  Menelaus,  Neftor,  Diomede, 
and  the  refi,  marching. 
Aga.  Hark,  hark,  what  lliout  is  that  \ 
Nefl.  Peace,  drums. 

Sol.  Achilles/  Achilles/  Heclor's  flain!  Achilles/ 

Dio.  The  bruit  is,  Hec~lor\  flain,  and  by  Achilles. 

Ajax.  If  it  is  fo,  yet  bragiefs  let  it  be: 
Great  He 51  or  was  as  good  a  man  as  he. 

Aga.  March  patiently  along    let  one  be  (ent 
To  pray  Achilles  fee  us  at  our  tent. 
If  in  his  death  the  gods  have  us  befriended, 
Great  Troy  is  ours,  and  our  (harp  wars  are  ended.  [Exeunt. 

S  N  E  N  E  XV. 

Enter  iEneas,  Paris,  Antenor  and  Deiphobus. 

JEne.  Stand  ho,  yet  are  we  matters  of  the  field, 
Never  go  home,  here  ftarve  we  out  the  night. 

Enter 

*  the  armies  feparate  j 

My  half-fupt  fword,  that  frankly  would  have  fed, 
Pleas'd  with  this  dainty  bit,  thus  goes  to  bed. 
Come,  tye  &c. 
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Enter  Troilus. 

Trot.  HeBor  is  flain. 

All.  HeBor!  —  the  gods  forbid ! 

Trot.  He's  dead,  and  at  the  murtherer's  horfe's  tail 
la  beaftly  fort  dragg'd  through  the  (hameful  field. 
Frowa  on,  you  heav'ns,  effect  your  rage  with  (peed ; 
Sit  gods  upon  your  thrones,  and  (mile  at  Troy. 
I  (ay  at  once,  let  your  brief  plagues  be  mercy, 
And  linger  not  our  fure  deflructions  on. 

JEne.  My  lord,  you  do  difcomfort  all  the  hod. 

Trot.  You  underftand  me  not,  that  tell  me  fo  : 
I  do  not  (peak  of  flight,  of  fear,  of  death, 
But  dare  all  imminence,  that  gods  and  men 
Addrefs  their  dangers  in.    HeBor  is  gone ! 
Who  (hall  tell  Pr'tam  fo  ?  or  Hecuba  ? 
Let  him  that  will  a  fcrietch-owl  ay  be  call'd, 
Go  in  to  Troy,  and  fay  there,  HeBor's  dead  : 
That  is  a  word  will  Pr  'tam  turn  to  ftone ; 
Make  wells  and  N'tobes  of  the  maids  and  wives  j 
Cold  ftatues  of  the  youth ;  and  in  a  word, 
Scare  Troy  out  of  it  felf.    But  march  away, 
HeBor  is  dead :  there  is  no  more  to  fay. 
Stay  yet,  you  vile  abominable  tents, 
Thus  proudly  pight  upon  our  Phrygian  plains : 
Let  Titan  rife  as  early  as  he  dare, 

111  through  and  through  you.    And  thou,  great-fiz'd  coward ! 

No  (pace  of  earth  (hall  funder  our  two  hates, 

I'll  haunt  thee,  like  a  wicked  confcience  ftill, 

That  mouldeth  goblins  fwift  as  frenfy's  thoughts. 

Strike  a  free  march  to  Troy/  with  comfort  go : 

Hope  of  revenge  (hall  hide  our  inward  woe. 

Enter  Pandarus. 
Pan.  But  hear  you,  hear  you  \ 
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Trot.  Hence,  brothel,  lacky ;  ignominy,  fhame  [Strikes  him, 
Purfue  thy  life,  and  live  aye  with  thy  name.  [Exeunt. 

Pan.  A  goodly  med'cine  for  mine  a  king  bones!  Oh  world! 
world!  world!  thus  is  the  poor  agent  defpis'd:  Oh,  traitors  and 
bawds,  how  earneftly  are  you  fet  at  work,  and  how  ill  requited?  why 
fnould  our  endeavour  be  fb  lov'd,  and  the  performance  fo  loath'di 
what  verfe  for  it?  what  inftance  for  it?  —  let  me  fee  — 
Full  merrily  the  humble-bee  doth  fing, 
'Till  he  hath  loft  his  honey  and  his  fting; 

But  being  once  fubdu'd  in  armed  tail, 

Sweet  honey  and  fweet  notes  together  fail. 

Good  traders  in  the  flefh,  fet  this  in  your  painted  cloths  — 

As  many  as  be  here  of  Pandar's  hall, 

Your  eyes  half  out,  weep  out  at  Pandar's  fall  $ 

Or  if  you  cannot  weep,  yet  give  fome  groans, 

Though  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  aking  bones. 

Brethren  and  fitters  of  the  hold-door  trade, 

Some  two  months  hence  my  will  mall  here  be  made: 

It  mould  be  now;  but  that  my  fear  is  this, 
*f  Some  galled  goofe  of  Winchefter  would  hifs  ■> 

'Till  then,  111  fweat,  and  feek  about  for  eafes, 

And  at  that  time  bequeath  you  my  difeafes.  [Exit. 

■\  Tbepuhlkk  flews  were  anciently  under  the  jurifdiclim  of  the  Bijhop  of  Winchefter. 


C  Y  M- 


CYMBELINE. 

TRAGEDY. 


Vol  VL 


Q. 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


CYMBELINE,  King  of  Britain. 
Cloten,  Son  to  the  Queen  by  a  former  husband. 

Leonatus  Pollhumus,  a  gentleman  in  love  with  the  Trincefi,  and  pri- 
vately married  to  her. 
Guiderius,  ?    <Difgu  'ud  under  the  names  0/Polidore  tftf^Cadwal,  fuppo- 
Arviragus,f      fed  fons  to  Bellarius. 

Bellarius,  a  banifl?d  Lord,  difguiid  under  the  name  of  Morgan. 

Philario,  an  Italian,  Friend  to  Pofthumus. 

Iachirao,  Friend  to  Philario. 

Caius  Lucius,  Ambaffador  from  Rome. 

Pifanio,  Servant  to  Pofthumus. 

A  French  gentleman,  friend  to  Philario. 

Cornelius,  a  7)oclor,  Servant  to  the  Queen. 

Two  Gentlemen. 

Queen,  Wife  to  Cymbeline. 

Imogen,  ^Daughter  to  Cymbeline  by  a  former  Queen. 
Helen,  Woman  to  Imogen. 

Lords,  Laches,  Roman  Senators,  Tribunes,  Ghofts,  a  Sooth/ay  er7 
Captains,  Soldiers,  Mejfengers,  and  other  attendants. 

Scene?  for  fome  part  of  the  fir ft \  fecond,  and  third 
Atth  lyes  in  Rome ;  for  the  reft  of  the  Play  tn  Britain. 

Story  partly  taken  from  Boccace'*  Decameron,   day  2.  nov.  9. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

Cymbeline'j  Palace  m  Britain. 
Enter  two  Gentlemen, 
i  Gentleman. 


mm 


l^BBBPB  ^  ^  ^°  not  meet  a  man  ^ut  ^rowns»    ^ur  bloods 
No  more  obey  the  heavens  than  our  courtiers; 

But  feem  as  do's  the  king's. 
2  Gent.  But  what's  the  matter  ? 
i  Gent.  His  daughter,  and  the  heir  of's  king- 
dom (whom 
He  purpos'd  to  his  wife's  fole  fon,  a  widow 
That  late  he  married)  hath  referr'd  her  felf 
Unto  a  poor,  but  worthy  gentleman. 
She's  wedded. 

Her  husband  banifh'd  j  me  imprifon'd.  All 
Is  outward  forrow,  though  I  think  the  king 
Be  touch'd  at  very  heart. 

z  Gent.  None  but  the  king? 

i  Gent.  He  that  hath  loft:  her  too :  fo  is  the  queen, 
That  moft  dehYd  the  match.    But  not  a  courtier, 
(Although  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 
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Of  the  king's  looks)  but  hath  a  heart  that  is  not 
Glad  at  the  thing  they  fcoul  at. 
2  Gent.  And  why  fo  ? 

1  Gent.  He  that  hath  mifs'd  the  princefs,  is  a  thing 
Too  bad  for  bad  report :  and  he  that  hath  her, 

(I  mean  that  marry'd  her,  alack  good  man  \ 
And  therefore  banifh'd)  is  a  creature  fuch, 
As  to  feek  through  the  regions  of  the  earth 
For  one  his  like,  there  would  be  fomething  failing 
In  him  that  fhouki  compare.    I  do  not  think, 
So  fair  an  outward,  and  fuch  fluff  within 
Endows  a  man  but  him. 

2  Gent.  You  fpeak  him  fair. 

1  Gent.  I  do  extend  him,  Sir,  within  himfelf, 
Crufh  him  together,  rather  than  unfold 

His  meafure  fully. 

2  Gent.  What's  his  name  and  birth? 

i  Gent.  I  cannot  delve  him  to  the  root :  his  father 
Was  call'd  Sicil/us,  who  did  join  his  honour 
Againft  the  Romans,  with  Caffibelan, 
But  had  his  titles  by  Tenanrius,  whom 
He  ferv'd  with  glory  and  admir'd  fuccefs ; 
So  gain'd  the  fur-addition,  Leonatus. 
And  had,  befides  this  gentleman  in  queftion, 
Two  other  fons ;  who  in  the  wars  o'th'  time 
Dy'd  with  their  fwords  in  hand.    For  which  their  father, 
(Then  old  and  fond  of  ifTue)  took  fuch  forrow 
That  he  quit  being  j  and  his  gentle  lady 
Big  of  this  gentleman,  our  theam,  deceas'd, 
As  he  was  born.    The  king,  he  takes  the  babe 
To  his  protection,  calls  him  Pofthumus, 
Breeds  him,  and  makes  him  of  his  bed-chamber, 
Puts  to  him  all  the  learnings  that  his  time 
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Could  make  him  the  receiver  of,  which  he  took 
As  we  do  air,  faft  as  'twas  miniftred. 
His  Spring  became  a  harveft :  liv'd  in  court 
(Which  rare  it  is  to  do,)  moft  prais'd,  moftlov'd, 
A  fample  to  the  young'ftj  to  th'  more  mature, 
A  glafs  that  featur'd  them ;  and  to  the  graver, 
A  child  that  guided  dotards.    To  his  miftrefs, 
(For  whom  he  now  is  banifh'd)  her  own  price 
Proclaims  how  (he  efteem'd  him  and  his  virtue. 
By  her  election  may  be  truly  read 
What  kind  of  man  he  is. 

2  Gent,  I  honour  him,  ev'n  out  of  your  report. 
But  tell  me,  is  fhe  fole  child  to  the  king  ? 

1  Gent.  His  only  child. 

He  had  two  Ions  (if  this  be  worth  your  hearing, 
Mark  it)  the  eldeft  of  them  at  three  years  old, 
I'th'  fwathing  cloaths  the  other,  from  their  nurfery 
Were  ftol'n    and  to  this  hour,  no  guefs  in  knowledge 
Which  way  they  went. 

2  Gent.  How  long  is  this  ago  ? 

1  Gent.  Some  twenty  years. 

2  Gent.  That  a  king's  children  mould  be  fo  convey'd ! 
So  Hackly  guarded,  and  the  fearch  fo  flow 

That  could  not  trace  them !  — - 

1  Gent.  Howfoe'er  'tis  Grange, 

Or  that  the  negligence  may  well  be  laugh'd  at, 
Yet  is  it  true,  Sir. 

2  Gent.  I  do  well  believe  you. 

i  Gent.  We  muft  forbear.     Here  comes  the  gentleman, 
The  queen,  and  princefs.  [Exetmt. 
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S  C  E  N  E  II. 

Enter  the  Queen,  Pofthumus,  Imogen,  and  attendants. 

Queen.  No,  be  afTur'd  you  fhall  not  find  me,  daughter, 
After  the  flander  of  moft  ftep-mothers, 
I'll-ey'd  unto  you:  you're  my  pri.s'ner,  but 
Your  goaler  (hall  deliver  you  the  keys 
That  lock  up  your  reftraint.    For  you,  Pofihumus^ 
So  foon  as  I  can  win  th*  offended  king, 
I  will  be  known  your  advocate :  marry  yet 
The  fire  of  rage  is  in  him,  and  'twere  good 
You  lean'd  unto  his  fentence,  with  what  patience 
Your  wifdom  may  inform  you. 

Pojl.  Pleafe  your  highnefs, 
I  will  from  hence  to-day. 

Queen.  You  know  the  peril : 
I'll  fetch  a  turn  about  the  garden,  pitying 
The  pangs  of  barr'd  affe&ions,  though  the  king 
Hath  charg'd  you  mould  not  (peak  together.  [Exit. 

Imo.  DuTembling  courtefie!  how  fine  this  tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  me  wounds !  My  deareft  husband, 

I  fomethiog  fear  my  father's  wrath,  but  nothing 

(Always  referv'd  my  holy  duty)  what 

His  rage  can  do  on  me-    You  muft  be  gone, 

And  I  mall  here  abide  the  hourly  (hot 

Of  angry  eyes:  not  comforted  to  live, 

But  that  there  is  this  jewel  in  the  world, 

That  I  may  fee  again* 

Pojl.  My  queen !  my  miftrefs  \ 

O  lady,  weep  no  more,  left  I  give  caufe 

To  be  fufpe&ed  of  more  tendernefs 

Then  doth  become  a  man.    I  wiii  remain 

The 
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The  loyall'ft  husband,  that  did  e'er  plight  troth. 
My  refidence  in  Rome,  at  one  Pbilario's, 
Who  to  my  father  was  a  friend,  to  me 
Known  but  by  letter thither  write,  my  queen, 
And  with  mine  eyes  I'll  drink  the  words  you  fend, 
Though  ink  be  made  of  gall. 

Re-enter  §hieen. 

Sheen.  Be  brief,  I  pray  you  ,• 
If  the  king  come,  I  mail  incur  I  know  not 
How  much  of  his  diipleafure —  yet  I'll  move  him  \Afide. 
To  walk  this  way ;  I  never  do  him  wrong, 
But  he  does  buy  my  injuries  to  be  friends, 
Pays  dear  for  my  offences.  [Exit, 

Pofi.  Should  we  be  taking  leave, 
As  long  a  term  as  yet  we  have  to  live, 
The  lothnefs  to  depart  would  grow :  adieu. 

Imo.  Nay,  ftay  a  little  — 
Were  you  but  riding  forth  to  air  your  felf, 
Such  parting  were  too  petty.    Look  here,  love, 
This  diamond  was  my  mother's ;  take  it,  heart, 
But  keep  it  'till  you  woo  another  wife, 
When  Imogen  is  dead. 

Pofi.  How,  how?  another  ! 
You  gentle  gods,  give  me  but  this  I  have, 
And  fear  up  my  embracements  from  a  next 
With  bonds  of  death.    Remain,  remain  thou  here ! 

[Putting  on  the  ring. 
While  fenfe  can  keep  thee  on :  and  fweetefir,  faireft, 
As  I  my  poor  felf  did  exchange  for  you 
To  your  fo  infinite  lofs;  fo  in  our  trifles 
I  (till  win  of  you.    For  my  fake  wear  this, 
It  is  a  manacle  of  love,  I'll  place  it  [Putting  a  bracelet  on  her  arm. 

Upon 
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Upon  this  faired  pris'ner. 

Imo.  O  the  gods ! 
When  fhall  we  fee  again  ? 

s  c  E  N  E  III. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  and  lords. 
Pofl.  Alack,  the  king! 

Cym.  Thou  bafeft  thing,  avoid,  hence,  from  my  fight: 
If  after  this  command  thou  fraught  the  court 
With  thy  unworthinefs,  thou  dy'ft.  Away! 
Thou'rt  poifon  to  my  blood. 

Poft.  The  gods  protect  you, 
And  blefs  the  good  remainders  of  the  court! 
I'm  gone.  [Exit. 

Imo.  There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  death 
More  (harp  than  this  is. 

Cym.  O  difloyal  thing, 
That  (houid'ft  repair  my  youth,  thou  heap'ft 
A  year's  age  on  me. 

Imo,  I  befeech  you,  Sir, 
Harm  not  your  felf  with  your  vexation, 
I'm  fenfelels  of  your  wrath  $  a  touch  more  rare 
Subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears. 

Cym.  Paft  grace?  obedience? 

Imo.  Paft  hope,  and  in  defpair ;  that  way  paft  grace. 

Cym.  Thou  might'ft  have  had  the  fole  (on  of  my  queen. 

Imo.  O  bleft  that  I  might  not !  I  chofe  an  eagle, 
And  did  avoid  a  f  puttock. 

Cym.  Thou  took'ft  a  beggar  j  would'ft  have  made  my  throne 
A  (eat  for  bafenefs. 

Imo.  No,  I  rather  added 
A  luftre  to  it. 

Cym. 
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Cym.  O  thou  vile  one  f 
Imo.  Sir, 

It  is  your  fault  that  I  have  lov'd  Pofihumm : 
You  bred  him  as  my  play-fellow he  is 
A  man,  worth  any  woman  j  over-buys  me 
Almoft  the  fum  he  pays. 
Cym.  What  ?  art  thou  mad  ? 

Imo.  "Almoft,  Sir ;  heav'n  reftore  me :  would  I  were 
A  neat-herd's  daughter,  and  my  Leonatus 
Our  neighbour-fhepherd's  Ton! 

Enter  Queen. 

Cym.  Thou  foolifh  thing 
They  were  again  together,  you  have  done 
Not  after  our  command.    Away  with  her, 
And  pen  her  up. 

Queen,  Befeech  your  patience;  peace, 
Dear  lady  daughter,  peace.    Sweet  fbvereign, 
Leave  us  ts  our  felves,  and  make  your  felf  fome  comfort 
Out  of  your  beft  advice. 

Cym.  Nay  let  her  languifh 
A  drop  of  blood  a-day,  and  being  aged 
Die  of  this  folly. 

Enter  Pifanio. 

Queen.  Fie,  you  mud  give  way : 
Here  is  your  fervant.    How  now,  Sir  ?  what  news  ? 

P'if.  My  lord  your  fon,  drew  on  my  mafter. 

Queen.  Hah! 
No  harm,  I  truft,  is  done  ? 

P'tf.  There  might  have  been, 
But  that  my  mafter  rather  play'd  than  fought, 
And  had  no  help  of  anger :  they  were  parted 
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By  gentlemen  at  hand. 

Queen.  I'm  very  glad  on't. 

Into.  Your  fon's  my  father's  friend,  he  takes  his  part, 
To  draw  upon  an  exile :  O  brave  Sir  \ 
I  would  they  were  in  Afr'tck  both  together, 
My  felf  by  with  a  needle,  that  I  might  prick 
The  goer-back.    Why  came  you  from  your  matter? 

P'tf.  On  his  command  -y  he  would  not  fufTer  me 
To  bring  him  to  the  haven :  left  thele  notes 
Of  what  commands  I  mould  be  fubjecl:  to, 
When't  pleafe  you  to  employ  me. 

Queen.  This  hath  been 
Your  faithful  fervant :  I  dare  lay  mine  honour 
He  will  remain  fo. 

P'tf.  I  humbly  thank  your  highnefs. 

Queen.  Pray  walk  a  while. 

Imo.  About  fome  half  hour  hence,  pray  fpeak  with  me$ 
You  (hall,  at  leaft,  go  fee  my  lord  aboard. 
For  this  time  leave  me.  —  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Cloten,  and  two  Lords. 

1  Lord.  QIR)  I  would  advife  you  to  fhifc  a  fhirt ;  the  violence 

v3  of  action  hath  made  you  reek  as  a  facrifice. 
Where  air  comes  out,  air  comes  in :  there's  none  abroad  fo  whol- 
fome  as  that  you  vent. 

Clot.  If  my  fhirt  were  bloody,  then  to  fhift  it  — 
Have  I  hurt  him  ? 

2  Lord.  No  faith :  not  fo  much  as  his  patience. 

1  Lord.  Hurt  him  ?  his  body's  a  paffable  carka/s  if  he  be  not 
hurt.    It  is  a  thorough-fare  for  fteel  if  it  be  not  hurt. 

2  Lord. 
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2  Lord.  His  fteel  was  in  debt,  it  went  o'th'  back- fide  the  town* 

Clot.  The  villain  would  not  ftand  me. 

2  Lord,  No,  but  he  fled  forward  ftill,  toward  your  face. 

1  Lord,  Stand  you  ?  you  have  land  enough  of  your  own  ,•  but 
he  added  to  your  having,  gave  you  fome  ground. 

2  Lord.  As  many  inches  as  you  have  oceans,  puppies !  [afide. 
Clot.  I  would  they  had  not  come  between  us. 

z  Lord.  So  would  I,  'till  you  had  meafur'd  how  long  a  fool 
you  were  upon  the  ground.  [afide. 
Clot.  And  that  me  {hould  love  this  fellow,  and  refufe  me ! 
2  Lord.  If  it  be  a  fin  to  make  a  true  election,  (he's  damn'd. 

[afide* 

1  Lord.  Sir,  as  I  told  you  always,  her  beauty  and  her  brain 
go  not  together.  She's  a  good  fign,  but  I  have  feen  fmall  re- 
flection of  her  wit. 

2  Lord.  She  mines  not  upon  fools,  left  the  reflection  mould 
hurt  her.  [afide. 

Clot.  Come,  I'll  to  my  chamber :  would  there  had  been  fome 
hurt  done! 

2.  Lord.  I  wim  not  fo  j  unlefs  it  had  been  the  fall  of  an  afs, 
which  is  no  great  hurt.  [afide. 
Clot.  You'll  go  with  us  ? 

1  Lord.  I'll  attend  your  Lordfliip. 
Clot.  Nay  come,  let's  go  together. 

2  Lord.  Well,  my  lord.  [Exeunt. 


s  c  E  n  e  v. 

Enter  Imogen,  and  Ptfanio. 

Imo.  T"  Would  thou  grew'ft  unto  the  mores  o'th'  haven, 
A  And  queftioned'ft  every  fail :  if  he  mould  write, 
And  I  not  have  it,  'twere  a  paper  loft 
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As  offer'd  mercy  is.    What  was  the  laft 
That  he  fpake  with  thee? 

P'tf.  5Twas,  His  queen,  his  queen! 

Imo.  Then  wav'd  his  handkerchief? 

P'tf.  And  kifs'd  it,  madam. 

Imo.  Senfelefs  linnen,  happier  therein  than  I : 
And  that  was  all  ? 

Pif,  No,  madam  ,•  for  fb  long 
As  he  could  make  me  with  his  eye,  or  ear, 
Diftinguifh  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 
The  deck,  with  glove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief, 
Still  waving,  as  the  fit  and  ftirs  of's  mind 
Could  beft  exprefs  how  flow  his  foul  fail'd  on, 
Howfwift  his  fbip. 

Imo.  Thou  fhould'ft  have  made  him 
As  little  as  a  crow,  or  lefs,  ere  left 
To  after-eye  him. 

P'tf.  Madam,  fo  I  did. 

Imo.  c  I  would  have  broke  mine  eye-firings ;  crackt'em,  but 
1  To  look  upon  him  -3  'till  the  diminution 
1  Of  fpace  had  pointed  him  fharp  as  my  needle,- 
<  Nay  follow'd  him,  'till  he  had  melted  from 
*  The  fmallnefs  of  a  gnat,  to  air  -}  and  then 

'  Have  turn'd  mine  eye,  and  wept  but,  good  P'tfamo, 

When  mail  we  hear  from  him  \ 

Pif  Be  aflfur'd,  madam, 
With  his  next  vantage. 

Imo.  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
Moft  pretty  things  to  fay :  ere  I  could  tell  him 
How  I  would  think  on  him  at  certain  hours, 
Such  thoughts,  and  fuch ;  or  I  could  make  him  fwear? 
The  me's  of  Italy  mould  not  betray 
Mine  intereft,  and  his  honour    or  have  charg'd  him 

4  At 
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At  the  fixth  hour  of  morn,  at  noon,  at  midnight, 
T'encounter  me  with  orifons,  (for  then 
I  am  in  heav'n  for  him)  or  ere  I  could 
Give  him  that  parting  kifs  which  I  had  fet 
Betwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  my  father, 
And  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  north, 
Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady.  The  Queen,  madam, 
Deflres  your  highnefs'  company. 

Imo.  Thofe  things  I  bid  you  do,  get  them  difpatch'd. 
I  will  attend  the  Queen. 

P'tf.  Madam,  I  mall.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E  VI. 

II  ROME,  ^  : 

Enter  Philario,  lachimo,  and  a  French  man. 
Iach.  TJ  EL  I  EVE  it,  Sir,  I  have  feen  him  in  Britain;  he  was 
23  than  but  crefcent,  none  expected  him  to  prove  fo  wore 
thy  as  fince  he  hath  been  allowed  the  name  of.  But  I  could  then 
have  look'd  on  him,  without  the  help  of  admiration,  though  the 
catalogue  of  his  endowments  had  been  tabled  by  his  fide,  and  I 
to  perufe  him  by  Items. 

Phil.  You  (peak  of  him  when  he  was  lefs  furnim'd  than  now 
he  is,  with  that  which  makes  him  both  without  and  within. 

French.  I  have  feen  him  in  France ;  we  had  very  many  there 
could  behold  the  fun  with  as  firm  eyes  as  he. 

Iach.  This  matter  of  marrying  his  king's  daughter,  (wherein 
he  muft  be  weighed  rather  by  her  value,  than  his  own)  words 
him,  I  doubt  not,  a  great  deal  from  the  matter. 

French, 
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French.  And  then  his  banifhment — 

Iach.  Ay,  and  the  approbation  of  thofe  that  weep  this  lamen- 
table divorce  under  her  colours,  are  wonderfully  to  extend  him  ; 
be  it  but  to  fortifie  her  judgment,  which  elfe  an  eafie  battery  might 
lay  flat,  for  taking  a  beggar  without  more  quality.  But  how  comes 
it  he  is  to  fojourn  with  you?  how  creeps  acquaintance? 

Phil.  His  father  and  I  were  foldiers  together,  to  whom  I  have 
been  often  bound  for  no  lefs  than  my  life. 

Enter  Pofthumus. 

Here  comes  the  Britain.  Let  him  be  fo  entertained  amongfl:  you, 
as  fuits  with  gentlemen  of  your  knowing,  to  a  ftranger  of  his  qua- 
lity. I  befeech  you  all  be  better  known  to  this  gentleman,  whom 
I  commend  to  you  as  a  noble  friend  of  mine.  How  worthy  he 
is,  I  will  leave  to  appear  hereafter,  rather  than  ftory  him  in  his 
own  hearing. 

French.  Sir,  we  have  been  known  together  in  Orleans. 

Pofi.  Since  when  I  have  been  debtor  to  you  for  courtefies, 
which  I  will  be  ever  to  pay,  and  yet  pay  ftill. 

French.  Sir,  you  o'er-rate  my  poor  kindnefsj  I  was  glad  I  did 
atone  my  countryman  and  you;  it  had  been  pity  you  mould  have 
been  put  together  with  fo  mortal  a  purpofe,  as  then  each  bore, 
upon  importance  of  fb  flight  and  trivial  a  nature. 

Pofi.  By  your  pardon,  Sir,  I  was  then  a  young  traveller,-  ra- 
ther fhun'd  to  go  even  with  what  I  heard,  than  in  my  every  acti- 
on to  be  guided  by  other  experiences;  but  upon  my  mended  judg- 
ment, (if  I  offend  not  to  fay  it  is  mended,)  my  quarrel  was  not 
altogether  flight. 

French.  Faith  yes,  to  be  put  to  the  arbitrement  of  fwords  and 
by  fiich  two,  that  would  by  all  likelyhood  have  confounded  one 
the  other,  or  have  fain  both. 

Iach.  Can  we  with  manners  ask  what  was  the  difference  ? 

French.  Safely,  I  think ;  'twas  a  contention  in  publick,  which 

may 
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may  without  contradiction  fuffer  the  report.  It  was  much  like  an 
argument  that  fell  out  lafl:  night,  where  each  of  us  fell  in  praife 
of  our  country-miftreffes.  This  gentleman  at  that  time  vouching, 
and  upon  warrant  of  bloody  affirmation,  his  to  be  more  fair,  vir- 
tuous, wife,  chad,  conftant,  qualified,  and  lefs  attemptable  than 
any  the  rareft  of  our  ladies  in  France. 

Iach.  That  lady  is  not  now  living;  or  this  gentleman's  opi- 
nion by  this  worn  out. 

Pcfi.  She  holds  her  virtue  dill,  and  I  my  mind. 

Iach.  You  mud  not  fo  far  prefer  her,  'fore  ours  of  Italy. 

Pofi.  Being  (b  far  provok'd  as  I  was  in  France,  I  would  abate 
her  nothing,  tho'  I  profels  my  felf  her  adorer,  not  her  friend. 

Iach.  As  fair,  and  as  good;  a  kind  of  hand-in-hand  comparifbn 
had  been  fomething  too  fair  and  too  good  for  any  lady  in  Brha- 
ny:  if  (he  went  before  others  I  have  feen,  as  that  diamond  of 
yours  out-luflers  many  I  have  beheld,  I  could  not  believe  {he  ex- 
celled many ;  but  I  have  not  feen  the  moft  precious  diamond  that 
is,  nor  you  the  lady. 

Pofi.  I  prais'd  her,  as  I  rated  her;  fo  do  I  my  ftone, 

Iach.  What  do  you  efteem  it  at  ? 

Pofi.  More  than  the  world  enjoys. 

Iach.  Either  your  paragon'd  miftrefs  is  dead,  or  (he's  out-priz'd 
by  a  trifle. 

Pofi.  You  are  miftaken;  the  one  may  be  fold  or  given,  if  there 
were  wealth  enough  for  the  purchafe,  or  merit  for  the  gift.  The 
other  is  not  a  thing  for  fale,  and  only  the  gift  of  the  gods. 

Iach.  Which  the  gods  have  given  you? 

Pofi.  Which  by  their  graces  I  will  keep. 

Iach.  You  may  wear  her  in  title  yours  -y  but,  you  know,  flrange 
fowl  light  upon  neighbouring  ponds.  Your  ring  may  be  ftoln 
too;  fo  your  brace  of  unprizeable  eftimations,  the  one  is  but  frail 
and  the  other  cafual.    A  cunning  thief,  or  a  (that  way)  accom- 
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plifh'd  courtier,  would  hazard  the  winning  both  of  firft  and  laft. 

Pofi.  Your  Italy  contains  none  fo  accomplifh'd  a  courtier  to 
convince  the  honour  of  my  miftrefs  if  in  the  holding  or  lofs  of 
that,  you  term  her  frail  ,•  I  do  nothing  doubt  you  have  ftore  of 
thieves,  notwithstanding  I  fear  not  my  ring. 

Phil.  Let  us  leave  here,  gentlemen. 

Poft.  Sir,  with  all  my  heart.  This  worthy  fignior,  I  thank 
him,  makes  no  ftranger  of  me,  we  are  familiar  at  firft. 

lach.  With  five  times  fo  much  converfation,  I  mould  get  ground 
of  your  fair  miftrefs ;  make  her  go  back,  even  to  the  yielding  : 
had  I  admittance,  and  opportunity  to  friend. 

Pofi.  No,  no. 

lach.  I  dare  thereupon  pawn  the  moiety  of  my  eftate  to  your 
ring,  which  in  my  opinion  o'er-values  it  fomething :  but  I  make 
my  wager  rather  againft  your  confidence,  than  her  reputation. 
And  to  bar  your  offence  herein  too,  I  durft  attempt  it  againft:  any 
lady  in  the  world. 

Pofi.  You  are  a  great  deal  abus'd  in  too  bold  a  perfwafionj 
and  I  doubt  not  you'd  fuftain  what  you're  worthy  of,  by  your  at- 
tempt. 

lack  What's  that : 

Pofi.  A  repulfe;  though  your  attempt,  as  you  call  it,  deferves 
more;  a  punifhment  too. 

Phil.  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this;  it  came  in  too  fuddenly, 
let  it  die  as  it  was  born,  and  I  pray  you  be  better  acquainted. 

lach.  Would  I  had  put  my  eftate  and  my  neighbour's,  on  th'  ap- 
probation of  what  I  have  fpoke. 

Pofi.  What  lady  would  you  chufe  to  affail  ? 

lack  Yours ;  who  in  conftancy  you  think  ftands  fo  fafe.  I 
will  lay  you  ten  thoufand  ducats  to  your  ring,  that  commend  me 
to  the  court  where  your  lady  is,  with  no  more  advantage  than 
the  opportunity  of  a  fecond  conference,  I  will  bring  from  thence 
that  honour  of  hers,  which  you  imagine  fo  referv'd. 

Pofi. 
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Pofl.  I  will  wage  againft  your  gold,  gold  to  it:  my  ring  I 
hold  dear  as  my  finger,  'tis  part  of  it. 

lach.  You  are  a  friend,  and  therein  the  wifer  ;  if  you  buy  la- 
dies flefh  at  a  million  a  dram,  you  cannot  preferve  it  from  taint- 
ing. But  I  fee  you  have  fbme  religion  in  you,  that  you  fear. 

Pofl.  This  is  but  a  cuftom  in  your  tongue ;  you  bear  a  graver 
purpofe,  I  hope. 

lach,  I  am  the  mafter  of  my  Ipeeches,  and  would  undergo 
what's  fpoken,  I  fwear. 

Pofl.  Will  you  ?  I  (hall  but  lend  my  diamond  'till  your  return 
let  there  be  covenants  drawn  between  us.    My  miftrefs  exceeds  in 
goodnels  the  hugenefs  of  your  unworthy  thoughts.   I  dare  you  to 
this  match  $  here's  my  ring. 

Phil.  I  will  have  it  no  lay. 

lach.  By  the  gods  it  is  one.  If  I  bring  you  not  fufficient  tefti- 
mony  that  I  have  enjoy'd  the  deareft  bodily  part  of  your  miftrefs, 
my  ten  thoufand  ducats  are  yours :  fb  is  your  diamond  too ;  if  I 
come  off,  and  leave  her  in  filch  honour  as  you  have  truft  in  ,•  fhe 
your  jewel,  this  your  jewel,  and  my  gold  are  yours ;  provided  I 
have  your  commendation,  for  my  more  entertainment. 

Pofl,  I  embrace  thefe  conditions ;  let  us  have  articles  betwixt 
us  ,•  only  thus  far  you  mall  anfwer ;  if  you  make  your  voyage  upon 
her,  and  give  me  dire&ly  to  underftand  you  have  prevail'd,  I 
am  no  further  your  enemy,  fhe  is  not  worth  our  debate.  If  fhe 
remain  unfeduc'd,  you  not  making  it  appear  otherwifej  for  your 
ill  opinion,  and  th'  aiTault  you  have  made  to  her  chaftity,  you 
fhall  anfwer  me  with  your  fword. 

lach.  Your  hand,  a  covenant,-  we  will  have  thefe  things  fet 
down  by  lawful  counfel,  and  ftraight  away  for  Britain^  left  the 
bargain  fhould  catch  cold,  and  ftarve.  I  will  fetch  my  gold,  and 
have  our  two  wagers  recorded. 

Hoft.  Agreed. 

French.  Will  this  hold,  think  you  ? 
Vol.  VI.  S  Phil. 


138  Cymbeline. 

Phil.  Signior  lachimo  will  not  from  it. 
Pray  let  us  follow  'em.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  VII. 

Cymbeline'5  Palace  in  Britain. 

Enter  Queen,  Ladies,  and  Cornelius  with  a  viol. 
Queen.*\  It  7Hile  yet  the  dew's  on  ground  gather  thofe  flowers. 
V  V    Make  hafte.    Who  has  the  note  of  them  ? 
Ladies.  I,  madam. 

Queen.  Difpatch.  [Exeunt  Ladies. 

Now  mafter  doctor,  have  you  brought  thofe  drugs  ? 

Cor.  Pleafeth  your  highnefs,  ay  j  here  they  are,  madam  j 
But  I  befeech  your  grace  without  offence 
(My  confcience  bids  me  ask)  wherefore  you  have 
Commanded  of  me  thefe  mod  pois'nous  compounds? 
Which  are  the  movers  of  a  languifhing  death  $ 
But  though  flow,  deadly. 

Queen.  I  wonder,  doctor, 
Thou  ask'ft  me  fuch  a  queftion j  have  I  not  been 
Thy  pupil  long?  haft  thou  not  learn'd  me  how 
To  make  perfumes?  diftil?  preferve?  yea  lo, 
That  our  great  king  himfelf  doth  woo  me  oft 
For  my  confections  ?  having  thus  far  proceeded, 
Unlefs  thou  think'ft  me  dev'lim,  is't  not  meet 
That  I  did  amplifie  my  judgment  in 
Other  conclufions?  I  will  try  the  forces 
Of  thefe  thy  compounds  on  fuch  creatures  as 
We  count  not  worth  the  hanging,  but  none  human ; 
To  try  the  vigour  of  them,  and  apply 
Allayments  to  their  ad,  and  by  them  gather 
Their  fev'ral  virtues,  and  effects. 

6  Cor. 
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Cor.  Your  highnefs 
Shall  from  this  practice  but  make  hard  your  heart; 
Befides,  the  feeing  thefe  effects  will  be 
Both  noyfome  and  infectious. 

Queen.  O,  content  thee. 

Enter  Pifanio. 

Here  comes  a  flatt'ring  rafcal,  upon  him  [afiae. 
Will  I  firft  work  ,•  he's  for  his  mafter's  fake 
An  enemy  to  my  fon.    How  now,  Pifanio  > 
Doctor,  your  fervice  for  this  time  is  ended, 
Take  your  own  way. 

Cor.  I  do  fufpect  you,  madam.  [afide. 
But  you  (hall  do  no  harm. 

Queen.  Hark  thee  a  word.  [To  Pifanio. 

Cor.  I  do  notjike  her.    She  doth  think  fhe  has 
Strange  ling'ring  poifons ;  I  do  know  her  fpirit, 
And  will  not  truft  one  of  her  malice  with 
A  drug  of  fuch  damn'd  nature.    Thofe  fhe  has 
Will  ftupifie  and  dull  the  fenfe  a  while,- 
Which  firft  perchance  fhe'll  prove  on  cats  and  dogs, 
Then  afterward  up  higher ;  but  there  is 
No  danger  in  what  mew  of  death  it  makes, 
More  than  the  locking  up  the  fpirits  a  time, 
To  be  more  frefh,  reviving.    She  is  fool'd 
With  a  moft  falfe  effect ;  and  I  the  truer, 
So  to  be  falfe  with  her. 

Queen.  No  further  fervice,  doctor, 
Until  I  fend  for  thee. 

Cor.  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  [Exit. 

Queen.  Weeps  fhe  ftill,  fay'ft  thou?  doft  thou  think  in  time 
She  will  not  quench,  and  let  inftructions  enter  - 
Where  folly  now  pofTeffes?  do  thou  work,- 
When  thou  malt  bring  me  word  fhe  loves  my  fon, 

S  2  I'll 
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I'll  tell  thee  on  the  inftant,  thou  art  then 
As  great  as  is  thy  matter  -y  greater  •>  for 
His  fortunes  all  lye  fpeechlefs,  and  his  name 
Is  at  laft  gafp.    Return  he  cannot,  nor 
Continue  where  he  is :  to  (hift  his  being, 
Is  to  exchange  one  mifery  with  another ; 
And  every  day  that  comes,  comes  to  decay 
A  day's  work  in  him.    What  (halt  thou  expect 
To  be  depender  on  a  thing  that  leans  ? 
Who  cannot  be  new  built,  and  has  no  friends, 
So  much  as  but  to  prop  him  ?  Thou  tak'ft  up 

[Pifanio  looking  on  the  viol. 
Thou  know'ft  not  what ;  but  take  it  for  thy  labour, 
It  is  a  thing  I  make,  which  hath  the  king 
Five  times  redeem'd  from  death ;  I  do  not  know 
What  is  more  cordial.    Nay  I  pr'ythee  take  it, 
It  is  an  earned  of  a  farther  good 
That  I  mean  to  thee.    Tell  thy  miftrefs  how 
The  cafe  ftands  with  her ;  do't,  as  from  thy  felf: 
Think  what  a  chance  thou  chanceft  on,  but  think 
Thou  haft  thy  miftrefs  ftill  ,•  to  boot,  my  fbn, 
Who  {hall  take  notice  of  thee.    I'll  move  the  king 
To  any  fhape  of  thy  preferment,  fuch 
As  thou'lt  defire    and  then  my  felf,  I  chiefly 
That  fet  thee  on  to  this  defert,  am  bound 

To  load  thy  merit  richly.    Call  my  women —         [Exit  Pifa. 

Think  on  my  words. —  A  fly  and  conftant  knave, 

Not  to  be  fhak'd  5  the  agent  for  his  mafter, 

And  the  remembrancer  of  her,  to  hold 

The  hand  faft  to  her  lord.    I've  giv'n  him  that, 

Which  if  he  take,  mall  quite  unpeople  her 

Of  leidgers  for  her  fweetj  and  which  (he  after 

(Except  fhe  bend  her  humour)  fhall  be  aftur'd 

To  tafte  of  too.  Enter 
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Enter  Pifanio,  and  Ladies, 

So,  Co;  well  done,  well  done,- 

The  violets,  cowflips,  and  the  prim-rofes, 

Bear  to  my  clofet  ,•  fare  thee  well,  Pifanioy 

Think  on  my  words.  [Ex.  Queen  and  ladm* 

Pif.  And  mail  do: 
But  when  to  my  good  lord  I  prove  untrue, 

I'll  choak  my  felf  j  there's  all  I'll  do  for  you.  [Exit. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Imogen  alone. 

Imo.     \    Father  cruel,  and  a  ftepdame  falfe, 
XjL  A  foolifh  fuitor  to  a  wedded  lady, 
That  hath  her  husband  baniuYd — O,  that  husband! 
My  fupream  crown  of  grief,  and  thole  repeated 
Vexations  of  it — had  I  been  thief-ftoln, 
As  my  two  brothers,  happy !  but  mod  miferable 
Is  the  defire  that's  glorious.    Blefs'd  be  thofe, 
How  mean  fbe'er,  that  have  their  honeft  wills, 
Which  feafons  comfort.    Who  may  this  be  ?  fie.' 

Enter  Pifanio,  and  lachimo. 

Pif.  Madam,  a  noble  gentleman  of  Rome 
Comes  from  my  lord  with  letters. 

Iach.  Change  you,  madam? 
The  worthy  Leonatus  is  in  fafety, 
And  greets  your  highnefs  dearly. 

Imo.  Thanks,  good  Sir, 
You're  kindly  welcome. 

Iach.  All  of  her,  that  is  out  of  door,  mod  rich  ! 
If  me  be  furnim'd  with  a  mind  fo  rare, 


[afide. 
She 
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She  is  alone  th'  Arabian  bird;  and  I 
Have  loft  the  wager.    Boldnefs  be  my  friend! 
Arm  me  audacity  from  head  to  foot. 
Or  like  the  Parthian  I  mail  flying  fight, 
Rather  directly  flye. 

Imogen  reads. 

He  is  one  of  the  noblefl  note,  to  whofe  kindneffes  I  am  moft  infi- 
nitely tyed.    RefleB  upon  him  accordingly,  as  you  value  your  truj}. 

Leonatus. 

So  far  I  read  aloud. 

But  even  the  very  middle  of  my  heart 

Is  warmed  by  the  reft,  and  takes  it  thankfully  — 

You  are  as  welcome,  worthy  Sir,  as  I 

Have  words  to  bid  you,  and  mail  find  it  fo 

In  all  that  I  can  do. 

Iach.  Thanks,  faireft  lady. 
What,  are  men  mad  ?  hath  nature  given  them  eyes 
To  fee  this  vaulted  arch,  and  the  rich  crop 
Of  fea  and  land,  which  can  diftinguifh  'twixt 
The  fiery  orbs  above,  and  the  twinn'd  ftones 
Upon  the  number'd  beach  ?  and  can  we  not 
Partition  make  with  fpectacles  fo  precious 
'Twixt  fair  and  foul  ? 

Imo.  What  makes  your  admiration? 

Iach.  It  cannot  be  i'th'  eye  •  for  apes,  and  monkeys, 
sTwixt  two  fuch  {he's,  would  chatter  this  way,  and 
Contemn  with  mowes  the  other.    Nor  i'th'  judgment  j 
For  Ideots  in  this  cafe  of  favour,  would 
Be  wifely  definite.    Nor  in  the  appetite, 
Slutt'ry  to  fuch  neat  excellence  oppos'd, 
Should  make  defire  vomit  ev'n  emptinefs, 
Not  fo  allur'd  to  feed. 

Imo.  What  is  the  matter  trow? 

Jach. 
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Iach.  The  cloyed  will, 
That  fatiate,  yet  unfatisfy'd  defire,  that  tub 
Both  fill'd  and  running  :  ravening  firft  the  lamb, 
Longs  after  for  the  garbage  

Imo.  What,  dear  Sir, 
Thus  raps  you?  are  you  well? 

Iach.  Thanks,  madam,  well  —  Befeech  you,  Sir,  [To  Pifanio. 
Defire  my  man's  abode,  where  I  did  leave  him; 
He's  ftrange  and  peevifh. 

Pif.  I  was  going,  Sir, 
To  give  him  welcome. 

Imo.  Continues  well  my  lord  ? 
His  health,  befeech  you  ? 

Iach.  Well,  madam. 

Imo.  Is  he  difpos'd  to  mirth  ?  I  hope  he  is. 

Iach.  Exceeding  pleafant ;  none  a  ftranger  there. 
So  merry,  and  fo  gamefome  $  he  is  call'd 
The  Britain  reveller. 

Imo.  When  he  was  here 
He  did  incline  to  fadnefs,  and  oft  times 
Not  knowing  why. 

Iach.  I  never  faw  him  fad. 
There  is  a  Frenchman  his  companion,  one 
An  eminent  monfieur,  that  it  feems  much  loves 
A  Gallian  girl  at  home.    He  furnaces 
The  thick  fides  from  him ;  whiles  the  jolly  Britain, 
(Your  lord  I  mean,)  laughs  from's  free  lungs,  cries  Oh!— — 
Can  my  fides  hold,  to  think,  that  man  who  knows 
By  hiftory,  report,  or  his  own  proof 
What  woman  is,  yea,  what  {he  cannot  chufe 
But  muft  be,  will  his  free  hours  languim  out 
For  affur'd  bondage  ? 

Imo. 
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Imo.  Will  my  lord  fay  fo  ? 

lach.  Ay,  madam,  with  his  eyes  in  flood  with  laughter. 
It  is  a  recreation  to  be  by 

And  hear  him  mock  the  Frenchman-,  but  heav'n  knows 
Some  men  are  much  to  blame. 
Imo.  Not  he,  I  hope. 

lach.  Not  he.    But  yet  heav'n's  bounty  tow'rds  him  might 
Be  us'd  more  thankfully.    In  himfelf  'tis  much  ; 
In  you,  whom  I  count  his  beyond  all  talents, 
Whilft  I  am  bound  to  wonder,  I  am  bound 
To  pity  too. 

Imo.  What  do  you  pity,  Sir? 

lach.  Two  creatures  heartily. 

Imo.  Am  I  one,  Sir? 
You  look  on  me  j  what  wreck  difcern  you  in  me 
Deferves  your  pity  ? 

lach.  Lamentable!  what 
To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  fun,  and  folace 
I'th'  dungeon  by  a  fnuff? 

Imo.  1  pray  you,  Sir, 
Deliver  with  more  opennefs  your  anfwers 
To  my  demands.    Why  do  you  pity  me  ? 

lach.  That  others  do, 
I  was  about  to  fay,  enjoy  your  —  but 
It  is  an  office  of  the  gods  to  venge  it, 
Not  mine  to  (peak  on't. 

Imo.  You  do  feem  to  know 
Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me;  pray  you 
(Since  doubting  things  go  ill,  often  hurt  more 
Than  to  be  fure  they  do;  for  certainties 
Or  are  pad  remedies,  or  timely  knowing, 
The  remedy  then  born ,)  difcover  to  me 
What  both  you  fpur  and  ftop. 

lach. 
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Iach.  Had  I  this  cheek 
To  bath  my  lips  upon this  hand,  whofe  touch, 
Whofe  very  touch  would  force  the  feeler's  foul 
To  th'  oath  of  loyalty;  this  object,  which 
Takes  pris'ner  the  wild  motion  of  mine  eye, 
Fixing  it  only  here  j  mould  I,  damn'd  then, 
Slaver  with  lips,  as  common  as  the  flairs 
That  mount  the  capitol  ?  join  gripes  with  hands 
Made  hard  with  hourly  fahhood,  as  with  labour  ? 
Then  glad  my  (elf  by  peeping  in  an  eye 
Bafe  and  unluftrious  as  the  fmoaky  light 
That's  fed  with  (linking  tallow?  it  were  fit 
That  all  the  plagues  of  hell  mould  at  one  time 
Encounter  fiich  revolt. 

Imo.  My  lord,  I  fear, 
Has  forgot  Britain. 

Iach.  And  himfelf.    Not  I 
Inclin'd  to  this  intelligence,  pronounce 
The  beggary  of  his  change ,  but  'tis  your  graces 
That  from  my  muteft  confcience,  to  my  tongue, 
Charms  this  report  out. 

Imo.  Let  me  hear  no  more. 

Iach.  O  deareft  foul !  your  caufe  doth  ftrike  my  heart 
With  pity,  that  doth  make  me  fick.    A  lady 
So  fair,  and  faftned  to  an  empery, 
Would  make  the  great'ft  king  double!  to  be  partner'd 
With  tomboys,  hir'd  with  that  felf-exhibition 
Which  your  own  coffers  yield!  with  difeas'd  venters 
To  play  with  all  infirmities  for  gold, 
Which  rottenefs  lends  nature!  fuch  boyl'd  fluff 
As  well  might  poifon  poifon !  Be  reveng'd, 
Or  (he  that  bore  you  was  no  Queen,  and  you 
Recoil  from  your  great  flock. 

V  o  l  VI.  T 
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Imo.  Reveng'd! 
How  mould  I  be  reveng'd,  if  this  be  true? 
As  I  have  fuch  a  heart,  that  both  mine  ears 
Muft  not  in  hafte  abufe  j  if  it  be  true, 
How  mail  I  be  reveng'd  ? 

Iach.  Should  he  make  me 
Live  like  Diana's  prieft,  betwixt  cold  meets? 
Whiles  he  is  vaulting  variable  ramps 
In  your  defpight,  upon  your  purfe?  revenge  it! 
I  dedicate  my  felf  to  your  fweet  pleafure, 
More  noble  than  that  runagate  to  your  bed, 
And  will  continue  faft  to  your  affection, 
Still  clofe,  as  fure. 

Imo.  What  ho,  P'ifamol  — 

Iach,  Let  me  my  fervice  tender  on  your  lips. 

Imo.  Away,  I  do  condemn  mine  ears,  that  have 
So  long  attended  thee.    If  thou  wert  honourable 
Thou  wouldft  have  told  this  tale  for  virtue,  not 
For  fuch  an  end  thou  feek'ft,  as  bafe,  as  ftrange : 
Thou  wrong'ft  a  gentleman,  who  is  as  far 
From  thy  report,  as  thou  from  honour  ,•  and 
Sollicit'ft  here  a  lady,  that  difdains 
Thee,  and  the  devil  alike.    What  ho,  Pifamo  \  — 
The  king  my  father  (hall  be  made  acquainted 
Of  thy  aflault;  if  he  mall  think  it  fit, 
A  fawcy  ftranger  in  his  court  to  mart 
As  in  a  Romifh  ftew,  and  to  expound 
His  beaftly  mind  to  us  ,•  he  hath  a  court 
He  little  cares  for,  and  a  daughter  whom 
He  not  refpe&s  at  all.    What  ho,  P  'ifamo  /  — 

Iach.  O  happy  Leonatm,  I  may  fay, 
The  credit  that  thy  lady  hath  of  thee 
Defeives  thy  truft,  and  thy  moft  perfect  goodnefs 

Her 
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Her  aflur'd  credit!  ble/Ted  live  you  long, 
A  lady  to  the  worthieft  Sir,  that  ever 
Country  call'd  his    and  you  his  miftrels,  only 
For  the  moft  worthy  fit.    Give  me  your  pardon. 
I  have  (poke  this,  to  know  if  your  affiance 
Were  deeply  rooted  ,•  and  mall  make  your  lord, 
That  which  he  is,  new  o'er :  and  he  is  one 
The  trueft-manner'd,  fuch  a  holy  witch, 
That  he  inchants  (bcieties  into  him  : 
Half  all  mens  hearts  are  his. 
Imo.  You  make  amends. 

lach.  He  fits  'mongft  men  like  a  defended  god ; 
He  hath  a  kind  of  honour  fets  him  off, 
More  than  a  mortal  feeming.    Be  not  angry, 
Moft  mighty  Princefs,  that  I  have  adventur'd 
To  try  your  taking  of  a  falfe  report,  which  hath 
Honour'd  with  confirmation  your  great  judgment, 
In  the  election  of  a  Sir,  fo  rare, 
Which  you  know  cannot  err.    The  love  I  bear  him, 
Made  me  to  fan  you  thus  >  but  the  gods  made  you, 
Unlike  all  others,  chafflefs.    Pray,  your  pardon. 

Imo.  All's  well,  Sir  j  take  my  pow'r  i'th3  court  for  yours. 

Iach.  My  humble  thanks ;  I  had  almoft  forgot 
T5  intreat  your  grace  but  in  a  fmall  requeft, 
And  yet  of  moment  too,  for  it  concerns 
Your  lord ;  my  felf,  and  other  noble  friends 
Are  partners  in  the  bufinefs. 

Imo.  Pray  what  is't  ? 

Iach.  Some  dozen  Romans  of  us,  and  your  lord, 
(Beft  feather  of  our  wing,)  have  mingled  fums 
To  buy  a  prefent  for  the  Emperor : 
Which  I,  the  factor  for  the  reft,  have  done 
In  France    'tis  plate  of  rare  device,  and  jewels 
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'Of  rich  and  exquifite  form,  their  values  great; 
And  I  am  fomething  curious,  being  ftrange, 
To  have  them  in  fafe  ftowage :  may  it  pleafe  you 
To  take  them  in  protection. 

Imo.  Willingly; 
And  pawn  mine  honour  for  their  fafety.  Since 
My  lord  hath  int'reft  in  them,  I  will  keep  them 
In  my  bed-chamber. 

lack.  They  are  in  a  trunk 
Attended  by  my  men :  I  will  make  bold 
To  fend  them  to  you,  only  for  this  night ; 
I  muft  aboard  to-morrow. 

Imo,  O  no,  no. 

Iach.  Yes,  I  befeech  you :  or  I  mail  fhort  my  word 
By  length'ning  my  return.  From  Galliay 
I  croft  the  feas  on  purpofe,  and  on  promife 
To  fee  your  grace. 

Imo,  I  thank  you  for  your  pains ; 
But  not  away  to-morrow  ? 

lach.  I  muft,  madam. 
Therefore  I  mall  befeech  you,  if  you  pleafe 
To  greet  your  lord  with  writing,  do't  to-night. 
I  have  out-ftood  my  time,  which  is  material 
To  th'  tender  of  our  prefent. 

Imo.  I  will  write : 
Send  your  trunk  to  me,  it  fliall  be  fafe  kept, 
And  truly  yielded  you :  You're  very  welcome.  [Exeunt, 
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ACT    II.    SCENE  I. 

Cymbeline';  Palace. 
Enter  Cloten,   and  two  lords. 

C  L  O  T  E  N. 

AS  there  ever  man  had  fuch  luck!  when  I  kifs'd 
the  Jack  upon  an  up-caft,  to  be  hit  away !  I  had 
an  hundred  pound  on'tj  and  then  a  whorfon 
jack-an-apes  mull:  take  me  up  for  fwearing,  as  if 
I  borrowed  mine  oaths  of  him,  and  might  not 
fpend  them  at  my  pleafure. 

1  Lord.  What  got  he  by  that  ?  you  have  broke  his  pate  with 
your  bowl. 

2  Lord.  If  his  wit  had  been  like  him  that  broke  it,  it  would 
have  run  all  out. 

Clot.  When  a  gentleman  is  difpofed  to  fwear,  it  is  not  for  any 
ftanders-by  to  curtail  his  oaths.    Ha  ? 

2  Lord.  No,  my  lord :  nor  crop  the  ears  of  them. 

Clot.  Whorfon  dog!  I  give  him  fatisfaction ?  would  he  had 
been  one  of  my  rank. 

2  Lord.  To  have  fmelt  like  a  fool.  \aftde. 

Clot.  I  am  not  vext  more  at  any  thing  in  the  earth,  —  a  pox 
on't.  I  had  rather  not  be  fo  noble  as  I  am ;  they  dare  not  fight 
with  me,  becaufe  of  the  Queen  my  mother  j  every  jack-flave  hath 
his  belly  full  of  fighting,  and  I  muft  go  up  and  down  like  a  cock 
that  no  body  can  match. 

2  Lord.  You  are  a  cock  and  a  capon  too,  and  you  crow  cock 
with  your  comb  on.  [afide. 

Clot. 
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Clot.  Say'ft  thou  ? 

2  Lord,  It  is  not  fit  your  lordfhip  fhould  undertake  every 
companion,  that  you  give  offence  to. 

Clot.  No,  I  know  that :  but  it  is  fit  I  fhould  commit  offence 
to  my  inferiors. 

2  Lord.  Ay,  it  is  fit  for  your  lordmip  only. 

Clot.  Why  fo  I  fay. 

1  Lord.  Did  you  hear  of  a  Granger  that's  come  to  court  to-night  ? 
Clot.  A  ftranger,  and  I  not  know  on't  ? 

2  Lord.  He's  a  ftrange  fellow  himfelf,  and  knows  it  not. 

1  Lord.  There's  an  Italian  come,  and  'tis  thought  one  of 
Leonatus's  friends. 

Clot.  Leonatus !  a  banifli'd  rafcal  and  he's  another,  wherefo- 
ever  he  be.    Who  told  you  of  this  ftranger? 

1  Lord.  One  of  your  lordfhip's  pages. 

Clot.  Is  it  fit  I  went  to  look  upon  him  ?  is  there  no  derogation 
in't? 

2  Lord.  You  cannot  derogate,  my  lord. 
Clot.  Not  eafily,  I  think. 

2  Lord.  You  are  a  fool  granted,  therefore  your  iffues  being 
foohfh,  do  not  derogate.  \afide. 

Clot.  Come,  I'll  go  fee  this  Italian :  what  I  have  loft  to-day  at 
bowls,  I'll  win  to-night  of  him.     Come,-  go. 

2  Lord.  I'll  attend  your  lordfhip.  [Exit  Clot. 

That  fuch  a  crafty  devil  as  his  mother, 
Should  yield  the  world  this  afs  ->  z,  woman,  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  brain,  and  this  her  fon 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  his  heart, 
And  leave  eighteen.    Alas  poor  princefs, 
Thou  divine  Imogen,  what  thou  endur'ft, 
Betwixt  a  father  by  thy  ftep-dame  govern'd, 
A  mother  hourly  coining  plots  \  a  wooer, 
More  hateful  than  the  foul  expulfion  is 
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Of  thy  dear  husband,  than  that  horrid  ad 

Of  the  divorce  he'll  make  the  heav'ns  hold  firm 

The  walls  of  thy  dear  honour ;  keep  unfhak'd 

That  temple  thy  fair  mind,  that  thou  may'ft  ftand 

T'  enjoy  thy  banifti'd  lord :  and  this  great  land.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  11. 

A  magnificent  bed-chamber,    m  one  part  of  h  a  large  trunk. 

Imogen  is  difcover'd  reading  in  her  bed,  a  lady  attending. 

Imo.  "\  It  T  H  O's  there  >  my  woman  Helen  ? 
V  V     Lady.  Pleafe  you,  madam — 

Imo.  What  hour  is  it? 

Lady.  Almoft  midnight,  madam. 

Imo.  I  have  read  three  hours  then,  mine  eyes  are  weak, 

Fold  down  the  leaf  where  I  have  left;  to  bed  

Take  not  away  the  taper,  leave  it  burning : 
And  if  thou  canft  awake  by  four  o'th'  clock, 
I  pr'ythee  call  me  —  deep  hath  feiz'd  me  wholly.      [Exit  lady. 
To  your  protection  I  commend  me,  gods ; 
From  fairies,  and  the  tempters  of  the  night, 
Guard  me,  befecch  ye.  [fleeps, 

[Iachimo  rifes  from  the  trunk. 

Iach.  The  crickets  ring,  and  man's  o'er-labour'd  fenfe 
Repairs  it  felf  by  reft :  our  Tarquin  thus 
Did  foftly  prefs  the  rumes,  ere  he  waken'd 
The  chaftity  he  wounded.  Cytherea, 
How  bravely  thou  becom'ft  thy  bed!  frefh  lilly, 
And  whiter  than  the  meets !  that  I  might  touch, 
But  kifs,  one  kifs — rubies  unparagon'd 
How  dearly  they  do't!  —  'tis  her  breathing  that 
Perfumes  the  chamber  thus :  the  flame  o'th'  taper 

Bows 
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Bows  tow'rd  her,  aud  would  under-peep  her  lids, 
To  fee  th'  inclofed  lights,  (now  canopy'd 
Under  the  windows,)  white  and  azure,  lac'd 
With  blue  of  heav'n's  own  tinct —  but  my  defign's 
To  note  the  chamber  —  I  will  write  all  down, 
Such  and  fuch  pictures  —  there  the  window,  —  fach 

Th'  adornment  of  her  bed  —  the  arras,  figures  

Why  fuch,  and  fuch  —  and  the  contents  o'th'  ftory  — 

Ah,  but  fome  nat'ral  notes  about  her  body, 

Above  ten  thoufand  meaner  moveables 

Would  teftifie,  t*  enrich  mine  inventory. 

O  fleep,  thou  ape  of  death,  lye  dull  upon  her, 

And  be  her  fenfe  but  as  a  monument, 

Thus  in  a  chappel  lying.    Come  off,  come  off.  — 

[Taking  off  her  bracelet. 

As  flipp'ry  as  the  gordian-knot  was  hard. 
'Tis  mine,  and  this  will  witnefs  outwardly, 
As  ftrongly  as  the  confcience  do's  within, 
To  th'  madding  of  her  lord.    On  her  left  breaft 
A  mole  cinque-fpotted,  like  the  crimfon  drops 
>  I'th'  bottom  of  a  cowflip.    Here's  a  voucher, 
Stonger  than  ever  law  could  make:  this  fecret 
Will  force  him  think  I've  pick'd  the  lock,   and  ta'en 

The  treafure  of  her  honour.    No  more  to  what  end? 

Why  mould  I  write  this  down  that's  rivetted, 
Screwed  to  my  mem'ry.    Sh'  hath  been  reading  late, 
The  tale  of  Tereus,  here  the  leaf's  turn'd  down 
Where  Phtlomele  gave  up  — - 1  have  enough  — 
To  th'  trunk  again,  and  fhut  the  fpring  of  it. 
Swift,  fwift,  you  dragons  of  the  night!  that  dawning 
May  a  ope  the  raven's  eye :  I  lodge  in  fear, 

7  hough  this  a  heav'nly  angel,  hell  is  here.  [Clock  ftrikes. 

One,  two,  three :  time,  time !  [Goes  into  the  trunk,  the  Scene  clofes. 

SCENE 

8  bear 


Cymbeline 


SCENE  III. 

The  Palace  again. 
Enter  Cloten  and  Lords. 

i  Lord.  XT' OUR  lordfhip  is  the  mod  patient  man  in  lofs; 
J[    thecoldeft  that  ever  turn'd  up  ace. 

Clot.  It  would  make  any  man  cold  to  lofe. 

i  Lord.  But  not  every  man  patient,  after  the  noble  temper 
of  your  lordfhip    you  are  mod  hot  and  furious  when  you  win. 

Clot.  Winning  will  put  any  man  into  courage:  If  I  could  get 
this  foolifh  Imogen,  I  (hall  have  gold  enough :  It's  almoft  morn- 
ing, is't  not  ? 

i  Lord.  Day,  my  lord. 

Clot.  I  would  this  mufick  would  come :  I  am  advifed  to  give 
her  mufick  a-mornings,  they  fay  it  will  penetrate. 

Enter  Muftcians. 
Come  on,  tune ;  if  you  can  penetrate  here  with  your  fingering, 
fo;  we'll  try  with  tongue  too;  if  none  will  do,  let  her  remain : 
but  I'll  never  give  o'er.  Firft,  a  very  excellent  good  conceited 
thing;  after,  a  wonderful  fweet  air  with  admirable  rich  words  to 
it,-  and  then  let  her  confider. 

SONG 

Hark,  hark,  the  lark  at  heav'tfs  gate  fings^ 

And  Phcebus  'gins  arife, 
Hts  fieeds  to  water  at  thofe  fprings 

On  chalk' d  flowers  that  lyes : 
And  winking  Mary-fads  begin 

To  ope  their  golden  eyes, 
With  every  thing  that  pretty  is, 

My  lady  fweet  arife : 
Arife,  arife. 
Vol.  yi.  U 
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So,  get  you  gone  —  if  this  penetrate,  I  will  confider  your  mu- 
fick  the  better:  if  it  do  not,  it  is  a  vice  in  her  ears;  which 
horfe-hairs,  and  cats-guts,  nor  the  voice  of  unpav'd  eunuch  to 
boot,  can  never  amend. 

Enter  Queen  and  Cymbeline. 
2  Lord.  Here  comes  the  King. 

Clot.  I  am  glad  I  was  up  fo  late,  for  that's  the  reafon  I  was  up 
fo  early :  he  cannot  chufe  but  take  this  fervice  I  have  done,  fa- 
therly. Good-morrow  to  your  majefty,  and  to  my  gracious  mother. 

Cym.  Attend  you  here  the  door  of  our  ftern  daughter  ? 
Will  me  not  forth  ? 

Clot.  I  have  affail'd  her  with  muficks,  but  (he  vouchfafes  no 
notice. 

Cym.  The  exile  of  her  minion  is  too  new. 
She  hath  not  yet  forgot  him :  fome  more  time 
Muft  wear  the  print  of  his  remembrance  out, 
And  then  fhe's  yours. 

Queen.  You  are  mod  bound  to  th5  King, 
Who  lets  go  by  no  vantages,  that  may 
Prefer  you  to  his  daughter.  Frame  your  felf 
To  orderly  folicits  ->  and  befriended 
With  aptnefs  of  the  feafon,  make  denials 
Encreafe  your  fervices  -y  fo  feem,  as  if 
You  are  infpir'd  to  do  thofe  duties  which 
You  tender  to  her :  that  you  in  all  obey  her, 
Save  when  command  to  your  difmiflion  tends, 
And  therein  you  are  fenfelefs. 

Clot.  Senfelefs?  not  fo. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  So  like  you,  Sir,  ambaffadors  from  Rome 
The  one  is  Cams  Lucius. 

Cym.  A  worthy  fellow, 
Albeit  he  comes  on  angry  purpofe  now ; 

But 
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But  that's  no  fault  of  his :  we  muft  receive  him 

According  to  the  honour  of  his  fender; 

And  towards  himfelf,  his  goodnefs  fore-fpent  on 

We  muft  extend  our  notice:  our  dear  Con, 

When  you  have  giv'n  good-morning  to  your  miftrefs, 

Attend  the  Queen  and  us ;  we  mail  have  need 

T'  employ  you  towards  this  Roman.    Come,  our  Queen. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Clot.  If  flie  be  up,  I'll  (peak  with  her ;  if  not, 
Let  her  lye  ftill,  and  dream.   By  your  leave  ho! 
I  know  her  women  are  about  her — what 
If  I  do  line  one  of  their  hands  ?  —  'tis  gold 
Which  buy  admittance,  oft  it  doth,  yea  makes 
Diana's  rangers  falfe  themfelves,  and  yield 
Their  deer  to  th'  ftand  o'th'  ftealer :  and  'tis  gold 
Which  makes  the  true  man  kill'd,  and  faves  the  thief,- 
Nay,  fometimes  hangs  both  thief  and  true-man :  what 
Can  it  not  do,  and  undo  ?  I  will  make 
One  of  her  women  lawyer  to  me,  for 
I  yet  not  underftand  the  cafe  my  felf. 

By  your  leave.  [knocks. 

Enter  a  Lady, 
Lady.  Who's  there  that  knocks  ? 
Clot.  A  gentleman. 
Lady.  No  more? 

Clot.  Yes,  and  a  gentlewoman's  fon. 

Lady.  That's  more 
Than  fome  whofe  tailors  are  as  dear  as  yours, 
Can  juftly  boaft  of:  what's  your  lordfhip's  pleafurei 

Clot.  Your  lady's  perfon,  is  fhe  ready  ? 

Lady.  Ay,  to  keep  her  chamber. 

U  z  Clot. 
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Clot.  There  is  gold  for  you,  fell  me  your  good  report. 
Lady.  How,  my  good  name  ?  or  to  report  of  you 
What  I  mall  think  is  good  ?    The  princefs  — 

Enter  Imogen. 

Clot.  Good-morrow  faireft,  fitter  your  fweet  hand. 

Imo.  Good-morrow,  Sir  $  you  lay  out  too  much  pains 
For  purchafing  but  trouble  :  the  thanks  I  give 
Is  telling  you  that  I  am  poor  of  thanks, 
And  fcarce  can  (pare  them. 

Clot.  Still  I  fwear  I  love  you. 

Imo.  If  you  but  faid  fo,  'twere  as  deep  with  me : 
If  you  fwear  ftill,  your  recompence  is  ftill 
That  I  regard  it  not. 

Clot.  This  is  no  anfwer. 

Imo.  But  that  you  mail  not  fay  I  yield,  being  filent, 
I  would  not  fpeak.    I  pray  you  fpare  me,  faith 
I  (hall  unfold  equal  difcourtefie 
To  your  beft  kindnefs :  one  of  your  great  knowing 
Should  learn,  being  taught,  forbearance. 

Clot.  To  leave  you  in  your  madnefs,  'twere  my  fin? 
I  will  not. 

Imo.  Fools  are  not  mad  folks. 

Clot.  Do  you  call  me  fool? 

Imo.  As  I  am  mad  I  do : 
If  you'll  be  patient,  I'll  no  more  be  mad, 
That  cures  us  both.    I  am  much  forry,  Sir, 
You  put  me  to  forget  a  lady's  manners 
By  being  fo  verbal:  and  learn  now  for  all, 
That  I  who  know  my  heart,  do  here  pronounce 
Ey  th'  very  truth  of  it,  I  care  not  for  you  : 
And  Am  fo  near  the  lack  of  charity 
T3  accufe  my  felf,  I  hate  you:  which  I  had  rather 
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You  felt,  than  make  my  boaft. 

Clot.  You  fin  again  ft 
Obedience,  which  you  owe  your  father,-  for 
The  contract  you  pretend  with  that  bafe  wretch, 
(One,  bred  of  alms,  and  fofter'd  with  cold  dimes, 
With  fcraps  o'th'  court,)  it  is  no  contract,  none: 
And  though  it  be  allow'd  in  meaner  parties, 
(Yet  who  than  he  more  mean  ?)  to  knit  their  fouls 
On  whom  there  is  no  more  dependency 
But  brats  and  beggary,  in  felf-figur'd  knot ; 
Yet  you  are  curb'd  from  that  enlargement,  by 
The  confequence  o'th'  crown,  and  muft  not  foil 
The  precious  note  of  it  with  a  bafe  Have, 
A  hilding  for  a  livery,  a  fquire's  cloth, 
A  pander ;  not  fo  eminent. 

Imo.  Prophane  fellow  I 
Wert  thou  the  fbn  of  Jupiter,  and  no  more 
But  what  thou  art  befides,  thou  wert  too  bafe 
To  be  his  groom :  thou  wert  dignify'd  enough, 
Ev'n  to  the  point  of  envy,  if  'twere  made 
Comparative  for  your  virtues  to  be  ftil'd 
The  under  hangman  of  his  realm  5  and  hated 
For  being  preferr'd  fo  well. 

Clot.  The  fouth-fog  rot  him! 

Imo.  He  never  can  meet  more  mifchance,  than  come 
To  be  but  nam'd  of  thee.    His  meaneft  garment 
That  ever  hath  but  dipt  his  body/s  dearer 
In  my  refpect,  than  all  the  hairs  above  thee, 
Were  they  all  made  fuch  men.    How  now,  Pifanio* 

Enter  Pifanio. 

Clot.  His  garment  ?  now  the  devil. 

Imo.  To  Dorothy,  my  woman,  hye  thee  prefently. 
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Clot.  His  garment  ? 

Imo.  I  am  fprighted  with  a  fool, 
Frighted,  and  angred  worfe — go  bid  my  woman 
Search  for  a  jewel,  that  too  cafually 
Hath  left  mine  arm  —  it  was  thy  mailer's.    Shrew  me 
If  I  would  lofe  it  for  a  revenue 
Of  any  king  in  Europe.    I  do  think 
I  faw't  this  morning  j  confident  I  am, 
Laft  night  'twas  on  my  arm ;  I  kilTed  it. 
I  hope  it  be  not  gone,  to  tell  my  lord 
That  I  kifs  ought  but  him. 

Pif.  'Twill  not  be  loft. 

Imo.  I  hope  fo,-  go  and  fearch. 

Clot.  You  have  abufed  me  —  his  meaneft  garment  I  — 

Imo.  Ay,  I  faid  fo,  Sir, 
If  you  will  make't  an  a&ion,  call  witnefs  to't. 

Clot.  I  will  inform  your  father. 

Imo.  Your  mother  too,- 
She's  my  good  lady  -}  and  will  conceive,  I  hope, 
But  the  worft  of  me.    So  I  leave  you,  Sir, 

To  th'  worft  of  difcontent.  [Exit. 

Clot.  I'll  be  reveng'd ; 
His  meaneft  garment  ?  —  well.  [Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

ROME. 

Enter  Pofthumus,  and  Philario. 

p0flt       FAR  it  not,  Sir  ;  I  would  I  were  fo  fure 

JT  To  win  the  king,  as  I  am  bold  her  honour 
Will  remain  hers. 
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Phi.  What  means  do  yoa  make  to  him  ? 

Pofl.  Not  any,  but  abide  the  change  of  time, 
Quake  in  the  prefent  winter's  ftate,  and  vvifh 
That  warmer  days  would  come;  in  thefe  fear'd  hopes 
I  barely  gratifie  your  love;  they  failing, 
I  muft  die  much  your  debtor. 

Phi.  Your  very  goodnefs,  and  your  company, 
O'er-pays  all  I  can  do.    By  this,  your  king 
Hath  heard  of  great  Auguftus-,  Caius  Lucius 
Will  do's  commiflion  throughly.    And  I  think 
He'll  grant  the  tribute    fend  th'  arrearages, 
Or  look  upon  our  Romans,  whofe  remembrance 
Is  yet  frefh  in  their  grief. 

Pofl.  I  do  believe, 
(Statift  though  I  am  none,  nor  like  to  be,) 
That  this  will  prove  a  war and  you  {hall  hear 
The  legion  now  in  Gallia,  fooner  landed 
In  our  not-fearing  Britain,  than  have  tidings 
Of  any  penny  tribute  paid.    Our  countrymen 
Are  men  more  order'd  than  when  Julius  Cafar 
Smil'd  at  their  lack  of  skill,  but  found  their  courage 
Worthy  his  frowning  at.    Their  difcipline 
Now  mingled  with  their  courages,  will  make  known 
To  their  approvers,  they  are  people  fuch 
As  mend  upon  the  world. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Iachimo. 

Phi.  See  Iachimo. 

Pofl.  Sure  the  fwift  harts  have  polled  you  by  land  -9 

And  winds  of  all  the  corners  kifs'd  your  fails, 

To  make  your  veflel  nimble. 

7  Phi. 
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Phi.  Welcome,  Sir. 

Pofi.  I  hope  the  briefnefs  of  your  anfwer,  made 
The  fpeedinefs  of  your  return. 

lach.  Your  lady, 
Is  of  the  faireft  I  e'er  look'd  upon. 

Pofi.  And  therewithal  the  beft,  or  let  her  beauty 
Look  through  a  cafement  to  allure  falfe  hearts, 
And  be  falfe  with  them. 

Iach.  Here  are  letters  for  you. 

Pofi.  Their  tenure  good,  I  truft. 

Iach.  JTis  very  like. 

Pofi.  Was  Cams  Lucius  in  the  Britain  court, 
When  you  were  there  ? 

Iach.  He  was  expected  then, 
But  not  approach'd. 

Pofi.  All  is  well  yet. 
Sparkles  this  ftone  as  it  was  wont,  or  is't  not 
Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing  ? 

Iach.  If  I've  loft  it, 
I  mould  have  loft  the  worth  of  it  in  gold  $ 
I'll  make  a  journey  twice  as  far,  t'enjoy 
A  fecond  night  of  fuch  Tweet  fhortnefs,  which 
Was  mine  in  Britain,  for  the  ring  is  won. 

Pofi.  The  ftone's  too  hard  to  come  by. 

Iach.  Not  a  whit, 
Your  lady  being  lb  eafie. 

Pofi.  Make  not,  Sir, 
Your  lofs  your  Iport ;  I  hope  you  know  that  we 
Muft  not  continue  friends. 

Iach.  Good  Sir,  we  muft, 
If  you  keep  covenant,-  had  I  not  brought 
The  knowledge  of  your  miftrefs  home,  I  grant 
We  were  to  queftion  farther  j  but  I  now 

Profefs 
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Profefs  my  felf  the  winner  of  her  honour, 
Together  with  your  ring  j  and  not  the  wronger 
Of  her,  or  you,  having  proceeded  but 
By  both  your  wills. 

Pofi.  If  you  can  make't  apparent 
That  you  have  tafted  her  in  bed,-  my  hand, 
And  ring  is  yours.    If  not,  the  foul  opinion 
You  had  of  her  poor  honour,  gains,  or  lofes 
Your  fword  or  mine,  or  mafterlefs  leaves  both 
To  who  mail  find  them. 

Iach.  Sir,  my  circumftances 
Being  fo  near  the  truth,  as  I  will  make  them, 
Muft  firft  induce  you  to  believe  ,•  whofe  ftrength 
I  will  confirm  with  oath,  which  I  doubt  not 
You'll  give  me  leave  to  (pare,  when  you  (hall  find 
You  need  it  not. 

Pofi.  Proceed. 

lack  Firft,  her  bed-chamber, 
(Where  I  confefs  I  flept  not,  but  profefs 
Had  that  was  well  worth  watching)  it  was  hang'd 
With  tapeftry  of  filver  and  filk ;  the  ftory 
Proud  Cleopatra,  when  me  met  her  Roman, 
And  Cidnus  fwell'd  above  the  banks  or  for 
The  prefs  of  boats,  or  pride :  a  piece  of  work 
So  bravely  done,  fo  rich,  that  it  did  ftrive 
In  workmanmip,  and  value  ^  which  I  wonder'd 
Could  be  fo  rarely  and  exactly  wrought, 
Since  the  true  life  on't  was  

Pofi.  This  is  true  j 
And  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here,  by  me, 
Or  by  fome  other. 

Iach.  More  particulars 
Muft  juftifie  my  knowledge. 
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Poft.  So  they  mud, 
Or  do  your  honour  injury. 

lach.  The  chimney 
Is  Touch  the  chamber,  and  the  chimney-piece 
Chaft  Dian3  bathing  -y  never  faw  I  figures 
So  likely  to  report  themfelves ;  the  cutter 
Was  as  another  nature  dumb,  out-went  her, 
Motion  and  breath  left  out. 

Pofl.  This  is  a  thing 
Which  you  might  from  relation  likewife  read; 
Being,  as  it  is,  much  fpoke  of. 

Iach.  The  roof  o'th'  chamber 
With  golden  cherubims  is  fretted.  Her  andirons, 
(I  had  forgot  them)  were  two  winking  Cupids 
Of  filver,  each  on  one  foot  ftanding,  nicely 
Depending  on  their  brands. 

Pofl.  This  is  Tier  honour  ,* 
Let  it  be  granted  you  have  feen  all  this, 
Praife  be  to  your  remembrance,  the  defcription 
Of  what  is  in  her  chamber  nothing  faves 
The  wager  you  have  laid. 

Iach.  Then  if  you  can  [Pulling  out  the  Bracelet. 

Be  pale,  I  beg  but  leave  to  air  this  jewel:  fee!  

And  now  'tis  up  again ;  it  muft  be  married 
To  that  your  diamond.    I'll  keep  them. 

Pofl.  Jove/  — 
Once  more  let  me  behold  it :  Is  it  that 
Which  I  left  with  her? 

Iach.  Sir,  I  thank  her,  that  : 
She  ftrip'd  it  from  her  arm,  I  fee  her  yet, 
Her  pretty  a&ion  did  out-fell  her  gift, 
And  yet  enrich'd  it  too ;  me  gave  it  me, 
And  (aid  (he  priz'd  it  once. 
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Poft.  May  be,  fhe  pluck'd  it  off 
To  (end  it  me. 

Iach.  She  writes  fo  to  you  ?  doth  (Tie  ? 

Poft.  O  no,  no,  no,  'tis  true.    Here  take  this  too, 
It  is  a  bafilisk  unto  mine  eye, 
Kills  me  to  look  on't :  let  there  be  no  honour, 
Where  there  is  beauty,-  truth,  where  femblance  ;  love, 
Where  there's  another  man.    The  vows  of  women 
Of  no  more  bondage  be,  to  where  they're  made, 
Then  they  are  to  their  virtues,  which  is  nothing; 
O,  above  meafure  falle!  — 

Phi  Have  patience,  Sir, 
And  take  your  ring  again:  'tis  not  yet  won; 
It  may  be  probable  fhe  loft  it ;  or 
Who  knows,  one  of  her  women,  being  corrupted, 
Might  ftoln  it  from  her. 

Poft.  Very  true, 
And  fo  I  hope  he  came  by't  $  back  my  ring, 
Render  to  me  fome  corporal  fign  about  her 
More  evident  than  this ;  for  this  was  ftole. 

Iach.  By  Jupiter,  I  had  it  from  her  arm. 

Poft.  Hark  you,  he  fwears ;  by  Jupiter  he  fwears. 
'Tis  true  —  nay  keep  the  ring — 'tis  true;  I'm  fure 
She  could  not  lofe  it ;  her  attendants  are 
All  honourable;  they  induc'd  to  fteal  it! 
And  by  a  ftranger!  —  no,  he  hath  enjoy'd  her. 
The  cognizance  of  her  incontinency 
Is  this :  (h'hath  bought  the  name  of  whore  thus  dearly, 
There,  take  thy  hire,  and  all  the  fiends  of  hell 
Divide  themfelves  between  you. 

Phi.  Sir,  be  patient; 
This  is  not  ftrong  enough  to  be  believ'd, 
Of  one  perfuaded  well  of — 
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Pofi.  Never  talk  on't; 
She  hath  been  colted  by  him. 

lach.  If  you  feek 
For  further  fatisfying  -}  under  her  breaft, 
Worthy  the  prefling,  lyes  a  mole,  right  proud 
Of  that  mod  delicate  lodging.    By  my  life 
I  kift  it,  and  it  gave  me  prefent  hunger 
To  feed  again,  though  full.    You  do  remember 
This  ftain  upon  her  ? 

Pofi.  Ay,  and  it  doth  confirm 
Another  ftain,  as  big  as  hell  can  hold, 
Were  there  no  more  but  it. 

lach.  Will  you  hear  more? 

Pofi.  Spare  your  arithmetick. 
Count  not  the  turns :  once,  and  a  million! 

lach.  I'll  be  fworn  — 

Pofi.  No  fwearing : 
If  you  will  fwear  you  have  not  done't,  you  lie. 
And  I  will  kill  thee  if  thou  doft  deny 
Thou'ft  made  me  cuckold. 

lach.  I'll  deny  nothing. 

Pofi.  O  that  I  had  her  here,  to  tear  her  limb-meal  j 
I  will  go  there  and  do't  i'th'  court,  before 

Her  father  —  I'll  do  fomething  - —  [Exit. 

Phi.  Quite  befides 
The  government  of  patience!  you  have  won; 
Let's  follow  him,  and  pervert  the  prefent  wrath 
He  hath  againft  himfelf. 

lach.  With  all  my  heart.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Pofthumus. 

Pofl.  c  Is  there  no  way  for  men  to  be,  but  women 

1  Muft  be  half-workers  ?  we  are  baftards  all, 

c  And  that  mod  venerable  man  which  I 

c  Did  call  my  father,  was  I  know  not  where, 

c  When  I  was  ftampt.    Some  coyner  with  his  tools 

c  Made  me  a  counterfeit  $  yet  my  mother  feem'd 

c  The  Dian  of  that  time  y  fo  doth  my  wife 

1  The  non-pareil  of  this  —  Oh  vengeance,  vengeance! 

'  Me  of  my  lawful  pleafure  (he  reftrain'd, 

c  And  pray'd  me  oft  forbearance  -y  did  it  with 

1  A  pudency  fo  rofie,  the  fwecc  view  on't 

c  Might  well  have  warm'd  old  Saturn  —  that  I  thought  her 

1  As  chafte,  as  unfunn'd  fnow.    Oh,  all  the  devils ! 

c  This  yellow  lachimo  in  an  hour — was't  not?  

1  Or  lefs  ,•  at  firft  ?  perchance  he  fpoke  not,  but 

'  Like  a  full-acorn'd  boar,  3  a-churning  on, 

1  Cry'd  oh!  and  mounted,-  found  no  oppofition 

'  But  what  he  look'd  for  mould  oppofe,  and  me 

'  Should  from  encounter  guard.    Could  I  find  out 

f  The  woman's  part  in  me  for  there's  no  motion 

*  That  tends  to  vice  in  man,  but  I  affirm 

t  It  is  the  woman's  part ;  be't  lying,  note  it, 

'  The  woman's  j  flattering,  hers ;  deceiving,  hers ; 

<  Luft,  and  rank  thoughts,  hers,  hers  j  revenges,  hers ; 
1  Ambitions,  covetings,  change  of  prides,  difdain, 

<  Nice-longings,  (landers,  mutability: 

1  All  faults  that  may  be  nam'd,  nay  that  hell  knows, 

*  Why  hers,  in  part,  or  all  5  but  rather  all  for  even  to  vice 

*  They  are  not  conftant,  but  are  changing  dill  y 

4  One  vice,  but  of  a  minute  old,  for  one  (  Not 

a  A  Jermen  one,  in  the  firfi  editions;  Jince  altered  to  a  German  one, 
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1  Not  half  fo  old  as  that.    I'll  write  againft  them, 

'  Detefl:  them,  curfe  them  — -  yet  'tis  greater  skill 

'  In  a  true  hate,  to  pray  they  have  their  will  ^ 

'  The  very  devils  cannot  plague  them  better.  [Exit. 


ACT    III.    SCENE  I. 

Cymbeline';  Palace. 

Enter  in  flate,  Cymbeline,    Sheen,  Cloten,  and  lords  at 
one  door  j  and  at  another ,  Caius  Lucius  and  attendants. 

C  y  M  B  E  LINE. 

O  W  fay,  what  would  Augujlus  Cafar  with  us  ? 
Luc.  When  Julius  C<efary  (whofe  remembrance 
yet 

Lives  in  mens  eyes,  and  will  to  ears  and  tongues 
Be  theme,  and  hearing  ever)  was  in  Britain, 
And  conquer'd  it,  Cajfibelan  thine  uncle 
(Famous  in  Cafar's  praifes,  no  whit  left 
Than  in  his  feats  deferving  it)  for  him 
And  his  fucceflion,  granted  Rome  a  tribute, 
Yearly  three  thoufand  pounds ;  which  by  thee  lately 
Is  left  untender'd. 

Ghieen.  And,  to  kill  the  marvail, 
Shall  be  fo  ever. 

Clot.  There  be  many  Cafars, 
Ere  fuch  another  Julius-.  Britain  is 
A  world  it  felf,  and  we  will  nothing  pay 
For  wearing  our  own  nofes. 
Queen.  That  opportunity 

Which 
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Which  then  they  had  to  take  from's,  to  refume 

We  have  again.    Remember,  Sir  my  liege, 

The  kings  your  anceftors  ,•  together  with 

The  nat'ral  brav'ry  of  your  ifle,  which  flands 

As  Neptune's  park  ribbed  and  paled  in 

With  oaks  unskaleable,  and  roaring  waters, 

With  fand  that  will  not  bear  your  enemies  boats, 

But  fuck  them  up  to  th'  top-man:.    A  kind  of  conquefr, 

Cafar  made  here,  but  made  not  here  his  brag 

Of,  came,  and  faw,  and  overcame-.  With  fhame, 

(The  firfl:  that  ever  touch'd  him)  he  was  carried 

From  off  our  coaft,  'twice  beaten ;  and  his  {hipping, 

(Poor  ignorant  baubles,)  on  our  terrible  teas, 

Like  egg-fhells  mov'd  upon  their  furges,  crack'd 

As  eafily  'gainft  our  rocks.    For  joy  whereof, 

The  fam'd  Cajfibelan,  who  was  once  at  point 

(Oh  giglet  fortune!)  to  mafter  Cafar 's  fword, 

Made  Lad's  town  with  rejoicing  fires  bright, 

And  Brit  aim  ftrut  with  courage. 

Clot.  Come,  there's  no  more  tribute  to  be  paid.  Our  king- 
dom is  ftronger  than  it  was  at  that  time,-  and,  as  I  faid,  there  is 
no  more  fuch  Cafar s  ,•  other  of  them  may  have  crook'd  notes,  but 
to  own  fuch  ftrait  arms,  none. 

Cym.  Son,  let  your  mother  end. 

Clot.  We  have  yet  many  among  us  can  gripe  as  hard  as  Caffi- 
belany  I  do  not  fay  I  am  one;  but  I  have  a  hand.  Why  tribute? 
Why  mould  we  pay  tribute?  if  Cafar  can  hide  the  fun  from  us 
with  a  blanket,  or  put  the  moon  in  his  pocket,  we  will  pay  him 
tribute  for  light  ,•  elfe,  Sir,  no  more  tribute,  pray  you  now. 

Cym.  You  mud  know, 
'Till  the  injurious  Romans  did  extort 
This  tribute  from  us,  we  were  free.    Cafar'%  ambition, 
Which  fwell'd  fo  much,  that  it  did  almoffc  ftretch 

The 
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The  fides  o'th'  world,  againfl:  all  colour  here 
Did  put  the  yoke  upon's;  which  to  (hake  off 
Becomes  a  warlike  people,  (which  we  reckon 
Our  felves  to  be)  to  do.    Say  then  to  Cxfar, 
Our  anceftor  was  that  Mulmutim,  who 
Ordain'd  our  laws,  whofe  ufe  the  fword  of  Cafar 
Hath  too  much  mangled  j  whofe  repair  and  franchife, 
Shall  by  the  power  we  hold  be  our  good  deed, 
Though  Rome  be  therefore  angry.    That  Mulmutim 
Who  was  the  firffc  of  Britain,  which  did  put 
His  brows  within  a  golden  crown,  and  call'd 
Himfelf  a  King. 

Luc.  I'm  forry,  Cymbeline, 
That  I  am  to  pronounce  Augujim  C<efar, 
(Cafar  that  hath  more  kings  his  fervants,  than 
Thy  felf  domeftick  officers)  thine  enemy. 
Receive  it  from  me  then.     War  and  confufion 
In  Cefar's  name  pronounce  I  'gainft  thee:  look 
For  fury,  not  to  be  refilled.    Thus  defy'd, 
I  thank  thee  for  my  felf. 

Cym.  Thou'rt  welcome,  Caius, 
Thy  Cafar  knighted  me;  my  youth  I  fpent 
Much  under  him:  of  him  I  gather  d  honour, 
Which  he  to  feek  of  me  again  perforce, 
Behooves  me  keep  at  variance.    I  am  perfect, 
That  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians,  for 
Their  liberties,  are  now  in  arms :  a  precedent 
Which  not  to  read,  would  mew  the  Britains  cold  : 
So  Cafar  mail  not  find  them. 

Luc.  Let  proof  fpeak. 

Clot.  His  Majefty  bids  you  welcome.  Make  paftime  with  us  a 
day  or  two,  or  longer :  if  you  feek  us  afterwards  on  other  terms, 
you  mail  find  us  in  our  falt-water  girdle :  if  you  beat  us  out  of  it, 

it 

9 


Cymbeline.  169 

it  is  yours:  if  you  fall  in  the  adventure,  our  crows  mall  fare  the 
better  for  you  ,•  and  there's  an  end. 
Luc.  So,  Sir. 

Cym.  I  know  your  matter's  pleafure,  and  he  mine: 
All  the  remain,  is  welcome.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Pifanio  reading  a  letter. 

Pif.  TJ  O  W  ?  of  adultery  ?  wherefore  write  you  not 

JLjL  What  monfters  have  accus'd  her?  Leonatmf 
Oh  mafter,  what  a  ftrange  infection 
Is  fall'n  into  thy  ear  ?  what  falfe  Italian, 
As  pois'nous  tongu'd  as  handed,  hath  prevails 
On  thy  too  ready  ear!  Difloyal?  no, 
She's  punifh'd  for  her  truth  j  and  undergoes 
More  goddefs-like  than  wife-like,  fuch  alfaults 
As  would  take  in  fome  virtue.    Oh  my  mafter ! 
Thy  mind  to  her  is  now  as  low,  as  were 
Thy  fortunes.    How?  that  I  mould  murther  her? 
Upon  the  Jove  and  truth  and  vows,  which  I 
Have  made  to  thy  command! — I  her! — her  blood! 
If  it  be  fo  to  do  good  fervice,  never 
Let  me  be  counted  ferviceable.    How  look  I, 
That  I  mould  feem  to  lack  humanity, 

So  much  as  this  fad  comes  to  ?  Do't — the  letter  [Reading. 

That  I  have  fent  her,  by  her  own  command 

Shall  give  thee  opportunity.    Damn'd  paper! 

Black  as  the  ink  that's  on  thee:  fenfelefs  bauble! 

Art  thou  a  fcedarie  for  this  ad  ;  that  look'ft 

So  virgin-like  without  ?  Lo  here  (he  comes. 

Vol  VI.  Y  E» 
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Enter  Imogen. 

I'm  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded. 

Imo.  How  now,  Pifanio? 

Pif.  Madam,  here  is  a  letter  from  my  lord. 

Imo.  Who!  thy  lord?  that  is  my  lord  Leonatus : 
Oh,  learn'd  indeed  were  that  aftronomer 
That  knew  the  ftars,  as  I  his  characters  : 
He'd  lay  the  future  open.  You  good  gods, 
Let  what  is  here  contain'd  relifh  of  love, 
Of  my  lord's  health,  of  his  content,  yet  not 
That  we  two  are  afunderj  let  that  grieve  him! 
Some  griefs  are  medicinable,  that  is  one  of  them, 
For  it  doth  phylick  love  of  his  content, 

All  but  in  that.    Good  wax,  thy  leave  bleft  be 

You  bees  that  make  thefe  locks  of  counfei!  Lovers, 
And  men  in  dang'rous  bonds  pray  not  alike. 
Though  forfeitures  you  caft  in  prifon,  yet 

You  clafp  young  Cupid's  tables :  good  news,  gods !  [Reading. 


US  TI CE,  and  your  father's  wrath,  fhould  he  take  me  in  his 
dominion,  could  not  be  fo  cruel  to  me  $  but  you,  oh  the  dearefi 
of  creatures,  would  even  renew  me  with  your  eyes.  Take  notice 
that  I  am  in  Cambria  at  Milford-Haven :  what  your  own  love  will 
out  of  this  advife  you,  follow.  So  he  w'ifhes  you  all  happmefs, 
that  remains  loyal  to  his  vow,  and  your  increafmg  in  love, 

Leonatus  Pofthumus. 

Oh  for  a  horfe  with  wings!  hear'ft  thou,  Pifanio? 
He  is  at  Milford-Haven :  read,  and  tell  me 
How  far  'tis  thither.    If  one  of  mean  affairs 
May  plod  it  in  a  week,  why  may  not  I 
Glide  thither  in  a  day  ?  then,  true  Pifanio, 

Who 
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Who  long'fl:  like  me  to  fee  thy  lord ;  who  long'fl:, 
(Oh  let  me  bate)  but  not  like  me,  yet  long'fl:, 

But  in  a  fainter  kind  oh  not  like  me; 

For  mine's  beyond,  beyond  fay,  and  /peak  thick; 

Love's  counfellor  fhould  fill  the  bores  of  hearing 
To  th'fmoth'ring  of  the  fenfe — how  far  it  is 
To  this  fame  bleifed  Milfordl  and  by  th'  way 
Tell  me  how  Wales  was  made  fo  happy,  as 
T'inherit  fuch  a  haven.  But  firft  of  all, 
How  may  we  fteal  from  hence  ?  and  for  the  gap 
That  we  (hall  make  in  time,  from  our  hence  going 
Till  our  return,  t5  excufe — but  firft,  how  get  hence? 
Why  mould  excufe  be  born  or-ere  begot? 
Well  talk  of  that  hereafter.    Pr'ythee  fpeak, 
How  many  fcore  of  miles  may  we  well  ride 
'Twixt  hour  and  hour? 

Pif.  One  fcore  'twixt  fun  and  fun, 
Madam's  enough  for  you:  and  too  much  too. 

Imo.  Why,  one  that  rode  to's  execution,  man, 
Could  never  go  fo  flow :  I've  heard  of  riding  wagers, 
Where  horles  have  been  nimbler  than  the  fands 
That  run  i'th'  clock's  behalf.    But  this  is  fool'ry. 
Go,  bid  my  woman  feign  a  ficknefs,  fay 
She'll  home  t'her  father:  and  provide  me  prefent 
A  riding  fuit ;  no  coftlier  than  would  fit 
A  Franklin's  houfewife. 

Pif.  Madam,  you'd  beft  confider. 

Imo.  I  fee  before  me,  man,  nor  here  nor  here, 
Nor  what  enfues,  but  have  a  fog  in  them, 
That  I  cannot  look  thro'.  Away,  I  pr'ythee, 
Do  as  I  bid  thee  ,•  there's  no  more  to  fay  5 

Acceflible  is  none  but  Milford  way.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  HE 

A  For  eft  with  a  cavey  in  Wales. 

Enter  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 
Bell1  \    Goodly  day!  not  to  keep  houfe  with  fuch, 

jLjL  f  Whofe  roof's  as  low  as  ours:  fee,  boys!  this  gate 

*  Inflructs  you  how  t'adore  the  heav'ns ;  and  bows  you 
€  To  morning's  holy  office.    Gates  of  monarchs 

'  Are  arch'd  fo  high,  that  giants  may  jet  through 

*  And  keep  their  impious  turbands  on,  without 

*  Good-morrow  to  the  fun.    Hail,  thou  fair  heav'n! 

*  We  houfe  i'th'  rock,  yet  ufe  thee  not  fo  hardly 

*  As  prouder  livers  do. 
Guid.  Hail,  heaven! 
Arv.  Hail,  heav'n! 

Bel.  '  Now  for  our  mountain  Iport,  up  to  yond  hill, 

*  Your  legs  are  young:  I'll  tread  thefe  flats.  Confider, 
K  When  you  above  perceive  me  like  a  crow, 

*  That  it  is  place  which  leffens  and  fets  off; 

f  And  you  may  then  revolve  what  tales  I  told  you, 
s  Of  courts  of  princes,  of  the  tricks  in  war, 

*  That  fervice  is  not  fervice,  fo  being  done, 
'  But  being  fo  allow'd.  To  apprehend  thus, 
c  Draws  us  a  profit  from  all  things  we  fee: 

'  And  often  to  our  comfort,  fhall  we  find 

c  The  fharded  beetle  in  a  fafer  hold 

c  Than  is  the  full-wing'd  eagle.    Oh  this  life, 

*  Is  nobler  than  attending  for  a  check  $ 

1  Richer,  than  doing  nothing  for  a  bauble ; 
'  Prouder,  than  ruftling  in  unpaid-for  filk  : 
(  Such  gain  the  cap  of  him  that  makes  them  fine, 

<  Yet 
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'  Yet  keeps  his  book  uncrofs'd ;  no  life  to  ours. 

Gmd.  '  Out  of  your  proof  you  fpeak;  we  poor  unfledg'd 
f  Have  never  wing'd  from  view  o'th'  neft ;  nor  know 
f  What  air's  from  home.    Hap'ly  this  life  is  beft, 
€  If  quiet  life  is  beft,  fweeter  to  you 

*  That  have  a  fharper  known :  well  correfponding 
(  With  your  ftir?  age  j  but  unto  us,  it  is 

*  A  cell  of  ign'rancej  travelling  a-bed, 

*  A  prifbn,  a  for  a  debtor  that  not  dares 
1  To  ftride  a  limit. 

Arv.  c  What  mould  we  (peak  of 
■  When  we  are  old  as  you  ?  when  we  mall  hear 
<  The  rain  and  wind  beat  dark  December?  how 
c  In  this  our  pinching  cave,  mall  we  difcourfe 
'  The  freezing  hours  away  ?  We  have  feen  nothing, 
'  We're  beaftly fubtle  as  the  fox  for  prey, 
c  Like  warlike  as  the  wolf,  for  what  we  eat : 
(  Our  valour  is  to  chafe  what  flies  j  our  cage 
'  We  make  a  choir,  as  doth  the  prifon'd  bird, 
c  And  fing  our  bondage  freely. 

Be/.  '  How  you  (peak ! 
'  Did  you  but  know  the  city's  ufuries, 
t  And  felt  them  knowingly;  the  art  o'th'  court, 
1  As  hard  to  leave,  as  keep ;  whofe  top  to  climb 
1  Is  certain  falling,  or  fo  flipp'ry  that 

*  The  fear's  as  bad  as  falling.    The  toil  of  war, 

*  A  pain,  that  only  feems  to  feek  out  danger 

"  I'th5  name  of  fame  and  honour ,-  which  dies  i'th'  fearch, 
c  And  hath  as  oft  a  fland'rous  epitaph, 
1  As  record  offairadt;  nay,  many  time 

*  Doth  ill  deferve,  by  doing  well :  what's  worfe, 

c  Muft  curt'fie  at  the  cenfure.    Oh  boys,  this  ftory 
The  world  may  read  in  me :  my  body's  mark'd 

With 
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With  Roman  fwords ;  and  my  report  was  once 
Firft  with  the  beft  of  note.    Cymbeline  lov'd  me, 
And  when  a  fbldier  was  the  theam,  my  name 
Was  not  far  off:  then  was  1  as  a  tree 
Whofe  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit.    But  in  one  night, 
A  ftorm,  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will, 
Shook  down  my  mellow  hangings,  nay  my  leaves, 
And  left  me  bare  to  weather. 
Guid.  Uncertain  favour! 

Bel.  My  fault  being  nothing,  as  I  told  you  oft, 
But  that  two  villains  (whofe  falfe  oaths  prevail'd 
Before  my  perfect  honour)  fwore  to  Cymbeline, 
I  was  confedrate  with  the  Romans:  fo 
Follow'd  my  banifhment;  and  this  twenty  years, 
This  rock  and  thefe  demefnes  have  been  my  world ; 
Where  I  have  liv'd  at  honeft  freedom,  pay'd 
More  pious  debts  to  heaven,  than  in  all 
The  fore-end  of  my  time — but,  up  to  th'  mountains! 
This  is  not  hunters  language;  he  that  (Irikes 
The  venifon  firft,  fhall  be  the  lord  o'th'  feaftj 
To  him  the  other  two  mall  minifter, 
And  we  will  fear  no  poifon,  which  attends 
In  place  of  greater  ftate : 

I'll  meet  you  in  the  valleys.  [Exeunt  boyi. 

How  hard  it  is  to  hide  the  fparks  of  nature  ? 
Thefe  boys  know  little  they  are  fons  to  th'  king, 
Nor  Cymbeline  dreams  that  they  are  alive. 
They  think  they're  mine;  tho'  trained  up  thus  meanly 
Here  in  the  cave,  wherein  their  thoughts  do  hit 
The  roofs  of  palaces,  and  nature  prompts  them 
In  fimple  and  low  things,  to  prince  it,  much 
Beyond  the  trick  of  others.    This  Poly dor , 
(The  heir  of  Cymbeline  and  Britain,  whom 

The 
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The  king  his  father  call'd  Gu'ider'ius^)  Jove/ 
When  on  my  three-foot  ftool  I  fit,  and  tell 
The  warlike  feats  I've  done,  his  fpirits  fly  out 
Into  my  ftory :  fay,  thus  mine  enemy  fell, 

And  thus  I  fet  my  foot  on's  neck  even  then 

The  princely  blood  flows  in  his  cheek,  he  fweats, 
Strains  his  young  nerves,  and  puts  himfelf  in  pofture 

That  ads  my  words  The  younger  brother  Cadwally 

(Once  Arviragus,)  in  as  like  a  figure 

Strikes  life  into  my  fpeech,  and  fhews  much  more 

His  own  conceiving.    Hark,  the  game  is  rouz'd  

Oh  Cymbel'me  !  heav'n  and  my  confcience  know 

Thou  didft  unjuftly  banifh  me :  whereon 

At  three,  and  two  years  old,  I  dole  thefe  babes, 

Thinking  to  bar  thee  of  fucceflion,  as 

Thou  reft'ft  me  of  my  lands.  Euriphile, 

Thou  waft  their  nurfe,  they  take  thee  for  their  mother, 

And  every  day  do  honour  to  her  grave  $ 

My  felf  Belar'tus  that  am  Morgan  call'd, 

They  take  for  natural  father.    The  game's  up.  [Exk, 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Pifanio  and  Imogen. 

Imo.  Thou  told'ft  me  when  we  came  from  horfe,  the  place 
Was  near  at  hand.    Ne'er  long'd  my  mother  fo 

To  fee  me  firft,  as  I  have  now  Pifanio , 

Where  is  Pofthumusl  What  is  in  thy  mind 

That  makes  thee  (tare  thus  ?  wherefore  breaks  that  figb 

From  th'  inward  of  thee  ?  one  but  painted  thus 

Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplex'd 

Beyond  felf-explication.    Put  thy  felf 

Into  a  'haviour  of  lefs  fear,  ere  wildnefs 

Van- 
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Vanquifh  thy  Readier  fenfes — what's  the  matter? 

Why  offer'ft  thou  that  paper  to  me,  with 

A  look  untender  ?  if't  be  fummer  news, 

Smile  to't  before  ;  if  winterly,  thou  need'ft 

But  keep  that  count'nance  foil.    My  husband's  hand  ? 

That  drug-damn'd  Italy  hath  out-craftied  him, 

And  he's  at  fome  hard  point.    Speak,  man,-  thy  tongce 

May  take  off  fome  extremity,  which  to  read 

Would  be  ev'n  mortal  to  me. 

Pif.  Pleafe  you  read, 
And  you  (hall  find  me,  wretched  man,  a  thing 
The  mod  difdain'd  of  fortune. 

Imogen  reads. 

~^HT  miflrefs,  Pifanio,  hath  play' a1  the  flrumpet  rn  my  bed: 
the  teflimonies  whereof  lye  bleeding  in  me.  I  /peak  not  out 
of  weak  furmifes,  but  from  proof  as  firong  as  my  grief  and  as 
certain  as  I  expeB  my  revenge.  That  part  thou  Pifanio  mufi  aci 
for  me,  if  thy  faith  be  not  tainted  with  the  breach  of  hers  -y  let 
thine  own  hands  take  away  her  life:  I  JJjall  give  thee  opportunity 
at  Milford-Haven.  She  hath  my  letter  for  the  purpofe  j  where, 
if  thou  fear  to  Jlrike,  and  to  make  me  certain  it  is  done,  thou  art  the 
Pander  to  her  dijhonour,  and  equally  to  me  difloyal. 

Pif.  c  What  (hall  I  need  to  draw  my  fword  ?  the  paper 
<  Hath  cut  her  throat  already.    No,  'tis  (lander, 
c  Whofe  edge  is  (harper  than  the  fword,  whofe  tongue 
c  Out-venoms  all  the  worms  of  Nile,  whofe  breath 
c  Rides  on  the  porting  winds,  and  doth  belye 
c  All  corners  of  the  world.   Kings,  Queens,  and  dates, 
'  Maids,  matrons,  nay  the  fecrets  of  the  grave 
'  This  viperous  (lander  enters.    What  chear,  madami 

Imo.  Falfe  to  his  bed!  what  is  it  to  be  falfe? 

To 
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c  To  lye  in  watch  there,  and  to  think  on  him  ? 

<  To  weep  'twixt  clock  and  clock  ?  if  deep  charge  nature 

<  To  break  it  with  a  fearful  dream  of  him, 

«  And  cry  my  felf  awake?  that  falfe  to's  bed/ 
Pif.  Alas,  good  lady! 

Into.  I  falfe?  thy  confcience  witnefs,  Iachtmo, 
Thou  didft  accufe  him  of  incontinency, 
Thou  then  look'dft:  like  a  villain  :  now,  methinks, 
Thy  favour's  good  enough.    Some  Jay  of  Italy 
(Whofe  mother  was  her  painting)  hath  betray'd  him: 
Poor  I  am  ftale,  a  garment  out  of  falbion, 
And  for  I'm  richer  than  to  hang  by  th'  walls, 
I  muft  be  ript:  to  pieces  with  me:  oh, 
Mens  vows  are  womens  traitors.    All  good  feeming 
By  thy  revolt,  oh  husband,  mall  be  thought 
Put  on  for  villany :  not  born  where't  grows, 
But  worn,  a  bait  for  ladies. 
Pif.  Madam,  hear  me  — 

Imo.  '  True  honeft  men  being  heard,  like  falfe  JEneas, 
c  Were  in  his  time  thought  falfe:  and  Synon's  weeping 
c  Did  fcandal  many  a  holy  tear,  took  pity 
c  From  mod  true  wretchednefs.    So  thou  Pofthf4musy 
<  Wilt  lay  the  leven  to  all  proper  men,- 
c  Goodly,  and  gallant,  mall  be  falfe  and  perjur'd, 
1  From  thy  great  fail.    Come,  fellow,  be  thou  honeil, 

Do  thou  thy  mafter's  bidding :  when  thou  feeft  him, 

A  little  witnefs  my  obedience.  Look! 

I  draw  the  fword  my  felf,  take  it,  and  hit 

The  innocent  manfion  of  my  love,  my  heart; 

Fear  not,  'tis  empty  of  all  things,  but  grief; 

Thy  mafter  is  not  there;  who  was  indeed 

The  riches  of  it.    Do  his  bidding,  ftrike; 

Thou  may'ft  be  valiant  in  a  better  caufe, 
Vol.  VI.  Z 
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But  now  thou  feem'ft  a  coward. 

Pif  Hence,  vile  inftrument! 
Thou  (halt  not  damn  my  hand. 

lmo.  Why,  I  muft  die ; 
And  if  I  do  not  by  thy  hand,  thou  art 
No  fervant  of  thy  matter's.    'Gainft  felf- (laughter 
There  is  a  prohibition  fo  divine 

That  f  cravens  my  weak  hand:  come,  here's  my  heart  — 
(Something's  afore't  —  foft,  foft,  we'll  no  defence,- 

[Opening  her  breajl.) 

Obedient  as  the  fcabbard!  —  What  is  here? 
The  fcriptures  of  the  loyal  Leonatus, 
All  turn'd  to  herefie?  away,  away, 

[Pulling  bis  letters  out  of  her  bofom. 
Corrupters  of  my  faith,  you  mail  no  more 
Be  ftomachers  to  my  heart :  thus  may  poor  fools 
Believe  falfe  teachers :  thofe  that  are  betray'd 
Do  feel  the  treafon  fharply,  yet  the  traitor 
Stands  in  worfe  cafe  of  woe.    And  thou  Pojlhumus, 
That  fet  my  difobedience  'gainft  the  king, 
And  mad'ft  me  put  into  contempt  the  fuits 
Of  princely  fellows ;  malt  hereafter  find 
It  is  no  act  of  common  paffage,  but 
A  ftrain  of  rarenefs :  and  I  grieve  my  felf, 
To  think,  when  thou  malt  be  dif-edg'd  by  her 
Whom  now  thou  tir'ft  on,  how  thy  memory 

Will  then  be  pang'd  by  me  Pr'ythee  difpatch, 

The  lamb  entreats  the  butcher.    Where's  the  knife? 
Thou  art  too  flow  to  do  thy  matter's  bidding, 
When  I  defire  it  too. 

Pif.  O  gracious  lady ! 
Since  I  receiv'd  command  to  do  this  bufinefs, 
I  have  not  flept  one  wink. 

Into,  Do't,  and  to  bed  then.  Pif 

■\  makes  me  a  coward. 


Cymbeline. 


P'if.  I'll  break  mine  eye-balls  firft. 

Imo.  Ah  wherefore  then 
Didft  undertake  it  ?  why  haft  thou  abus'd 
So  many  miles,  with  a  pretence  ?  this  place  ? 
Mine  action  ?  and  thine  own  ?  our  horfes  labour  ? 
The  time  inviting  thee  ?  the  perturb'd  court 
For  my  being  ablent  ?  whereunto  I  never 
Purpofe  return.    Why  haft  thou  gone  (b  far 
To  be  unbent  ?  when  thou  haft  ta'en  thy  ftand, 
Th'  elected  deer  before  thee  ? 

Ptf  But  to  win  time 
To  lofe  fb  bad  employment,  in  the  which 
I  have  confider'd  of  a  courfe  j  good  lady, 
Hear  me  with  patience. 

Imo.  Talk  thy  tongue  weary,  fpeak. 
I've  heard  I  am  a  ftrumpet,  and  mine  ear 
(Therein  falfe  ftruck)  can  take  no  greater  wound, 
Nor  tent  to  bottom  that.    But  (peak. 

Pif  Then,  madam, 
I  thought  you  would  not  back  again. 

Imo.  Moft  like 
Bringing  me  here  to  kill  me. 

P  'if.  Not  fo  neither  -y 
But  if  I  were  as  wife  as  honeft,  then 
My  purpofe  would  prove  welt;  it  cannot  be 
But  that  my  mafter  is  abus'd,  fome  villain 
And  lingular  in  his  art,  hath  done  you  both 
This  curfed  injury. 

Imo.  Some  Roman  curtezan  ? 

Pif  No,  on  my  life. 
1 11  give  him  notice  you  are  dead,  and  fend  him 
Some  bloody  fign  of  it:  for  'tis  comnanded 
I  (hould  do  fo.     You  fhall  be  mils'd  at  court, 
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And  that  will  well  confirm  it. 

Imo.  Why,  good  fellow  •> 
What  mall  I  do  the  while?  where  bide?  how  live? 
Or  in  my  life  what  comfort,  when  I  am 
Dead  to  my  husband  ? 

Pif  If  you'll  back  to  th'  court  

Imo.  No  court,  no  father ;  nor  no  more  ado 
With  that  harm,  noble,  fimple  nothing,  Cloten: 
Whofe  iove-fuit  hath  been  to  me 
As  fearful  as  a  liege. 

Pif.  If  not  at  court, 
Then  not  in  Britain  muft  you  bide. 

Imo.  Where  then  ? 
Hath  Britain  all  the  fun  that  fhines  ?  Day  ?  night 
Are  they  not  but  in  Britain  ?  i'th'  world's  volume 
Our  Britain  feems  as  of  it,  but  not  in  it; 
In  a  great  pool  a  fwan  s  neft.    Pr'ythee  think 
There's  living  out  of  Britain. 

Pif.  I'm  moft  glad 
You  think  of  other  place:  th'  AmbarTador, 
Lucius  the  Roman  comes  to  Milford-Haven 
To-morrow.    Now,  if  you  could  wear  a  mind 
Dark  as  your  fortune  is,  and  but  dilguife 
That  which  t'appear  it  felf,  muft  not  yet  be, 
But  by  felf-danger    you  mould  tread  a  courfe 
Pretty,  and  full  of  view;  yea  haply  near 
The  refidence  of  Pofihumus  j  lb  nigh,  at  lead, 
That  though  his  action  were  not  vifible, 
Report  mould  render  him  hourly  to  your  ear, 
As  truly  as  he  moves. 

Imo.  Oh  !  for  fuch  means, 
(Though  peril  to  my  modefty,  not  death  on't,) 
I  would  adventure. 
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Pif.  Well  then,  here's  the  point: 
'  You  muft  forget  to  be  a  woman,  change 
'  Command  into  obedience;  fear  and  nicenefs, 
c  (The  handmaids  of  all  women,  or  more  truly 
c  Woman  its  pretty  felf,)  to  waggifh  courage, 
c  Ready  in  gybes,  quick-anfwer'd,  fawcy,  and 
c  As  quarrellous  as  the  weazel :  nay,  you  muft 
*  Forget  that  rareft  treafure  of  your  cheek, 
e  Expofing  it  (but  oh  the  harder  heart, 
c  Alack,  no  remedy)  to  thJ  greedy  touch 
c  Of  common-killing  Titan-,  and  forget 
c  Your  labourfbme  and  dainty  trims,  wherein 
€  You  made  great  Juno  angry. 

Imo.  Nay,  be  brief: 
I  fee  into  thy  end,  and  am  almoft 
A  man  already. 

Pif.  Firft,  make  your  felf  but  like  one. 
Fore-thinking  this,  I  have  already  fit, 
('Tis  in  my  cloak-bag)  doublet,  hat,  hofe,  all 
That  anfwer  to  them.    Would  you  in  their  ferving, 
And  with  what  imitation  you  can  borrow 
From  youth  of  fuch  a  feafbn,  before  Lucius 
Prefent  your  felf,  defire  his  lervice  -y  tell  him 
Wherein  you're  happy,  which  will  make  him  know, 
If  that  his  head  have  ear  in  mufick,  doubtlefs 
With  joy  he  will  embrace  you;  for  he's  honourable, 
And  doubling  that,  mod  holy.    Your  means  abroad  ,• 
You  have  me  rich,  and  I  will  never  fail 
Beginning,  nor  fupply. 

Imo.  Thou'rt  all  the  comfort 
The  gods  will  diet  me  with.    Pr'ythee  away. 
There's  more  to  be  confider'd ;  but  we'll  even 
All  that  good  time  will  give  us.    This  attempt 
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I'm  foldier  to,  and  will  abide  it  with. 
A  prince's  courage.    Away,  I  pr'ythee. 

Pif.  Well,  madam,  we  muft  take  a  mort  farewel. 
Left  being  mifs'd,  I  be  fufpected  of 
Your  carriage  from  the  court.    My  noble  miftrefs, 
Here  is  a  box,  I  had  it  from  the  queen, 
What's  in't  is  precious:  if  you're  tick  at  fea, 
Or  ftomach-cjualm'd  at  land,  a  dram  of  this 
Will  drive  away  diftemper  —  to  fome  (hade, 
And  fit  you  to  your  manhood;  may  the  gods 
Direct  you  to  the  beft ! 

Imo.  Amen:  I  thank  thee.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  V. 

The  Palace  of  Cymbeline. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Queen,  Cloten,  Lucius,  and  Lords. 

Cym.  HpHUS  far,  and  fo  farewel. 

JL        Luc.  Thanks,  royal  Sir. 
My  Emperor  hath  wrote  -y  I  muft  from  hence, 
And  am  right  fbrry,  that  I  muft  report  ye 
My  mafter's  enemy. 

Cym.  Our  fubje&s,  Sir, 
Will  not  endure  his  yoak;  and  for  our  felf 
To  mew  lefs  foveraignty  then  they,  muft  needs 
Appear  un-kinglike. 

Luc.  So,  Sir :  I  defire  of  you 
A  conduct  over  land,  to  Mrfford-Haven. 
Madam,  all  joy  befal  your  grace  ;  and  you. 

Cym.  My  lords,  you  are  appointed  for  that  office  ; 
The  due  of  honour  in  no  point  omit: 
So  farewel,  noble  Luatts. 
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Luc.  Your  hand,  my  lord. 

Clot.  Receive  it  friendly ;  but  from  this  time  forth 
I  wear  it  as  your  enemy. 

Luc.  Th'event 
Is  yet  to  name  the  winner.    Fare  you  well. 

Cym.  Leave  not  the  worthy  Lucius,  good  my  lords, 
'Till  he  have  croft  the  Severn.    Happinefs!     [Exit  Lucius,  @V. 

Queen.  He  goes  hence  frowning ;  but  it  honours  us 
That  we  have  giv'n  him  caufe. 

Clot.  'Tis  all  the  better, 
Your  valiant  Britons  have  their  wifhes  in  it. 

Cym.  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  Emperor, 
How  it  goes  here.    It  fits  us  therefore  ripely, 
Our  chariots  and  our  horfemen  be  in  readinefsj 
The  powers  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia 
Will  foon  be  drawn  to  head,  from  whence  he  moves 
His  war  for  Britain. 

Queen.  'Tis  not  fleepy  bufinefs, 
But  muft  be  look'd  to  (peedily,  and  ftrongly. 

Cym.  Our  expectation  that  it  mould  be  thus 
Hath  made  us  forward.    But,  my  gentle  queen, 
Where  is  our  daughter  ?  fhe  hath  not  appear'd 
Before  the  Roman,  nor  to  us  hath  tender'd 
The  duty  of  the  day.    She  looks  as  like 
A  thing  more  made  of  malice,  than  of  duty; 
We've  noted  it.    Call  her  before  us,  for 
We've  been  too  light  in  fufferance. 

Queen.  Royal  Sir, 
Since  th'  exile  of  Pojlhumus,  mod  retir'd 
Hath  her  life  been  $  the  cure  whereof,  my  lord, 
JTis  time  muft  do.    Befeech  your  majefty, 
Forbear  (harp  fpeeches  to  her.    She's  a  lady 
So  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  are  ftrokes., 
And  ftrokes  death  to  her,  Enter 
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Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Cym.  Where  is  Hie  ?  how 
Can  her  contempt  be  anfwer'd  ? 

Me/l  Pleafe  you  Sir, 
Her  chambers  are  all  lock'd,  and  there's  no  anfwer 
That  will  be  giv'n  to  eh'  loudefb  noife  we  make. 

Queen.  My  lord,  when  laft  I  went  to  vifit  her, 
She  pray'd  me  to  excufe  her  keeping  clofe, 
Whereto  conftrain'd  by  her  infirmity, 
She  mould  that  duty  leave  unpaid  to  you 
Which  daily  me  was  bound  to  proffer-  this 
She  wifh'd  me  to  make  known  •>  but  our  great  court 
Made  me  to  blame  in  mem'ry. 

Cym.  Her  doors  lock'd  ? 
Not  feen  of  late?  grant  heav'ns,  that  which  I  fear 
Prove  falfe! 

Queen.  Son,  I  fay,-  follow  the  king. 

Clot.  That  man  of  hers,  Pifanto^  her  old  fervant, 
I  have  not  feen  thefe  two  days. 

Queen.  Go,  look  after  

Pifanio,  thou  that  ftand:ft  fb  for  Poflhumm  !  — 

He  hath  a  drug  of  mine;  I  pray,  his  abfence 

Proceed  by  fwallowing  that;  for  he  believes 

It  is  a  thing  mod  precious.    But  for  her, 

Where  is  (he  gone?  haply  defpair  hath  feiz'd  her; 

Or  wing'd  with  fervor  of  her  love,  fhe's  flown 

To  her  deuYd  Pofihumus ;  gone  {he  is 

To  death,  or  to  difhonour,  and  my  end 

Can  make  good  ufe  of  either.    She  being  down, 

I  have  the  placing  of  the  Brttifh  crown. 
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Re-enter  Cloten. 

How  now,  my  fori  ? 

Clot.  'Tis  certain  fhe  is  fled. 

Go  in  and  cheer  the  king,  he  rages,  none 
Dare  come  about  him. 

Queen.  All  the  better ;  may 
This  night  fore-ftall  him  of  the  coming  day  !  [Exit  Queen. 

Clot.  I  love  and  hate  her    for  (he's  fair  and  royal, 
And  that  fhe  hath  all  courtly  parts  more  exquifite 
Than  lady,  ladies,  woman ;  from  each  one 
The  beft  fhe  hath,  and  fhe  of  all  compounded 
Out-fells  them  all.    I  love  her  therefore  ,•  but 
Difdaining  me,  and  throwing  favours  on 
The  low  Pofihumusy  flanders  fo  her  judgment, 
That  what's  elfe  rare,  is  choak'd,  and  in  that  point 
I  will  conclude  to  hate  her,  nay  indeed 
To  be  reveng'd  upon  her.    For  when  fools  — 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Pifanio. 

Who  is  here?  what  are  you  packing,  firrah? 
Come  hither,-  ah  you  precious  pandar,  villain, 
Where  is  thy  lady  ?  in  a  word,  or  elfe 
Thou'rt  ftraightway  with  the  fiends. 

P'tf.  Oh,  good  my  lord! 

Clot.  Where  is  thy  lady  ?  or,  by  Jupiter, 
I  will  not  ask  again.    Clofe  villain, 
I'll  have  this  fecret  from  thy  heart,  or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  find  it.    Is  fhe  with  Pofihumus} 
From  whofe  fo  many  weights  ofbafenefs,  cannot 
A  dram  of  worth  be  drawn. 

Vol.  VI.  A  a  Pi/m 
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Pif  Alas,  my  lord, 
How  can  me  be  with  him  ?  when  was  me  mifs'd  ? 
He  is  in  Rome. 

Clot.  Where  is  me,  Sir  ?  come  nearer  ,• 
No  farther  halting ;  fatisfie  me  home, 
What  is  become  of  her. 

Pif.  Oh,  my  all-worthy  lord! 

Clot.  All- worthy  villain! 
Difcover  where  thy  miftrefs  is,  at  once, 
At  the  next  word  ,•  no  more  of  worthy  lord. 
Speak,  or  thy  filence  on  the  inftant  is 
Thy  condemnation  and  thy  death. 

Ptf.  Then,  Sir, 
This  paper  is  the  hiftory  of  my  knowledge 
Touching  her  flight. 

Clot.  Let's  lee't ;  I  will  purfue  her 
Even  to  Augufius'  throne. 

Ptf.  Or  this,  or  perifh.  \afide. 
She's  far  enough,  and  what  he  learns  by  this, 
May  prove  his  travel,  not  her  danger. 

Clot.  Humh. 

Pif.  I'll  write  to  my  lord  fhe's  dead.    Oh,  Imogen, 
Safe  may'ft  thou  wander,  fafe  return  again. 
Clot.  Sirrah,  is  this  letter  true  ? 
Pif  Sir,  as  I  think. 

Clot.  It  is  Poflhumus's  hand,  I  know't.  Sirrah,  if  thou  would'ft 
not  be  a  villain,  but  to  do  me  true  fervice;  undergo  thofe  employ- 
ments wherein  I  mould  have  caufe  to  ufe  thee  with  a  ferious  in- 
duftry,  that  is,  what  villany  fbe'er  I  bid  thee  do  to  perform  it, 
directly  and  truly ;  I  would  think  thee  an  honeft  man,  thou 
fhouldfl:  neither  want  my  means  for  thy  relief,  nor  my  voice  for 
thy  preferment. 

Pif  W ell,  my  good  lord. 

Clot, 
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Clot.  Wilt  thou  ferve  me  ?  for  fince  patiently  and  conftantly 
thou  haft  ftuck  to  the  bare  fortune  of  that  beggar  Pofihumus, 
thou  can'ft  not  in  the  courfe  of  gratitude  but  be  a  diligent  follow- 
er of  mine.    Wilt  thou  ferve  me  ? 

Pif.  Sir,  I  will. 

Clot.  Give  me  thy  hand,  here's  my  purfe.  Haft  any  of  thy 
late  mafter's  garments  in  thy  pofteftion  ? 

Pif.  I  have,  my  lord,  at  the  lodging,  the  fam e  fait  hewore 
when  he  took  leave  of  my  lady  and  miftrefs. 

Clot.  The  firft  fervice  thou  doft  me,  fetch  that  fuit  hither  j  let 
it  be  thy  firft  fervice,  go. 

Pif.  I  mall,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Clot.  Meet  thee  at  Milford-Haven?  I  forgot  to  ask  him  one 
thing,  I'll  remember't  anon  ,•  even  there,  thou  villain  Poflhu- 
musy  will  I  kill  thee.  I  would  thefe  garments  were  come.  She 
faid  upon  a  time,  (the  bitternefs  of  it  I  now  belch  from  my  heart,) 
that  fhe  held  the  very  garment  of  Pofihumm  in  more  refpect 
than  my  noble  and  natural  perfon,  together  with  the  adornment 
of  my  qualities.  With  that  fuit  upon  my  back  will  I  ravim  her; 
firft  kill  him,  and  in  her  eyes  —  there  mail  me  fee  my  valour, 
which  will  then  be  a  torment  to  her  contempt.  He  on  the 
ground,  my  fpeech  of  infulrment  ended  on  his  dead  body,  and 
when  my  luft  hath  dined,  (which  as  I  fay,  to  vex  her,  I  will  ex- 
ecute in  the  cloaths  that  fhe  fo  prais'd)  to  the  court  I'll  knock  her 
back,  foot  her  home  again.  She  hath  defpis'd  me  rejoycingly, 
and  I'll  be  merry  in  my  revenge. 

Enter  Pifanio,    with  a  fuit  of  cloaths. 
Be  thofe  the  garments? 

Pif  Ay,  my  noble  lord. 

Clot.  How  long  is't  fince  me  went  to  Milford-Haven? 
Pif.  She  can  fcarce  be  there  yet. 

Clot.  Bring  this  apparel  to  my  chamber,  that  is  the  fecond 
thing  that  I  have  commanded  thee.    The  third  is,  that  thou  wilt 

A  a  z  be 
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be  a  voluntary  mute  to  my  defign.  Be  but  duteous,  and  true 
preferment  {hall  tender  it  felf  to  thee.  My  revenge  is  now  at 
Milford,  would  I  had  wings  to  follow  it!  come  and  be  true.  [Ex. 

Ptf.  Thou  bidd'ft  me  to  my  lofs :  for  true  to  thee, 
Were  to  prove  falfe,  which  I  will  never  be, 
To  him  that  is  moft  true.    To  Milford  go, 
And  find  not  her,  whom  thou  purfu'ft.    Flow,  flow, 
You  heav'nly  bleffings  on  her!  this  fool's  fpeed 
Be  croft  with  flownefs  j  labour  be  his  meed!  [Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E  VII. 

The  Forefl  and  Cave. 

Enter  Imogen  in  boys  deaths. 

hno.  T"  See  a  man's  life  is  a  tedious  one  : 

1   I've  tired  my  felf,-  and  for  two  nights  together 
Have  made  the  ground  my  bed.    I  mould  be  lick, 
But  that  my  refolution  helps  me.  Milford, 
When  from  the  mountain  top  Pifanio  mew'd  thee, 
Thou  waft  within  a  ken.    Oh  Jove,  I  think 
Foundations  fly  the  wretched,  fuch  I  mean, 
Where  they  mould  be  reliev'd.    Two  beggars  told  me, 
I  could  not  mifs  my  way.    Will  poor  folks  lie 
That  have  afflictions  on  them,  knowing  'tis 
A  punimment,  or  tryal?  yes  no  wonder, 
When  rich  ones  fcarce  tell  true.    To  lapfe  in  fullnefs 
Is  forer,  than  to  lye  for  need,-  and  falfhood 
Is  worfe  in  kings,  than  beggars.    My  dear  lord! 
Thou'rt  one  o'th'  falfe  ones ;  now  I  think  on  thee, 
My  hunger's  gone ;  but  ev'n  before,  I  was 

At  point  to  fink  for  food.  But  what  is  this?  [Seeing  the  cave. 
Here  is  a  path  to't  'tis  fome  favage  hold,- 

'Twere 
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'Twere  bed  not  call;  I  dare  not  call;  yet  famine, 
Ere  it  clean  o'er-throw  nature,  makes  it  valiant. 
Plenty  and  peace  breeds  cowards,  hardnefs  ever 
Ofhardinefs  is  mother.    Ho!  who's  here? 
If  any  thing  that's  civil,  fpeak ;  if  favage, 
Take,  or  lend  —  ho!  no  anfwer?  then  I'll  enter. 
Beft  draw  my  fword;  and  if  mine  enemy 
But  fear  the  fword  like  me,  he'll  fcarcely  look  on't. 
Grant  fuch  a  foe,  good  heav'ns!  [She  goes  into  the  cave. 

Enter  Bellarius.,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

Bel.  You  Polidore  have  prov'd  beft  woodman,  and 
Are  mafter  of  the  feaft  ,•  Cadwal  and  I 
Will  play  the  cook,  and  fervant,  'tis  our  match : 
The  fweat  of  induftry  would  dry,  and  die 
But  for  the  end  it  works  to.    Come,  our  ftomachs 
Will  make  what's  homely  favo'ry;  wearinefs 
Can  fnore  upon  the  flint,  when  refty  floth 
Finds  the  down  pillow  hard.    Now  peace  be  here, 
Poor  houfe,  that  keep'ft  thy  felf ! 

Guid.  I'm  throughly  weary. 

Arv.  I'm  weak  with  toil,  yet  ftrong  in  appetite. 

Guid.  There  is  cold  meat  i'th'  cave,  we'll  brouze  on  that 
Whilft  what  we've  kill'd  be  cook'd. 

Bel.  Stay,  come  not  in   [Looking  in, 

But  that  it  eats  our  victuals,  I  mould  think 
It  were  a  Fairy. 

Guid.  What's  the  matter,  Sir  ? 

Bel.  By  Jupiter  an  Angel!  or  if  not, 
An  earthly  paragon.  Behold  divinenefs 
No  elder  than  a  boy. 

Enter  Imogen. 
Imo.  Good  mafter,  harm  me  not; 
Before  I  enter'd  here,  I  call'd,  and  thought 

3  T'have 
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T'  have  begg'd,  or  bought,  what  I  have  took :  good  troth 
I  have  ftoln  nought,  nor  would  not,  though  I'd  found 
Gold  ftrew'd  i'th'  floor.    Here's  mony  for  my  meat, 
I  would  have  left  it  on  the  board  fo  foon 
As  J  had  made  my  meal :  and  parted  thence 
With  prayers  for  the  provider. 
Guid.  Mony,  youth  ? 

Arv.  All  gold  and  filver  rather  turn  to  dirt! 
As  'tis  no  better  reckon'd,  but  of  thofe 
Who  worfhip  dirty  gods. 

Imo.  I  fee  you're  angry: 
Know,  if  you  kill  me  for  my  fault,  I  mould 
Have  dy'd,  had  I  not  made  it. 

Bel.  Whither  bound  ? 

Imo.  To  Mrif or  d- Haven. 

Bel.  What's  your  name  ? 

Imo.  Fidele,  Sir ;  I  have  a  kinfman,  who 
Is  bound  for  Italy :  he'embark'd  at  Milford, 
To  whom  being  going,  almoft  (pent  with  hunger, 
I'm  fain  in  this  offence. 

Bel.  Pr'ythee,  fair  youth, 
Think  us  no  churls  ->  nor  meafure  our  good  minds 
By  this  rude  place  we  live  in.  Well-encounter'd! 
'Tis  almoft  night,  you  fhall  have  better  cheer 
Ere  you  depart,  and  thanks  to  ftay  and  eat  it. 
Boys,  bid  him  welcome. 

Guid.  Were  you  a  woman,  youth, 
I  mould  wooe  hard,  but  be  your  groom  in  honefty,- 
I  bid  for  you,  as  I  do  buy. 

Arv.  I'll  make't  my  comfort 
He  is  a  man;  I'll  love  him  as  my  brother: 
And  fuch  a  welcome  as  I'd  give  to  him, 
After  long  abfence,  fuch  is  yours.    Moft  welcome! 
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Be  fprightly,  for  you  fall  'mongft  friends. 

Imo.  'Mongft  friends?  [a/ide. 
If  brothers,  would  it  had  been  fo,  that  they 
Had  been  my  father's  fons  ,•  then  had  my  prize 
Been  lefs,  and  fo  more  equal  ballafting 
To  thee,  Pofihumus. 

Bel.  He  wrings  at  fome  diftrefs. 

Gutd.  Would  I  could  free't ! 

Arv.  Or  I,  whate'er  it  be, 
What  pain  it  coft,  what  danger ;  gods! 

Bel.  Hark,  boys.  [tVhifperwg* 

Imo.  Great  men, 
That  had  a  court  no  bigger  than  this  cave, 
That  did  attend  themfelves,  and  had  the  virtue 
Which  their  own  confcience  feai'd  them,-  laying  by 
That  nothing- gift  of  differing  multitudes, 
Could  not  out-peer  thefe  twain.    Pardon  me  gods, 
I'd  change  my  lex  to  be  companion  with  them, 
Since  Leonatus  is  falfe. 

Bel.  It  (hall  be  fo: 
Boys,  we'll  go  drefs  our  hunt.    Fair  youth  come  in  -> 
Difcourfe  is  heavy,  fafting when  we've  fupp'd 
We'll  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy  ftory, 
So  far  as  thou  wilt  (peak. 

Gutd.  I  pray  draw  near. 

Arv.  The  night  to  th'  owl,  and  morn  to  th'lark,  lefs  welcome! 

[Exeunt.  * 

;(!     x    ^  SCENE 

*   lefs  welcome  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE   VIII.  Rome. 

Enter  two  Roman  Senators^  and  Tribunes. 

1  Sen.  'Tp  H I S  is  the  tenor  of  the  Emperor's  writ  j 

JL    That  fince  the  common  men  are  now  in  action 
'Gainft  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians, 
And  that  the  legions  now  in  Gallia,  are 

Full 
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SCENE  VIII. 

Cymbeline'.?  Palace. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Lords,  and  Pifanio. 
Cym.    A    G  A  IN;  and  bring  me  word  how  'tis  with  her$ 

,/JL  A  fever  with  the  abfence  of  her  fon  ; 
Madnefs,  of  which  her  life's  in  danger ;  heav'ns! 
How  deeply  you  at  once  do  touch  me.  Imogen, 
The  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone!  my  queen 
Upon  a  defperate  bed,  and  in  a  time 
When  fearful  wars  point  at  me!  her  fon  gone, 
So  needful  for  this  prefent!  it  ftrikes  me,  paft 
The  hope  of  comfort.    But  for  thee,  fellow, 
Who  needs  muft  know  of  her  departure,  and 
Doft  feem  fo  ignorant,  we'll  force  it  from  thee 
By  a  fharp  torture. 

Pif.  Sir,  my  life  is  yours, 
I  fet  it  at  your  will :  but  for  my  miftrefs, 
I  nothing  know  where  {he  remains  j  why  gone, 
Nor  when  me  purpofes  return.    Befeech  your  highnefs, 
Hold  me  your  loyal  fervant. 

Full  weak  to  undertake  our  war  againft 
The  faU'n  off  Britain* $  that  we  do  incite 
The  gentry  to  this  bufmefs.    He  creates 
Lucius  pro-conful :  and  to  you  the  tribunes 
For  this  immediate  levy,  he  commands 
His  abfolute  commiffion.    Long  live  Cafar  ! 

Tri.  Is  Lucius  gen'ral  of  the  forces? 

z  Sen.  Ay. 

Tti.  Remaining  now  in  Gallia? 

1  Sen.  With  thofe  legions 
Which  I  have  fpoke  of,  whereunto  your  levy 
Mull  be  fuppliant :  the  words  of  your  commillion 
Will  tie  you  to  the  numbers  and  the  time 
Of  their  difpatch. 

Tri.  We  will  difcharge  our  duty.  [Exeunt. 

Lord. 
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Lord.  Good  my  liege, 
The  day  that  fhe  was  miffing,  he  was  here- 
I  dare  be  bound  he's  true,  and  mail  perform 
All  parts  of  his  fubje&ion  loyally.    For  Cloten, 
There  wants  no  diligence  in  feeking  him, 
And  will  no  doubt  be  found. 

Cym.  The  time  is  troublefbme  ; 
We'll  flip  you  for  a  feafon,  but  our  jealoufie 
Do's  yet  depend. 

Lord.  So  pleafe  your  majefty, 
The  Roman  legions  all  from  Gallia  drawn, 
Are  landed  on  your  coaft,  with  large  fupply 
Of  Roman  Gentlemen,  by  th'  fenate  fent. 

Cym.  Now  for  the  counfel  of  my  fon  and  queen : 
I  am  amaz'd  with  matter. 

Lord.  Good  my  liege, 
Your  preparation  can  affront  no  lefs 

Than  what  you  hear  of.    Come  more,  for  more  you're  ready  ; 
The  want  is,  but  to  put  thefe  powers  in  motion, 
That  long  to  move. 

Cym.  I  thank  you ;  let's  withdraw 
And  meet  the  time,  as  it  feeks  us.    We  fear  not 
What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us,  but 

We  grieve  at  chances  here.    Away.  [Exermt9 

Ptf.  I  heard  no  letter  from  my  mafter,  fince 
I  wrote  him  Imogen  was  flain.    sTis  ftrange  ,• 
Nor  hear  I  from  my  miftrefs,  who  did  promife 
To  yield  me  often  tidings.    Neither  know  I 
What  is  betide  to  Cloten,  but  remain 
Perplext  in  all.    The  heavens  ftill  rauft  work; 
Wherein  I'm  falfe,  I'm  honeft ;  not  true,  to  be  true. 
Thefe  prefent  wars  mall  find  I  love  my  country, 
Ev'n  to  the  note  o'th'  king,  or  I'll  fail  in  them ; 

Vol  VI,  B  b  All 
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All  other  doubts,  by  time  let  them  be  clear'd,- 

Fortune  brings  in  fome  boats  that  are  not  fteer'd.  [Exit. 


ACT    IV.    SCENE  I. 

The  Forest. 

Enter  Cloten  alone. 

Am  near  to  th'  place  where  they  fhould  meet,  if 
Pifanio  have  mapp'd  it  truly.  How  fit  his  garments 
ferve  me!  why  mould  his  miftrefs,  who  was  made 
by  him  that  made  the  tailor,  not  be  fit  too? 
the  rather,  (faving  reverence  of  the  word,)  becaufe 
'tis  faid,  a  woman's  fitnefs  comes  by  fits.  Therein  I 
muft  play  the  workman,  I  dare  fpeak  it  to  my  felf,  for  it  is  vain- 
glory for  a  man  and  his  glafs  to  confer  in  his  own  chamber ; 
I  mean,  the  lines  of  my  body  are  as  well  drawn  as  his ;  no  lefs 
young,  more  ftrong,  not  beneath  him  in  fortunes,  beyond  him 
in  the  advantage  of  the  time,  above  him  in  birth,  alike  conver- 
fant  in  general  fervices,  and  more  remarkable  in  fingle  oppofiti- 
ons;   yet  this  imperfeverant  thing  loves  him  in  my  defpight. 
What  mortality  is!  Poflhumus^   thy  head  which  is  now  growing 
upon  thy  moulders,  fhall  within  this  hour  be  off,  thy  miftrefs 
enforc'd,  thy  garments  cut  to  pieces  before  thy  face;  and  all  this 
done,  fpurn  her  home  to  her  father,  who  may,  happily,  be  a 
little  angry  for  my  fb  rough  ufage;  but  my  mother  having  power 
of  his  teftinefs,  fhall  turn  all  into  my  commendations.    My  horfe 
is  ty'd  up  fafe:  out  fword,  and  to  afore  purpofe!  fortune  put 
them  into  my  hand ;  this  is  the  very  defcription  of  their  meeting 
place,  and  the  fellow  dares  not  deceive  me.  [Exit. 
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SCENE  n. 

Enter  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  Arviragus,  and  Imogen, 

from  the  cave. 

Bel  You  are  not  weli :  remain  here  in  the  cave, 
We'll  come  t'you  after  hunting. 

Arv.  Brother,  ftay  here : 
Are  we  not  brothers  ? 

Imo.  So  man  and  man  (hould  be, 
But  clay  and  clay  differs  in  dignity, 
Whofe  duft  is  both  alike.    I'm  very  fick. 

Guid.  Go  you  to  hunting,  I'll  abide  with  him. 

Imo.  So  fick  I  am  not,  yet  I  am  not  well, 
But  not  fo  citizen  a  wanton,  as 
To  feem  to  die,  ere  fick  :  fo  pleafe  yon  leave  me, 
Stick  to  your  journal  courfe,-  the  breach  of  cuftom, 
Is  breach  of  all.    I'm  ill,  but  your  being  by  me 
Cannot  amend  me.    Society  is  no  comfort 
To  one  not  fociable :  I'm  not  very  fick, 
Since  I  can  reafon  of  it.    Pray  you  trufl:  me  here, 
I'll  rob  none  but  my  (elf,  and  let  me  die 
Stealing  fo  poorly. 

Guid.  I  love  thee:  I  have  (poke  it, 
How  much  the  quantity,  the  weight  as  much, 
As  I  do  love  my  father. 

Bel  What?  how?  how? 

Arv.  If  it  be  fin  to  fay  fo,  Sir,  I  yoak  me 
In  my  good  brother's  fault :  I  know  not  why 
I  love  this  youth,  and  I  have  heard  you  fay, 
Love  reafons  without  reafon.    The  bier  at  door, 
And  a  demand  who  is't  (hall  die,  I'd  fay 
<c  My  father,  not  this  youth. 

Bb  2  Bel 
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Bel.  Oh  noble  drain ! 

0  worthinefs  of  nature,  breed  of  greatnefs !  * 
I'm  not  their  father,  yet  who  this  mould  be 
Doth  miracle  it  felf  j  lov'd  before  me ! 

?Tis  the  ninth  hour  o'th'  morn. 

Arv.  Brother,  farewell. 

Imo.  I  wifh  ye  Iport. 

Arv.  You  health  —  fo  pleafe  you,  Sir. 

Imo.  Thefe  are  kind  creatures.    Gods,  what  lies  I've  heard! 
Our  courtiers  fay,  all's  favage,  but  at  court:  * 

1  am  fick  ftill,  heart-fick —  Pifanio, 

I'll  now  tafte  of  thy  drug.  [Drinks  out  of  the  viol. 

Gu'id.  I  could  not  ftir  him  ,• 
He  faid  that  he  was  gentle,  but  unfortunate; 
Difhoneftly  afflicted,  but  yet  honeft. 

Arv.  Thus  did  he  anfwer  me ;  yet  faid,  hereafter 
I  might  know  more. 

Bel.  To  th' field,  to  th' field: 
We'll  leave  you  for  this  time    go  in,  and  reft. 

Arv.  We'll  not  be  long  away. 

Bel.  Pray  be  not  fick, 
For  you  muft  be  our  houfewife. 

Imo.  Well  or  ill, 
I  am  bound  to  you.  [Exit  Imogen. 

Bel.  And  malt  be  ever. 
This  youth,  howe'er  diftrefs'd,  appears  to  have  had 

*  breed  of  greatnefs ! 

"  Cowards  father  cowads,  and  bafe  things  fire  the  bafe: 
"  Nature  hath  meal  and  bran*  contempt  and  grace. 
I'm  not,  ($c. 

*  but  at  court ; 

Experience,  oh  how  thou  difprov'ft  report. 
Th'  imperious  feas  breed  monflers  j  for  the  difh, 
Poor  tributary  rivers,  as  fweet  fifti  5 
I  am  fick  ftill,  &c. 

Good 
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Good  anceftors. 

A$v.  How  angel-like  he  fings  ? 

Guid.  But  his  neat  cookery? 

Arv.  He  cut  our  roots  in  characters, 
And  fauc'd  our  broth,  as  Juno  had  been  fick, 
And  he  her  dieter. 

Arv.  Nobly  he  yokes 
A  fmiling  with  a  figh.  * 

Guid,  I  do  note, 
That  grief  and  patience  rooted  in  him  both, 
Mingle  their  a  pow'rs  together.  * 

Bel  It  is  great  morning.    Come  away :  who's  there 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Cloten. 

Clot.   Icannot  find  thofe  runagates :  that  villain 
Hath  mock'd  me.    I  am  faint. 

Bel.  Thofe  runagates! 
Means  he  not  us?  I  partly  know  him,-  'tis 
Cloteny  the  fon  o'th'  queen  >  I  fear  fome  ambufh  — - 
I  faw  him  not  thefe  many  years,  and  yet 
I  know  'tis  he :  we  are  held  as  out-laws ;  hence. 

Guid.  He  is  but  one,-  you  and  my  brother  fearch 

*  a  figh  : 

As  if  the  figh 

Was  that  it  was,  for  not  being  fuch  a  fmile: 
The  fmile  mocking  the  figh,  that  it  would  fly 
From  fo  divine  a  temple,  to  commix 
With  winds  that  failors  rail  at. 
Guid.  I  do  note, 

*  —  together. 

Arv.  Grow  patience, 
And  let  the  {linking  cider,  greif,  untwine 
His  perifhing  root,  with  the  encreafing  vine. 

Bel.  It  is, 
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What  companies  are  near :  pray  you  away, 

Let  me  alone  with  him.  [Exeunt  Bellarius  and  Arviragus. 

Clot.  Soft,  what  are  you 
That  fly  me  thus  ?  fome  villain-mountainers  — - 
I've  heard  of  fuch.    What  flave  art  thou  ? 

Gmd.  A  thing 
More  flavifli  did  I  ne'er,  than  anfwering 
A  flave  without  a  knock. 

Clot.  Thou  art  a  robber, 
A  law-breaker,  a  villain  j  yield  thee,  thief. 

Gmd.  To  whom  ?  to  thee  ?  what  art  thou  ?  have  not  I 
An  arm  as  big  as  thine  ?  a  heart  as  big  ? 
Thy  words  I  grant  are  bigger :  for  I  wear  not 
My  dagger  in  my  mouth.    Say  what  thou  art, 
Why  I  mould  yield  to  thee  ? 

Clot.  Thou  villain  bate, 
Know'ft  me  not  by  my  cloaths  ? 

Gmd.  No  nor  thy  tailor, 
Who  is  thy  grandfather  ->  he  made  thofe  cloaths, 
Which,  as  it  feems,  make  thee. 

Clot.  Thou  precious  varlet ! 
My  tailor  made  them  not. 

Gmd.  Hence  then,  and  thank 
The  man  that  gave  them  thee.    Thou  art  fome  fool, 
I'm  loath  to  beat  thee. 

Clot.  Thou  injurious  thief, 
Hear  but  my  name,  and  tremble. 

Gmd.  What's  thy  name  ? 

Clot.  Cloten,  thou  villain. 

Gmd.  Cloteny  then  double  villain  be  thy  name, 
I  cannot  tremble  at  it,-  were  it  toad,  adder,  fpider, 
'Twould  move  me  (boner. 

Clot,  To  thy  further  fear, 

Nay, 
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Nay,  to  thy  meer  confufion,  thou  malt  know 
I'm  Con  to  th'  queen. 

Gutd.  I'm  (brry  for't ;  not  teeming 
So  worthy  as  thy  birth. 

Clot.  Art  not  afraid  ? 

GW.  c  Thofe  that  I  rev'rence,  thole  I  fear j  the  wife: 
<  At  fools  I  laugh,  not  fear  them. 

Clot.  Die  the  death : 
When  I  have  (lain  thee  with  my  proper  hand, 
I'll  follow  thofe  that  even  now  fled  hence, 
And  on  the  gates  of  Lud's  town  fet  your  heads; 
Yield  ruftick  mountaineer.  [Fight  and  Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Bellarius  and  Arviragus. 
Bel.  No  company's  abroad. 

Arv.  None  in  the  world,-  you  did  miftake  him  fiire, 

Bel.  I  cannot  tell :  long  is  it  fince  I  faw  him, 
But  time  hath  nothing  blurr'd  thofe  lines  of  favour 
Which  then  he  wrote,-  the  fnatches  in  his  voice, 
And  burft  of  fpeaking,  were  as  his :  I'm  abfolute 
'Twas  very  Cloten. 

Arv.  In  this  place  we  left  them ; 
I  wifti  my  brother  make  good  time  with  him, 
You  fay  he  is  fo  fell. 

Bel.  Being  fcarce  made  up, 
I  mean  to  man  j  he  had  not  apprehenfion 
Of  roaring  terrors for  defect  of  judgment 
Is  oft  the  caufe  of  fear.    But  fee  thy  brother. 

Enter  Guiderius. 

Guid.  This  Chten  was  a  fool,  an  empty purfe, 

4  There 
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There  was  no  mony  in't ;  not  Hercules 

Could  have  knock'd  out  his  brains,  for  he  had  none: 

Yet  I  not  doing  this,  the  fool  had  born 

My  head,  as  I  do  his. 

Bel.  What  haft  thou  done  ? 

Guid.  I'm  perfect  what  j  cut  off  one  Cloten's  head, 
Son  to  the  queen,  after  his  own  report, 
Who  call'd  me  traitor,  mountaineer,  and  fwore 
With  his  own  fingle  hand  he'd  take  us  in, 
Difplace  our  heads,  where,  thanks  to  th'  gods,  they  grovt, 
And  fet  them  on  Lud's  town. 

Bel.  We're  all  undone! 

Guid,  Why,  worthy  father,  what  have  we  to  lofe, 
But  what  he  fwore  to  take,  our  lives  ?  the  law 
Protects  not  us  ;  then  why  mould  we  be  tender, 
To  let  an  arrogant  piece  of  flem  threat  us  ? 
Play  judge,  and  executioner,  all  himfelf  ? 
For  we  do  fear  no  law.    What  company 
Difcover  you  abroad * 

Bel.  No  fingle  foul 
Can  we  fet  eye  on  j  but  in  all  fafe  reafon 
He  muft  have  fome  attendants.    Though  his  honour 
Was  nothing  but  mutation,  ay  and  that 
From  one  bad  thing  to  worfe  -y  yet  not  his  frenzy, 
Not  abfolute  madnefs,  could  fo  far  have  rav'd, 
To  bring  him  here  alone ;  although  perhaps 
It  may  be  heard  at  court,  that  fuch  as  we 
Cave  here,  haunt  here,  are  out-laws,  and  in  time 
May  make  fome  ftronger  head :  the  which  he  hearing, 
(As  it  is  like  him,)  might  break  out,  and  fwear 
He'd  fetch  us  in ;  yet  is't  not  probable 
To  come  alone,  nor  he  fo  undertaking, 
Nor  they  fo  fuffcring    then  on  good  ground  we  fear. 
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If  we  do  fear  this  body  hath  a  tail 
More  perilous  than  the  head. 

Arv.  Let  ordinance 
Come,  as  the  gods  forelay  it,  howfbe'er 
My  brother  hath  done  well. 

Bel.  I  had  no  mind 
To  hunt  this  day :  the  boy  Fidek's  ficknefs 
Did  make  my  way  long  forth. 

Guid.  With  his  own  fword, 
Which  he  did  wave  againft  my  throat,  Pve  ta'en 
His  head  from  him :  I'll  throw't  into  the  creek 
Behind  our  rock  $  and  let  it  to  the  fea, 
And  tell  the  fifties,  he's  the  queen's  fon  Cloten. 
That's  all  I  f  reck.  [Exit. 

Bel.  I  fear  'twill  be  reveng'd : 
Would,  Polidore,  thou  hadft  not  don't!  though  valour 
Becomes  thee  well  enough. 

Arv.  Would  I  had  done't, 
So  the  revenge  alone  purfu'd  me!  Polzdore, 
I  love  thee  brotherly,  but  envy  much 
Thou'ft:  robb'd  me  of  this  deed ;  I  would  revenges 
That  poflfible  ftrength  might  meet,  would  feek  us  thro', 
And  put  us  to  our  anfwer. 

Bel.  Well,  'tis  done: 
We'll  hunt  no  more  to-day,  nor  feek  for  danger 
Where  there's  no  profit.    Pr'ythee  to  our  rock, 
You  and  Ftdele  play  the  cooks :  I'll  (lay 
'Till  hafty  Pol'idore  return,  and  bring  him 
To  dinner  prefently. 

Arv.  Poor  fick  Ftdele  ! 
Ill  willingly  to  him :  To  gain  his  colour 
I'd  let  a  parifti  of  fuch  Clotens  blood, 

And  praife  my  felf  for  charity.  [Exit. 
Vol,  VI.  C  c  Bel. 

-j-  care 
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Bel,  O  thou  goddefs, 
Thou  divine  nature!  how  thy  felf  thou  blazon'ft 

*  In  thefe  two  princely  boys  ?  they  are  as  gentle 
c  As  Zephyrs  blowing  below  the  violet, 

*  Not  wagging  his  fweet  head,-  and  yet  as  rough, 

*  (Their  royal  blood  enchaf'd,)  as  the  rude  wind, 
'  That  by  the  top  doth  take  the  mountain  pine, 

'  And  make  him  ftoop  to  th'  vale.    3Tis  wonderful 
c  That  an  invifible  inftinct  lhould  frame  them 

*  To  royalty  unlearn'd,  honour  untaught, 
'  Civility  not  feen  from  other ;  valour, 

c  That  wildly  grows  in  them,  but  yields  a  crop 
<  As  if  it  had  been  fow'd.    Yet  ftili  it's  ftrange 
What  Cloterfs  being  here  to  us  portends, 
Or  what  his  death  will  bring  us  ? 

Re-enter  Guiderius. 

Gutd.  Where's  my  brother? 
I  have  fent  Clotetfs  clot-pole  down  the  ftream, 
In  embaflie  to  his  mother  -y  his  body's  hoftage 
For  his  return.  [Solemn  muficL 

Bel.  My  ingenious  inftrument ! 
Hark  Polidore^  it  founds :  but  what  occafion 
Hath  Cadwall  now  to  give  it  motion  ?  hark. 

Gutd.  Is  he  at  home  ? 

Bel.  He  went  hence  even  now. 

Guid.  What  does  he  mean  ?  Since  death  of  my  dear  mother 
It  did  not  fpeak  before.    All  folemn  things 
Should  anlwer  folemn  accidents.    The  matter  r  * 

*  The  matter? 

Triumphs  for  nothing,  and  lamenting  toys, 
Is  jollity  for  apes,  and  grief  for  boys. 
Is  Cadwall  mad  ? 
SCENE  V. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  V. 

Enter  Arviragus,  with  Imogen  dead,  bearing  her  in  his 

arms, 

Bel.  Look,  here  he  comes ! 
And  brings  the  dire  occafion  in  his  arms, 
Of  what  we  blame  him  for. 

Arv,  c  The  bird  is  dead 

*  That  we  have  made  Co  much  on !  I  had  rather 

*  Have  skipt  from  fixteen  years  of  age,  to  fixty  $ 
c  And  turn'd  my  leaping  time  into  a  crutch, 

f  Than  have  feen  this. 

Guid.  <  Ohfweeteft,  faired  lilly! 

*  My  brother  wears  thee  not  one  half  Co  well, 
<  As  when  thou  grew'ft  thy  felf. 

Bel.  c  Oh  melancholy! 
1  Who  ever  yet  could  found  thy  bottom  ?  find 
c  The  ooze,  to  (hew  what  coaft  thy  fluggifh  care 
c  Might  eas'lieft  harbour  in  ?  —  thou  bleffed  thing! 
c  Jove  knows  what  man  thou  might'ft  have  made  ?  but  ah 
€  Thou  dy'dft,  a  moft  rare  boy,  of  melancholy ! 
'  How  found  you  him  ? 

Arv.  c  Stark,  as  you  fee : 

*  Thus  fmiling,  as  fome  fly  had  tickled  {lumber, 

€  Not  as  death's  dart  being  laugh'd  at :  his  right  cheek 

*  Repofing  on  a  cufhion. 
Guid.  '  Where? 
Arv.  1  O'th'  floor: 

1  His  arms  thus  leagu'd  ,•  I  thought  he  flept,  and  put 

*  My  clouted  brogues  from  off  my  feet,  whofe  rudenefs 

*  Anfwer'd  my  fteps  too  loud. 
Guid.  €  Why,  he  but  fleeps  $ 

C  c  z 
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V  he  be  gone  hell  make  his  grave  a  bed, 
With  female  Fairies  will  his  tomb  he  haunted, 
And  worms  will  not  come  near  thee, 

Arv.  With  faireft  flow'rs, 
(Whilft  fummer  lafts,  and  I  live  here,  Fidele,) 
I'll  fweeten  thy  fad  grave.    Thou  fhalt  not  lack 
The  flow'r  that's  like  thy  face,  pale  Primrofe,  nor 
The  azur'd  Hare-bell,  like  thy  veins  5  no  nor 
The  leaf  of  Eglantine,  which  not  to  flander, 
Out-fweetn'd  not  thy  breath.    The  raddock  would 
With  charitable  bill  (oh  bill  fore  {naming 
Thofe  rich-left  heirs,  that  let  their  fathers  lye 
Without  a  monument)  bring  thee  all  this, 
Yea,  and  furr'd  mofs  befides.    When  flow'rs  are  none 
To  winter-ground  thy  coarfe  — 

Gu'id.  Pr'ythee  have  done, 
And  do  not  play  in  wench-like  words  with  that 
Which  is  fo  ferious.    Let  us  bury  him, 
And  not  protract  with  admiration  what 
Is  now  due  debt.    To  th'  grave. 

Arv.  Say,  where  mall's  lay  him? 

Gu'id.  By  good  Rurtph'ile,  our  mother. 

Arv.  Be't  fo : 
And  let  us,  Pol'tdore,  though  now  our  voices 
Have  got  the  mannifh  crack,  fing  him  to  th'  ground 
As  once  our  mother:  ufe  like  note,  and  words, 
Save  that  Eurtphile  muft  be  Fidele. 

Guid.  Cadwall, 
I  cannot  fing:  I'll  weep,  and  word  it  with  thee 3 
For  notes  of  forrow,  out  of  tune,  are  worfe 
Than  priefts  and  fanes  that  lie. 

Arv.  Well  fpeak  it  then. 

BeL  Great  griefs  I  fee  med'cine  the  lefs.    For  Cloten 
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Is  quite  forgot.    He  was  a  queen's  fori,  boys, 

And  though  he  came  our  enemy,  remember 

Was  paid  for  that:  the  mean  and  mighty  rotting 

Together  have  one  duft;  yet  reverence, 

(The  angel  of  the  world,)  doth  make  diftin&ion 

Of  place  'twixt  high  and  low.    Our  foe  was  princely,. 

And  though  you  took  his  life,  as  being  our  foe, 

Yet  bury  him,  as  a  prince. 

Guid.  Pray  fetch  him  hither. 
Therjites  body  is  as  good  as  Ajaxj 
When  neither  are  alive. 

Arv.  If  you'll  go  fetch  him, 
We'll  fay  our  long  the  whilft:  brother  begin. 

Guid.  Nay,  Cadwall,  we  muft  lay  his  head  to  thJ  eaft 
My  father  hath  a  reafon  for't. 

Arv.  'Tis  true. 

Gu'td.  Come  on  then,  and  remove  him. 
Arv.  So,  begin. 

SONG. 

Guid.  e  Fear  no  more  the  heat  o'th*  fun, , 

c  Nor  the  furious  winter's  rages  $ 
€  Thou  thy  worldly  task  haft  done, 

1  Home  art  gone,  and  to* en  thy  wages, 
Golden  lads  and  girls  all  muft 
As  chimney  /weepers,  come  to  duft. 
Arv.  c  Fear  no  more  the  frown  o'th*  great, 

(  Thou  art  pafi  the  tyrant's  ftroke  $ 
1  Care  no  more  to  cloath  and  eat  j 

c  T 0  thee  the  reed  is  as  the  oak  : 
The  fcepter,  learning,  phy/ick,  muft 
All  follow  this,  and  come  to  duft. 
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Guid.  €  Fear  no  more  the  lightning-flafh. 

£  Arv.  Nor  th3  all  dreaded  thunder-fione. 
(  Guid.  Fear  no  Jlander,  cenfure  ra/h. 

c  Arv.  Thou  haft  finiftidjoy  and  moan. 
Both.  All  lovers  young,  all  lovers  mufi 

Confign  to  thee,  and  come  to  duft. 
Guid.  No  exorcifer  harm  thee! 
Arv.  And  no  witchcraft  charm  thee  / 
Guid.  Ghoft  unlaid  forbear  thee  / 
Arv.  Nothing  ill  come  near  thee  ! 
Both.  Quiet  confummation  have, 

And  renowned  be  thy  grave  / 

Enter  Bellarius  with  the  body  of  Cloten. 

Guid.  We've  done  our  obfequies :  come  lay  him  down. 

Bel.  Here's  a  few  flow'rs,  but  about  midnight  more; 
The  herbs  that  have  on  them  cold  dew  o'th'  night 
Are  ftrewings  fitt'ft  for  graves.  —  Upon  their  faces — 
You  were  as  flow'rs,  now  withcr'd ;  even  fo 
Thefe  herbelets  mall,  which  we  upon  you  ftrow. 
Come  on,  away,  apart  upon  our  knees  — 
The  ground  that  gave  them  firft,  has  them  again  : 
Their  pleafure  here  is  paft,  fo  is  their  pain.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Imogen  awakes. 

e  Yes,  Sir,  to  Milford-Haven,  which  is  the  way  ?  — 

*  I  thank  you  by  yond  bum — pray  how  far  thither? — ■ 

4  'Ods  pittikins  —  can  it  be  fix  mile  yet  ?  

6  I've  gone  all  night  —  'faith,  I'll  lye  down  and  fleep. 

*  But  foft !  no  bedfellow !  —  oh  gods,  and  goddelTes  I 

[Seeing  the  body. 
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c  The  flow'rs  are  like  the  pleafures  of  the  world ; 

c  This  bloody  man  the  care  on't.  Sure  I  dream : 

'  For  fure  I  thought  I  was  a  cave-keeper, 

*  And  cook  to  honeft:  creatures.    'Tis  not  Co: 

1  'Twas  but  a  bolt  of  nothing,  mot  at  nothing, 
'  Which  the  brain  makes  of  fumes :  Our  very  eyes 

*  Are  fometimes  like  our  judgments,  blind.    Good  faith 
'  I  tremble  ftill  with  fear,-  but  if  there  be 

c  Yet  left  in  heav'n  as  fmall  a  drop  of  pity 

c  As  a  wren's  eye,  oh  gods  I  a  part  of  it ? 

c  The  dream's  here  ftill  -y  ev'n  when  I  wake,  it  is 

'  Without  me,  as  within  me  j  not  imagin'd,  felt. 

A  headlefs  man  !  the  garments  of  Poftbumus? 

I  know  the  fhape  of's  leg,  this  is  his  hand, 

His  foot  mercurial,  his  martial  thigh, 

The  arms  of  Hercules-,  but  his  jovial  face  

Murther  in  heav'n!  —  how! — 'tis  gone  —  Pifanio  ! '-— 

All  curfes  madded  Hecuba  gave  the  Greeks, 

And  mine  to  boot,  be  darted  on  thee!  thou, 

'Twas  thou  confpiring  with  that  devil  Clot  en  y 
Haft  here  cut  off  my  lord.    To  write,  and  read, 
Be  henceforth  treach'rous.    Damn'd  Pifamo 

Hath  with  his  forged  letters  damn'd  Pifamo  

From  this  the  braveft  veflfel  of  the  world 

Struck  the  main  top !  oh  Pofihumus,  alas, 

Where  is  thy  head?  where's  that?  ay  me,  where's  that? 

Pifamo  might  have  kill'd  thee  at  the  heart, 

And  left  his  head  on.    How  mould  this  be,  Pifamo  / — - 

'Tis  he  and  Cloten.    Malice  and  lucre  in  them 

Have  laid  this  woe  here.    Oh  'tis  pregnant,  pregnant? 

The  drug  he  gave  me,  which  he  faid  was  precious 

And  cordial  to  me,  have  I  not  found  it 

Murd'rous  to  th'  fenfes  ?  that  confirms  it  home : 

This 
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This  is  Pifanio's  deed,  and  Cloterfs.  Oh! 
Give  colour  to  my  pale  cheek  with  thy  blood, 
That  we  the  horrider  may  feem  to  thofe 
Which  chance  to  find  us.    Oh,  my  lord !  my  lord  \ 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Lucius,  Captains,  and  a  foothfayer. 

Cap,  To  them,  the  legions  garrifon'd  in  Gallia 
After  your  will,  have  crofs'd  the  Tea,  attending 
You  here  at  Milford-Haven,  with  your  (hips : 
They  are  in  readinefs. 

Luc.  But  what  from  Rome} 
Cap.  The  fenate  hath  flirr'd  up  the  confiners, 
And  gentlemen  of  Italy,  mod  willing  fpirits, 
That  promife  noble  fervice :  and  they  come 
Under  the  conduct  of  bold  lachimo, 
Syenna's  brother. 

Lttc.  When  expect  you  them  ? 
Cap.  With  the  next  benefit  o'th'  wind. 
JLuc.  This  forwardnels 
Makes  our  hopes  fair.    Command  our  prefent  numbers 
Be  mufter'd,  bid  the  captains  look  to't.    Now,  fir, 
What  have  you  dream'd,  of  late,  of  this  war's  purpofe? 

Sooth.  Laft  night  the  very  gods  fhew'd  me  a  vifion 
(I  faft,  and  pray'd  for  their  intelligence) 
I  faw  Jove's  bird,  the  Roman  eagle,  wing'd 
From  th5  ipungy  fouth,  to  this  part  of  the  weft, 
There  vanifh'd  in  the  fun-beams,-  which  portends 
(Unlefs  my  fins  abufe  my  divination) 
Succels  to  thJ  Roman  hoft. 

Luc.  Dream  often  fo, 
And  never  falfe,  — -  Soft  ho,  what  trunk  is  here 
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Without  his  top  ?  the  ruin  fpeaks,  that  fometime 
It  was  a  worthy  building.    How  I  a  page !  — 
Or  dead,  or  fleeping  on  him  ?  but  dead  rather  : 
For  nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  couch 
With  the  defun6T:,  or  deep  upon  the  dead. 
Let's  fee  the  boy's  face. 
Cap.  He's  alive,  my  lord. 

Luc.  He'll  then  inftrucl:  us  of  this  body.    Young  one, 
Inform  us  of  the  fortunes,  for  it  feems 
They  crave  to  be  demanded :  who  is  this 
Thou  mak'ft  thy  bloody  pillow?  who  was  he 
That,  otherwife  than  noble  nature  did, 
Hath  alter'd  that  good  picture?  what's  thy  intereft 
In  this  fad  wreck  ?  how  came  it,  and  who  is  it  ? 
What  art  thou  2 

Imo.  I  am  nothing;  or  if  not, 
Nothing  to  be,  were  better.  This  was  my  mafter, 
A  very  valiant  Britain,  and  a  good, 
That  here  by  mountaineers  lyes  (lain:  alas! 
There  are  no  more  fuch  mafters :  I  may  wander 
From  eaft  to  Occident,  cry  out  for  fervice, 
Try  many,  all  good,  ferve  them  truly,  never 
Find  fuch  another  mafter. 

Luc.  'Lack,  good  youth! 
Thou  mov'ft  no  lefs  with  thy  complaining,  than 
Thy  mafter  bleeding :  fay  his  name,  good  friend. 

Imo.  Richard  du  Camp.    If  I  do  lye,  and  do 
No  harm  by  it,  though  the  gods  hear,  I  hope  [afide. 
They'll  pardon  it.    Say  you,  Sir? 

Luc.  Thy  name  ? 

Imo.  Ftdeky  Sir. 

Luc.  Thou  doft  approve  thy  felf  the  very  fame  $ 
Thy  name  well  fits  thy  faith,  thy  faith  thy  name. 

Vol.  VI.  D  d  Wilt 
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Wilt  take  thy  chance  with  me?  I  will  not  fay 
Thou  malt  be  fo  well  mafter'd,  but  be  fure 
No  lefs  belov'd.    The  Roman  emperor's  letters 
Sent  by  a  Conful  to  me  mould  no  fooner 
Than  thine  own  worth  prefer  thee:  go  with  me. 

lmo.  I'll  follow,  Sir.    But  firft,  an't  pleafe  the  gods, 
I'll  hide  my  mafter  from  the  flies  as  deep 
As  thefe  poor  pickaxes  can  dig  :  and  when 
With  wild  wood-leaves  and  weeds  I  ha'  ftrew'd  his  grave, 
And  on  it  faid  a  century  of  pray'rs, 
(Such  as  I  can,)  twice  o'er,  I'll  weep  and  figh, 
And  leaving  fo  his  fervice  follow  you, 
So  pleafe  you  entertain  me. 

Luc.  Ay,  good  youth, 
And  rather  father  thee,  than  mafter  thee. 
My  friends, 

The  boy  hath  taught  us  manly  duties:  let  us 

Find  out  the  prettieft  dazied-plot  we  can, 

And  make  him  with  our  pikes  and  partizans 

A  grave ;  come,  arm  him:  boy,  he  is  preferr'd 

By  thee  to  us,  and  he  mail  be  interr'd 

As  foldiers  can.    Be  chearful,  wipe  thine  eyes. 

Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arife.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus, 

Guid.  The  noife  is  round  about  us. 
Bel.  Let  us  from  it. 

Arv.  What  pleafure,  Sir,  find  we  in  life,  to  lock  it 
From  action  and  adventure? 

Guid.  Nay,  what  hope 
Have  we  in  hiding  us  ?  this  way  the  Romans 
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Muft  or  for  Brka'ms  flay  us,  or  receive  us 
For  barb'rous  and  unnatural  revolters 
During  their  ufe,  and  flay  us  after. 
Bel.  Sons, 

We'll  higher  to  the  mountains,  there  fecure  us. 
To  the  King's  party  there's  no  going,-  newnefs 
Of  Cloten's  death  (we  being  not  known  nor  mufter'd 
Among  the  bands)  may  drive  us  to  confeflion 
Where  we  have  liv'd :  and  fo  extort  from  us 
That  which  we've  done,  whofe  anfwer  would  be  death 
Drawn  on  with  torture. 

Gmd.  This  is,  Sir,  a  doubt 
(In  fuch  a  time)  nothing  becoming  you, 
Nor  fatisfying  us. 

Arv*  It  is  not  likely, 
That  when  they  hear  the  Roman  horfes  neigh, 
Behold  their  quarter'd  fires,  have  both  their  eyes 
And  ears  fo  cloy'd  importantly  as  now, 
That  they  will  wafte  their  time  upon  our  note 
To  know  from  whence  we  are. 

Bel.  Oh,  I  am  known 
Of  many  in  the  army    many  years, 
Though  Cloten  then  but  young,  (you  fee,)  not  wore  him 
From  my  remembrance.    And  befides  the  King 
Hath  not  deferv'd  my  fervice,  nor  your  loves, 
Who  find  in  my  exile  the  want  of  breeding; 
The  certainty  of  this  hard  life,  aye  hopelefs 
To  have  the  courtefie  your  cradle  promis'd, 
But  to  be  (till  hot  fummer's  tanlings,  and 
The  flirinking  (laves  of  winter. 

Guid.  Than  be  fo, 
Better  to  ceafe  to  be.    Pray,  Sir,  to  th'  army  j 
I  and  my  brother  are  not  known ;  your  felf 

D  d  2  So 


12 


Cymbeline. 


So  out  of  thought,  and  thereto  fo  o'er-grown, 
Cannot  be  queftion'd. 

Arv.  By  this  fun  that  (bines 
I'll  thither^  what  thing  is  it,  that  I  never 
Did  fee  man  die,  fcarce  ever  look'd  on  blood, 
But  that  of  coward  hares  hot  goats  and  venifon? 
Never  bedrid  a  horfe  fave  one,  that  had 
A  rider  like  my  felf  who  ne'er  wore  rowel, 
Nor  iron  on  his  heel  ?  I  am  afham'd 
To  look  upon  the  holy  fun,  to  have 
The  benefit  of  his  bleft  beams,  remaining 
So  long  a  poor  unknown. 

Guid.  By  heav'ns  I'll  go  -y 
If  you  will  blefs  me,  Sir,  and  give  me  leave, 
111  take  the  better  care;  but  if  you  will  not, 
The  hazard  therefore  due  fall  on  me,  by 
The  hands  of  Romans. 

Arv.  So  fay  I,  Amen. 

Bel.  No  reafon  I  (fince  of  your  lives  you  fet 
So  flight  a  valuation)  fhould  referve 
My  crack'd  one  to  more  care.    Have  with  you,  boys. 
If  in  your  country  wars  you  chance  to  die, 
That  is  my  bed  too,  lads,  and  there  I'll  lye. 
Lead,  lead ;  the  time  feems  long :  their  blood  thinks  fcorn 
'Till  it  flie  out,  and  (hew  them  princes  born.  [Exeunt, 
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ACT   V.    SCENE  J. 

A  Field  between  the  Britifli  and  Roman  Camps. 
Enter  Pofthumus  with  a  bloody  handkerchief. 

POSTHUMUS. 

E  A  bloody  cloth,  111  keep  thee ;  for  I  wifht 
Thou  fhould'ft  be  colour'd  thus.    You  married 
ones, 

If  each  of  you  would  take  this  courfe,  how  many 
Muft  murther  wives  much  better  than  themfelves 
For  wrying  but  a  little  ?  oh  Pifanio  / 
Every  good  fervant  does  not  all  commands 
No  bond,  but  todojuft  ones. — Gods!  if  you 
Should  have  ta'en  vengeance  on  my  faults,  I  never 
Had  liv'd  to  put  on  this;  fo  had  you  faved 
The  noble  Imogen  to  repent,  and  (truck 
Me,  wretch,  more  worth  your  vengeance.    But  alack 
You  fnatch  fome  hence  for  little  faults ;  that's  love, 
To  have  them  fall  no  more    you  fbme  permit 
To  fecond  ills  with  ills,  each  worfe  than  other? 
And  make  them  dread  it,  to  the  doer's  thrift. 
But  Imogen's  your  own  :  do  your  beft  wills, 
And  make  me  bleft  t'obey !    I  am  brought  hither 
Among  th'  Italian  gentry,  and  to  fight 
Againft  my  lady's  kingdom ;  'tis  enough 
That,  Britain,  I  have  kill'd  thy  miftrefs :  Peace, 
I'll  give  no  wound  to  thee.    Therefore,  good  heav'ns3 
Hear  patient' y  my  purpofe.    Ill  difrobe  me 

or 
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Of  thefe  Italian  weeds,  and  fuit  my  felf 

As  do's  a  Britain  peafant ;  fo  Til  fight 

Againfl:  the  part  I  come  with  j  fo  I'll  die 

For  thee,  O  Imogen,  for  whom  my  life 

Is  every  breath,  a  death;  and  thus  unknown, 

Pitied,  nor  hated,  to  the  face  of  peril 

My  felf  I'll  dedicate.    Let  me  make  men  know 

More  valour  in  me,  than  my  habit's  fhow ; 

Gods,  put  the  ftrength  o'th'  Leonati  in  me ; 

To  fhame  the  guife  o'th'  world,  I  will  begin, 

The  fafhion,  lefs  without,  and  more  within.  [Exit. 

Enter  Lucius,  lachimo,  and  the  Roman  army  at  one  door  ;  and 
the  Britifh  army  at  another:  Leonatus  Pofthumus  following  like 
a  poor  foldier.  They  march  over,  and  go  out.  Then  enter  a- 
gam  in  skirmifh  lachimo,  and  Pofthumus;  he  vanqnifheth  and 
difarmeth  lachimo,  and  then  leaves  him. 

Iach.  The  heaviness  and  guilt  within  my  bofom 
Takes  off  my  manhood ;  I've  bely'd  a  lady, 
The  princefs  of  this  country and  the  air  on  t 
Revengingly  enfeebles  me:  or  could  this  carle, 
A  very  drudge  of  nature,  have  fubdu'd  me 
In  my  profeflion  ?  knighthoods,  honours  born, 
As  I  wear  mine,  are  titles  but  of  fcorn ; 
If  that  thy  gentry,  Britain,  go  before 
This  lowt,  as  he  exceeds  our  lords,  the  odds 
Is,  that  we  fcarce  are  men,  and  you  are  gods.  [Exit. 

The  battel  continues  •  the  Britains  fly,  Cymbeiine  is  taken ;  then  en- 
ter to  his  refcue,  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

Bel.  Stand,  ftand    we  have  th'  advantage  of  the  ground  ,- 
That  lane  is  guarded  :  nothing  routs  us,  but 

The 
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The  villaay  of  our  fears. 

Guid.  Arv.  Stand,  ftand  and  fight. 

Enter  Pofthumus,  and  feconds  the  Britains.    They  refcue  Cymbe- 

line,  and  exeunt. 

Then  enter  Lucius,  Iachimo,  and  Imogen. 

Luc.  Away,  boy,  from  the  troops,  and  fave  thy  (elf^ 
For  friends  kill  friends,  and  the  diforder's  fuch 
As  war  were  hood-wink'd. 

lack  'Tis  their  frefh  fupplies. 

Luc.  It  is  a  day  turn'd  ftrangely.    Or  betimes 
Let's  re-inforce,  or  fly.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  11. 

Enter  Pofthumus,  and  a  Britifh  lord. 

Lord.  Cam'ft  thou  from  where  they  made  the  ftand  ? 
Poft.  I  did. 
Though  you  it  feems  came  from  the  fliers. 
Lord.  I  did. 

Poft.  No  blame  be  to  you,  Sir,  for  all  was  loft, 
But  that  the  heavens  fought :  the  king  himfelf 
4  Of  his  wings  deftitute,  the  army  broken, 
c  And  but  the  backs  of  Britains  feen  ;  all  flying 
(  Through  a  ftraight  lane,  the  enemy  fell-hearted, 
c  Lolling  the  tongue  with  flaught'ring,  having  work 
1  More  plentifal,  than  tools  to  do't,  ftruck  down 

<  Some  mortally,  fbme  (lightly  touched,  fome  falling 

<  Meerly  through  fear,  that  the  ftraight  pafs  was  damn'd 
f  With  dead  men,  hurt  behind,-  and  cowards  living 

4  To  die  with  lengthen'd  fhame. 
Lord.  Where  was  this  lane  ? 

Toft.  Clofe  by  the  battel,  ditch'd,  and  wall'd  with  turf, 

Which 
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Which  gave  advantage  to  an  ancient  foldier, 

(An  honeft  one  I  warrant,  who  deferv'd 

So  long  a  breeding  as  his  white  beard  came  to) 

In  doing  this  for's  country.    '  \  hwart  the  lane, 

He,  with  two  ftriplings,  (lads  more  like  to  run 

The  country  Bafe,  than  to  commit  fuch  {laughter, 

With  faces  fit  for  masks,  or  rather  fairer 

Than  thofe  for  prefervation  cas'd,  or  fhame,) 

Made  good  the  paflage,  cry'd  to  thofe  that  fled, 

"  Our  Brttmns  hearts  die  flying,  not  cur  men  j 

<c  To  darknefs  fleet  fouls  that  fly  backwards!  ftand, 

<c  Or  we  are  Romans,  and  will  give  you  that 

c<  Like  beafts,  which  you  fhun  beaftly,  and  may  fave 

"  But  to  look  back  in  front:  ftand,  (land — Thefe  three, 

Three  thoufand  confident,  in  act  as  many; 

(For  three  performers  are  the  file,  when  all 

The  reft  do  nothing ;)    with  this  word  ftand,  ftand, 

Accommodated  by  the  place,  (more  charming 

With  their  own  noblenefs,  which  could  have  turn'd 

A  diftafT  to  a  lance,)  gilded  pale  looks ; 

Part  fhame  ;  part  fpirit  renew'd,  that  fome  turn'd  coward 

But  by  example  (oh  a  fin  in  war, 

Damn'd  in  the  firft  beginners)  'gan  to  look 

The  way  that  they  did,  and  to  grin  like  lions 

Upon  the  pikes  o'th'  hunters.    Then  began 

A  ftop  i'th'  chafer,  a  retire ;  anon 

A  routK  confufion  thick.    Forthwith  they  flie 

Chickens,  the  way  which  they  ftoop'd  eagles:  flaves, 

The  ftrides  the  victors  made;  and  now  our  cowards 

Like  fragments  in  hard  voyages,  became 

The  life  o'th'  need  ;  having  found  the  back  door  open 

Of  the  unguarded  hearts,  heav'ns,  how  they  wound ! 

Some  flain  before,  fome  dying  ;  fome  their  friends 
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O'er-born  i'th'  former  wave,  ten  chac'd  by  one, 

Are  now  each  one  the  flaughter-man  of  twenty; 

Thofe  that  would  die  or-ere  refift,  are  grown 

The  mortal  bugs  o'th'  field. 
Lord.  This  was  ftrange  chance  ; 

A  narrow  lane!  an  old  man,  and  two  boys! 
Poft.  Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it  ,•  you  are  made 

Rather  to  wonder  at  the  things  you  hear, 

Than  to  work  any.  * 

Lord.  Farewel,  you  are  angry. 

Poft,  This  is  a  lord  ,•  oh  noble  mifery 

To  be  i'th'  field,  and  ask  what  news,  of  me? 
To-day,  how  many  would  have  given  their  honours 
To've  fav'd  their  carkafles  ?  took  heel  to  do't, 
And  yet  died  too.    I,  in  mine  own  woe  charm'd, 
Could  not  find  death  where  I  did  hear  him  groan, 
Nor  feel  him  where  he  ftruck.    This  ugly  monfter, 
JTis  ftrange  he  hides  him  in  frem  cups,  fbft  beds, 
Sweet  words  ,•  or  hath  more  minifters  than  we 
That  draw  his  knives  in  war.    Well  I  will  find  him 
For  being  now  a  favourer  to  the  Britain, 
No  more  a  Britain,  I've  refum'd  again 
The  part  I  came  in.    Fight  I  will  no  more, 
But  yield  me  to  the  verieft  hind,  that  mall 
Once  touch  my  moulder.    Great  the  (laughter  is 

*  Than  to  work  any. 

Will  you  rhime  upon't, 

And  vent  it  for  a  mockery  ?  here  is  one : 

"  Two  boys,  an  old  man  twice  a  boy,  a  lane, 

"  Preferv'd  the  Britains,  was  the  Romans  bane. 

Lord.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  Sir. 

Poft.  Lack,  to  what  end  ? 
Who  dares  not  (land  his  foe,  I'll  be  his  friend  j 
For  if  he'll  do,  as  he  is  made  to  do, 
I  know  he'll  quickly  fly  my  friendihip  too. 
You  have  put  me  into  rhymes 

Lord.  Farewel,  t$c. 
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Here  made  by  th'  Roman ;  great  the  anfwer  be, 
Brit  aim  muft  take.    For  me,  my  ranfom's  death, 
On  either  fide  I  come  to  fpend  my  breath  ; 
Which  neither  here  I'll  keep,  nor  bear  again, 
But  end  it  by  fome  means  for  Imogen. 

Enter  two  Captains,  and  Soldiers. 

1  Cap.  Great  Jupiter  be  prais'd,  Lucius  is  taken. 
Tis  thought  the  old  man,  and  his  fons,  were  angels. 

2  Cap.  There  was  a  fourth  man,  in  a  filly  habit, 
That  gave  th'  affront  with  them. 

1  Cap.  So  'tis  reported  > 

But  none  of  'em  can  be  found.    Stand,  who's  there  ? 

Poft.  A  Roman, 
Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here;  if  feconds 
Had  anfwer'd  him. 

2  Cap.  Lay  hands  on  him,-  a  dog, 
A  leg  of  Rome  mail  not  return  to  tell 

What  crows  have  peck'd  them  here :  he  brags  his  fervice 
As  if  he  were  of  note;  bring  him  to  th'  king. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  Arviragus,  Pifanio,  and 
Roman  captives.  The  captains  prefent  Pofthumus  to  Cymbe- 
line, who  delivers  him  over  to  a  goaler. 

SCENE  III. 

A  Prifon. 

Enter  Pofthumus,  and  two  goalers. 
i  Goal         O U  mall  not  now  be  ftoln,   you've  locks  upon 

X  you,- 
So  graze,  as  you  find  pafture. 

2  Goal.  Ay,  or  ftomach.  [Exeunt  Goalers. 
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Poft.  Moft  welcome  bondage!  for  thou  art  a  way, 
I  think,  to  liberty  j  yet  am  I  better 
Than  one  that's  fick  o'th'  gout,  fince  he  had  rather 
Groan  (b  in  perpetuity  than  be  cur'd 
By  th'  fure  phyfician,  death ;  who  is  the  key 
T'unbar  thefe  locks.    My  confcience !  thou  art  fetter'd 
More  than  my  fhanks  and  wrifts you  good  gods  give  me 
The  penitent  inftrument  to  pick  that  bolt, 
Then  free  for  ever.    Is't  enough  I'm  fbrry  ? 
So  children  temp'ral  fathers  do  appeafe  ,• 
Gods  are  more  full  of  mercy.    Muft  I  repent  ? 
I  cannot  do  it  better  than  in  gyves, 
Defir'd,  more  than  conftrain'd  ,•  to  fatisfie 
If  of  my  freedom  'tis  the  main  part,  take 
No  ftricter  render  of  me,  than  my  all. 
I  know  you  are  more  clement  than  vile  men, 
Who  of  their  broken  debtors  take  a  third, 
A  fixth,  a  tenth,  letting  them  thrive  again 
On  their  abatement ;  that's  not  my  defire. 
For  Imogen's  dear  life,  take  mine,  and  though 
'Tis  not  fo  dear,  yet  'tis  a  life  ,•  you  coin'd  it  ,• 
'Tween  man  and  man  they  weigh  not  every  ftamp  ,• 
Though  light,  take  pieces  for  the  figure's  fake, 
You  rather,  mine  being  yours:  and  Co,  great  powers, 
If  you  will  take  this  audit,  take  this  life, 
And  cancel  thofe  old  bonds.    Oh  Imogen  / 

I'll  fpeak  to  thee  in  filence.  —  [He  Jleeps. 

#  #  *  * 

SCENE 

****  Here  follows  aViRon,  ^Mafque,  and  a  Prophecy,  'which  interrupt  the  Fa- 
ble without  the  leaft  necejity,  and  unmeafurably  lengthen  this  aft.  I  think  it 
plainly  foijled  in  afterwards  for  meer  Jhow,  and  apparently  not  of  Shakelpear. 

t    t  t. 

Solemn  muftck  :  Enter  as  in  an  apparition,  Sicilius  Leonatus,  father ?0  Pofthumus, 
an  old  man,  attired  like  a  warrior,  leading  in  his  hand  an  ancient  matron,  his 
wife,  and  mother  to  Pofthumus,  with  muftck  before  them,    'Then  after  other  mu- 
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SCENE  IV. 

Cymbeline'^  Tent. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  Arviragus, 
Pifanio,  and  lords. 

Cym.  CTAND  by  my  fide,  you  whom  the  gods  have  made 

^  Prefervers  of  my  throne.    Wo  is  my  heart, 
That  the  peor  foldier  that  fo  richly  fought, 
(Whofe  rags  fham'd  gilded  arms,  whofe  naked  breaft 

Stept 


fick,  follow  the  two  young  Leonati,  brothers  to  Pofthumus,  with  wounds  as  they 
died  in  the  wars.    They  circle  Pofthumus  round  as  he  lyes  fleeping. 

Sici.  No  more  thou  thunder-mafter 
Shew  thy  fpite,  on  mortal  flies: 
With  Mars  fall  out,  with  Juno  chide,  that  thy  adulteries 

Rates  and  revenges. 
Hath  my  poor  boy  done  ought  but  well, 

Whofe  face  1  never  (aw  ? 
I  dy'd,  whilft  in  the  womb  he  ftay'd, 

Attending  nature's  law. 
Whofe  father,  Jove !  (as  men  report, 

Thou  orphans  father  art) 
Thou  fhould'ft  have  been,  and  fhielded  him 
From  his  earth-vexing  fraart. 
Moth.  Lucina  lent  not  me  her  aid, 
But  took  me  in  my  throes, 
That  from  me  my  Pofthumus  riptj 
Came  crying  'mongft  his  foes, 
A  thing  of  pity! 

Sici.  Great  nature,  like  his  anceftry, 
Moulded  the  ftuff  fo  fair} 
That  he  deferv'd  the  praife  o'th'  world, 
As  great  Sicilies'  heir, 
i  Bro.  When  once  he  was  mature  for  man, 
In  Britain  where  was  he 
That  could  ftand  up  his  parallel, 

Or  rival  object  be, 
In  eye  of  Imogen^  that  beft 
Could  deem  his  dignity? 
Moth.  With  marriage  therefore  was  he  mockt 
To  be  exil'd,  and  thrown 
From  Leonatus'  feat,  and  cad 
From  her  his  deareit  one : 
Sweet  Imogen!  Sici. 
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Stept  before  fliields  of  proof,)  cannot  be  foand  : 
He  fhall  be  happy  that  can  find  him,  if 
Our  grace  can  make  him  (b. 

Bel.  I  never  faw 
Such  noble  fury  in  Co  poor  a  thing : 
Such  precious  deeds  in  one  that  promis'd  nought 
But  begg'ry  and  poor  looks. 

Cym.  No  tidings  of  him  ? 

Pif.  He  hath  been  fearch'd  among  the  dead  and  living, 
But  no  trace  of  him. 

Cym, 


Sici.  Why  did  you  fuffer  lachimo, 

Slight  thing  of  Italy, 
To  taint  his  noble  heart  and  brain 

With  needlcfs  jealoufie, 
And  to  become  the  geek  and  fcorn 

O'th'  other's  villany  ? 
z  Bro.  For  this,  from  ftiller  feats  we  came, 

Our  parents,  and  us  twain, 
That  ftriking  in  our  country's  caufe, 

Fell  bravely  and  were  {lain, 
Our  fealty  and  Tenantius"  right, 

With  honour  to  maintain. 

1  Bro.  Like  hardiment  Pofthumus  hath 
To  Cymbeline  perform'd } 

Then  Jupiter,  thou  king  of  gods, 

Why  haft  thou  thus  adjourn'd 
The  graces  for  his  merits  due, 
Being  all  to  dolours  turn'd  ? 
Sici.  Thy  cryftal  window  ope  j  look  out  j 
No  longer  exercife, 
Upon  a  valiant  race,  thy  harfli 
And  potent  injuries. 
Moth.  Since,  Jupiter,  our  fon  is  good, 

Take  off  his  miferies. 
Sici.  Peep  through  thy  marble  manfion,  help, 
Or  we  poor  ghofts  will  cry 
To  th'  lhining  fynod  of  the  reft, 
Againgft  thy  deity. 

2  Breth.  Help,  Jupiter,  or  we  appeal, 
And  from  thy  juftice  flie. 

Jupiter  defends  in  thunder  and  lightning,  fitting  upon  an  eagle  j  he  throws  a, 
thunder-bolt.    The  ghofts  fall  on  their  knees. 
Jupit.  No  more  you  petty  fpirits  of  region  low 
Offend  our  hearing ;  hufh !  how  dare  you  ghofts 

Ac- 
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Gym.  To  my  grief,  I  am 
The  heir  of  his  reward,  which  I  will  add 
To  you,  the  liver,  heart,  and  brain  of  Britain, 

[To  Bell.  Guid.  and  Arvirag. 
By  whom,  I  grant,  fhe  lives.    'Tis  now  the  time 
To  ask  of  whence  you  are.    Report  it. 

Bel 


Accufe  the  thunderer,  whofe  bolt,  you  know, 

Sky-planted,  batters  all  rebelling  coafts. 
Poor  lhadows  of  Elizium,  hence  and  reft 

Upon  your  never-withering  banks  of  flowers. 
Be  not  with  mortal  accidents  opprcft, 

No  care  of  yours  it  is,  you  know  'tis  ours. 
Whom  beft  I  love,  I  crofs    to  make  my  gift, 

The  more  delay'd,  delighted.    Be  content, 
Your  low-laid  fon  our  godhead  will  uplift  : 

His  comforts  thrive,  his  tryals  well  are  fpentj 
Our  Jovial  ftar  reign'd  at  his  birth,  and  in 

Our  temple  was  he  married :  rife,  and  fade ! 
He  mall  be  lord  of  lady  Imogen, 

And  happier  much  by  his  affliction  made. 
This  tablet  lay  upon  his  breaft,  wherein  LJUP-  drops  a  tablet. 

Our  pleafure,  his  full  fortune,  doth  confine, 
And  fo  away,  no  farther  with  your  din 

Exprefs  impatience,  left  you  ftir  up  mine } 

Mount  eagle,  to  my  palace  cryftalline.  [_Afcends. 

Ski.  He  came  in  thunder,  his  cceleftical  breath 
Was  fulphurous  to  fmell  j  the  holy  eagle 
Stoop'd,  as  to  foot  us :  his  afcenfion  is 
More  fweet  than  our  bleft  fields ;  his  royal  bird 
Prunes  the  immortal  wing,  and  cloys  his  beak. 
As  when  his  god  is  pleas'd. 

All.  Thanks,  Jupiter. 

Sici.  The  marble  pavement  clofes,  he  is  enter'd 
His  radiant  roof :  away,  and  to  be  bleft 

Let  us  with  care  perform  his  great  beheft.  \_VaniJh. 

Pofi.  Sleep,  thou  haft  been  a  grandfire,  and  begot 
A  father  to  me :  and  thou  haft  created 
A  mother,  and  two  brothers.    But,  oh  fcorn ! 

Gone  they  went  hence  fo  foon  as  they  were  borni 

And  fo  I  am  awake   Poor  wretches  that  depend 

On  greatnefs  favour,  dream  as  I  have  done, 

Wake,  and  find  nothing.    But,  alas,  I  fwerve: 

Many  dream  not  to  find,  neither  deferve, 

And  yet  are  fteep'd  in  favours  j  fo  am  I 

That  have  this  golden  chance,  and  know  not  why 

What  fairies  haunt  this  ground?  a  book!  oh  rare  one! 

3  Be 


Bel.  Sir, 

In  Cambria  are  we  born,  and  gentlemen  : 
Further  to  boaft,  were  neither  true  nor  modeft, 
Unlefs  I  add,  we're  honeft. 

Cym.  Bow  your  knees, 
Arife  my  knights  o'th5  battel,  I  create  you 

Com- 


Be  not,  as  is  our  fangled  world,  a  garment 
Nobler  than  that  it  covers.    Let  thy  effects 
So  follow,  to  be  raoft  unlike  our  courtiers, 
As  good  as  promife. 

[Reads.] 

WHEN  as  the  lion's  whelp  fhall,  to  himfelf  unknown,  without feekingfind, 
and  be  embraced  by  a  piece  of  tender  air ;  and  when  from  a  ftately  cedar 
fhall  be  lopt  branches,  which  being  dead  many  years,  fhall  after  revive,  be  jointed 
to  the  old  flock,  and  frefloly  grow,  then  fhall  Poilhumus  end  his  ?niferies,  Britain  be 
fortunate,  and  flourifh  in  peace  and  plenty. 

'Tis  ftill  a  dream  j  or  elfe  fuch  fluff  as  mad-men 

Tongue,  and  brain  not :  do  either  both,  or  nothing  j 

Or  fenfelefs  fpeaking,  or  a  fpeaking  fuch 

As  fenfe  cannot  untie.    But  what  it  is, 

The  a£Hon  of  my  life  is  like  it,  which  I'll  keep 

If  but  for  fympathy. 

Enter  Goaler. 
Goal.  Come,  Sir,  are  you  ready  for  death? 
Pojl.  Over-roafted  rather :  ready  long  ago. 

Goal.  Hanging  is  the  word,  Sir ;  if  you  be  ready  for  that,  you  are  well  cookt. 

Pojl.  So  if  I  prove  a  good  repaft  to  the  fpectators,  the  dim  pays  the  mot. 

Goal.  A  heavy  reckoning  for  you,  Sir,  but  the  comfort  is,  you  mail  be  called 
to  no  more  payments,  fear  no  more  tavern  bills,  which  are  often  the  fadnefs  of 
parting,  as  the  procuring  of  mirth  j  you  came  in  faint  for  want  of  meat,  depart 
reeling  with  too  much  drink  >  forry  that  you  have  paid  too  much,  and  forry 
that  you  are  paid  too  much}  purfe  and  brain,  both  empty  j  the  brain  the  heavier, 
for  being  too  light}  the  purfe  too  light,  being  drawn  of  heavinefs.  Oh,  of 
this  contradiction  you  mail  now  be  quit:  oh  the  charity  of  a  penny  cord,  it 
fums  up  thoufands  in  a  trice }  you  have  no  true  debtor,  and  creditor,  but  it  5 
of  what's  paft,  is,  and  to  come,  the  difcharge  >  your  neck,  Sir,  is  pen,  book, 
and  counters ;  fo  the  acquittance  follows. 

Pojl.  I  am  merrier  to  die,  than  thou  art  to  live. 

Goal.  Indeed,  Sir,  he  that  fleeps,  feels  not  the  tooth-ache :  but  a  man  that 
were  to  fleep  your  fleep,  and  a  hangman  to  help  him  to  bed,  I  think  he  would 
change  places  with  his  officer :  for  look  you,  Sir,  you  know  not  which  way 
you  mall  go. 

Pojl.  Yes  indeed  do  I,  fellow. 

Goal.  Your  death  has  eyes  in's  head  thenj  I  have  not  feen  him  fo  picfcur'd: 
you  muft  either  be  directed  by  fome  that  take  upon  them  to  know*  or  to 

take 
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Companions  to  our  perfon,  and  will  fit  you 
With  dignities  becoming  your  eftates. 

Enter  Cornelius  and  Ladies. 

There's  bufinefs  in  thefe  faces :  why  fo  fadly 
Greet  you  our  victory  ?  you  look  like  Romans, 
And  not  o'th'  court  of  Britain. 

Cor.  Hail,  great  king  ! 
To  four  your  happinefs,  I  muft  report 
The  queen  is  dead. 

Cym.  Whom  worfe  than  a  phyfician 
Would  this  report  become?  but  I  confider, 
By  med'cine  life  may  be  prolong'd,  yet  death 
Will  feize  the  doctor  too.    How  ended  fne? 

Cor.  With  horror,  madly  dying,  like  her  (elf, 
Who  being  cruel  to  the  world,  concluded 
Mod  cruel  to  her  felf.    What  (he  confeft, 
I  will  report,  fo  pleafe  you.    Thefe  her  women 
Can  trip  me,  if  I  err ;  who  with  wet  cheeks 
Were  prefent  when  (he  finim'd. 

Cym.  Pr'ythee  fay. 

take  upon  your  felf  that  which  I  am  furc  you  do  not  knowj  or  lump  the  af- 
ter-enquiry on  your  own  peril ;  and  how  you  fhall  fpeed  in  your  journy's-end, 
I  think  you'll  never  return  to  tell  one. 

Poft.  I  tell  thee,  fellow,  there  are  none  want  eyes,  to  direct  them  the  way 
I  am  going,  but  fuch  as  wink,  and  will  not  ule  them. 

Goal.  What  an  infinite  mock  is  this,  that  a  man  mould  have  the  beft.  ufe  of 
eyes,  to  feek  the  way  of  blindnefs:  Iamfurefuch  hanging's  the  way  of  winking. 

Enter  a  mejjenger. 

Mef.  Knock  off  his  manacles,  bring  your  prifoner  to  the  king. 

Poft.  Thou  bring'ft  good  news,  I  am  called  to  be  made  free. 

Goal.  I'll  be  hang'd  then. 

Poft.  Thou  malt  be  then  freer  than  a  goaler:  no  bolts  for  the  dead.  [Exeunt. 

Goal.  Unlefs  a  man  would  marry  a  gallows,  and  beget  young  gibbets,  I  ne- 
ver law  one  fo  prone.  Yet  on  my  confcience,  there  are  verier  knaves  defire  to 
live,  for  all  he  be  a  Roman:  and  there  be  fome  of  them  too  that  die  againft 
their  wills ;  fo  mould  I,  if  I  were  one.  I  would  we  were  all  of  one  mind, 
and  one  mind  good ;  O  there  were  defolation  of  goalers  and  gallowfesj  Ilpeak 
againft  my  prefent  profit,  but  my  wilh  hath  a  preferment  in't.  [Exit 
SCENE  IV.  &c. 
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Cor.  Firft,  fne  confefs'd  fhe  never  lov'd  you,  only 
AfTe&ed  greatnefs  got  by  you,  not  you  : 
Married  your  royalty,  wife  to  your  place, 
Abhorr'd  your  perfon. 

Cym.  She  alone  knew  this : 
And  but  (he  /poke  it  dying,  I  would  not 
Believe  her  lips  in  opening  it.  Proceed. 

Cor.  Your  daughter,  whom  fhe  bore  in  hand  to  love 
With  fuch  integrity,  me  did  confefs 
Was  as  a  fcorpion  to  her  fight,  whole  life, 
But  that  her  flight  prevented  it,  me  had 
Ta'en  off  by  poifon. 

Cym.  O  moft  delicate  fiend ! 
Who  is't  can  read  a  woman  ?  is  there  more  ? 

Cor.  More,  Sir,  and  worfe.    She  did  confefs  fhe  had 
For  you  a  mortal  mineral,  which  being  took 
Should  by  the  minute  feed  on  life,  and  lingring 
By  inches  wafte  you.    In  which  time  fhe  purpos'd 
By  watching,  weeping,  tendance,  kifling,  to 
O'ercome  you  with  her  fhew :  yes,  and  in  time 
When  (he  had  fitted  you  with  her  craft,  to  work 
Her  fon  into  th'  adoption  of  the  crown : 
But  failing  of  her  end  by  his  ftrange  abfence, 
Grew  fhamelefs,  defperate;  open'd  in  defpight 
Of  heav'n  and  men,  her  purpofes :  repented 
The  ills  fhe  hatch'd  were  not  effected  :  fb 
Defpairing,  dy'd. 

Cym.  Heard  you  all  this,  her  women  ? 

Lady.  We  did,  fo  pleafe  your  highnefs. 

Cym.  Mine  eyes 
Were  not  in  fault,  for  fhe  was  beautiful : 
Mine  ears,  that  heard  her  flattery,  nor  my  heart, 
That  thought  her  like  her  feeming.    It  had  been  vicious 
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To  have  miflrufted  her.  Yet  oh  my  daughter ! 

That  it  was  folly  in  me,  thou  may'ft  fay, 

And  prove  it  in  thy  feeling.    Heav'n  mend  all! 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Lucius,  Iachimo,  and  other  Roman  prifiners,  Le- 
onatus  behind,  and  Imogen. 

Thou  com'ft  not,  Cants,  now  for  tribute  j  that 
The  Britains  have  rac'd  out,  though  with  the  lofs 
Of  many  a  bold  one  ;  whofe  kinfmen  have  made  fuit 
That  their  good  fouls  may  be  appeas'd  with  flaughter 
Of  you  their  captives,  which  our  felf  have  granted. 
So  think  of  your  eftate. 

Luc.  Confider,  Sir,  the  chance  of  war ;  the  day 
Was  yours  by  accident:  had  it  gone  with  us, 
We  mould  not,  when  the  blood  was  cool,  have  threatned 
Our  pris'ners  with  the  fword.    But  fince  the  gods 
Will  have  it  thus,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 
May  be  call'd  ranfome,  let  it  come.  Sufficeth, 

A  Roman  with  a  Romans  heart  can  fuffer.  

Auguftus  lives  to  think  on't.  And  fo  much 

For  my  peculiar  care.    This  one  thing  only 

I  will  intreat  >  my  boy,  a  Britain  born, 

Let  him  be  ranfom'd  ;  never  mafter  had 

A  page  fo  kind,  fo  duteous,  diligent, 

So  tender  over  his  occafions,  true, 

So  feat,  fo  nurfe-like;  let  his  virtue  join 

With  my  requeft,  which  I'll  make  bold  your  highnefs 

Cannot  deny :  he  hath  done  no  Britain  harm, 

Though  he  hath  ferv'd  a  Roman.    Save  him,  Sir, 

And  fpare  no  blood  befide. 
Cym.  I've  (urely  feen  him ; 

His  favour  is  familiar  to  me.  Boy;  Thou 
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Thou  haft  look'd  thy  felf  into  my  grace, 
And  art  mine  own.    I  know  not  why,  nor  wherefore 
To  fay,  live  boy  :  ne'er  thank  thy  mafter,  live  ,• 
And  ask  of  Cymbeline  what  boon  thou  wilt, 
Fitting  my  bounty,  and  thy  ftate,  111  give  it : 
Yea,  though  thou  do  demand  a  prifoner, 
The  nobleft  ta'en. 

Imo.  I  humbly  thank  your  highnefs. 

Luc.  I  do  not  bid  thee  beg  my  life,  good  lad, 
And  yet  I  know  thou  wilt. 

Imo.  No,  no,  alack, 
There's  other  work  in  hand;  I  fee  a  thing 
Bitter  to  me  as  death  -y  your  life,  good  mafter, 
Muft  muffle  for  it  felf. 

Luc.  The  boy  difdains  me, 
He  leaves  me,  fcorns  me:  briefly  die  their  joys, 
That  place  them  on  the  truth  of  girls  and  boys! 
Why  ftands  he  fo  perplext  ? 

Cym.  What  wouldft  thou,  boy  ? 
I  love  thee  more  and  more :  think  more  and  more, 
What's  beft  to  ask.    Know'ft  him  thou  look'ft  on  ?  fpeak 
Wilt  have  him  live  ?  is  he  thy  kin  ?  thy  friend  ? 

Imo.  He  is  a  Roman,  no  more  kin  to  me, 
Than  I  to  your  highnefs,  who  being  born  your  vaffal 
Am  fomething  nearer. 

Cym.  Wherefore  eye'ft  him  fo  ? 

Imo.  Fli  tell  you,  Sir,  in  private,  if  you  pleafe 
To  give  me  hearing. 

Cym.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart, 
And  lend  my  beft  attention.    What's  thy  name? 

Imo.  Fideky  Sir. 

Cym.  Thou'rt  my  good  youth,  my  page, 
I'll  be  thy  mafter:  walk  with  me,  fpeak  freely. 

Ff  z 
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Bel.  Is  not  this  boy  reviv'd  from  death  ? 

Arv.  One  fand  another 
Not  more  refembles  that  fweet  rofie  lad, 
Who  dy'd,  and  was  Ftdele.  What  think  you? 

Gu'id.  The  fame  dead  thing  alive. 

Bel.  Peace,  peace,  fee  more ;  he  eyes  us  not,  forbear, 
Creatures  may  be  alike:  were't  he,  I'm  fure 
He  would  have  fpoke  t'us. 

Gu'id.  But  we  faw  him  dead. 

Bel.  Be  filent :  let's  fee  further. 

P'if.  'Tis  my  miftrefs   [afide. 

Since  {he  is  living,  let  the  time  run  on, 
To  good,  or  bad. 

Cym.  Come,  ftand  thou  by  our  fide. 
Make  thy  demand  aloud.    Sir,  ftep  you  forth,  [To  lach, 

Give  anfwer  to  this  boy,  and  do  it  freely, 
Or  by  our  greatnels  and  the  grace  of  it 
Which  is  our  honour,  bitter  torture  mall 
Winnow  the  truth  from  falihood.    On,  fpeak  to  him. 

Imo.  My  boon  is,  that  this  gentleman  may  render 
Of  whom  he  had  this  ring. 

Poft.  What's  that  to  him  ? 

Cym.  That  diamond  upon  your  finger,  fay 
How  came  it  yours  ? 

lach.  Thou'lt  torture  me  to  leave  unfpoken,  that 
Which  to  be  fpoke  would  torture  thee. 

Cym.  How?  me? 

lach.  I'm  glad  to  be  conftrain'd  to  utter  svhat 
Torments  me  to  conceal.    By  villany 
I  got  this  ring;  'twas  Leonatu?  jewel, 

Whom  thou  didft  banifh :  and,  (which  more  may  grieve  thee, 

As  it  doth  me)  a  nobler  Sir  ne'er  liv'd 

'Twixt  sky  and  ground.    Will  you  hear  more,  my  lord  ? 

Cym, 
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Cym.  All  that  belongs  to  this. 

lach.  That  paragon,  thy  daughter, 
For  whom  my  heart  drops  blood,  and  my  falfe  fpirits 
Quail  to  remember  —  give  me  leave,  I  faint   [Swoons, 

Cym.  My  daughter,  what  of  her  ?  renew  thy  ftrength, 
Pad  rather  thou  mouldft  live  while  nature  will, 
Than  die  ere  I  hear  more:  ftrive  man,  and  fpeak, 

lach.  Upon  a  time,  (unhappy  was  the  clock 
That  ftruck  the  hour)  it  was  in  Rome,  (accurs'd 
The  manfion  where)  'twas  at  a  feaft,  (oh  would 
Our  viands  had  been  poifon'd !  or  at  lead 
Thofe  which  I  heav'd  to  head :)  the  good  Pofihumm  - — 
What  mould  I  fay  ?  he  was  too  good  to  be 
Where  ill  men  were,  and  was  the  beft  of  all 
Amongft  the  rar'ft  of  good  ones  —  fitting  fadly, 
Hearing  us  praife  our  loves  of  Italy 
For  beauty,  that  made  barren  the  fwell'd  boaft 
Of  him  that  beft  could  (peak  ,•  for  feature,  laming 
The  fhrine  of  Venus,  or  ftraight-pight  Minerva  \ 
Poftures,  beyond  brief  nature  •  for  condition, 
A  mop  of  all  the  qualities,  that  man 
Loves  woman  for ;  befides  that  hook  of  wiving, 
Fairnefs,  which  ftrikes  the  eye  

Cym.  I  ftand  on  fire. 
Come  to  the  matter. 

lach.  All  too  foon  I  mail, 
Unlefs  thou  wouldft  grieve  quickly.    This  Pofthumus, 
(Moft  like  a  noble  lord  in  love,  and  one 
That  had  a  royal  lover)  took  his  hint; 
And,  not  difpraifing  whom  we  prais'd,  (therein 
He  was  as  calm  as  virtue)  he  began 
His  miftrefs'  picture ;  which  by  his  tongue  made, 
And  then  a  mind  put  in't  5  either  our  brags 

Were 
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Were  crack'd  of  kitching-trulls,  or  his  defcription 
Prov'd  us  unfpeaking  fbts. 

Cym.  Nay,  nay,  to  th'purpofe. 

lach.  Your  daughter's  chaftity  •  there  it  begins  : 
He  fpake  of  her,  as  Dian  had  hot  dreams, 
And  me  alone  were  cold  j  whereat,  I  wretch 
Made  fcruple  of  his  praife,  and  wag'd  with  him 
Pieces  of  gold,  'gainft  this  which  then  he  wore 
Upon  his  honour'd  ringer,  to  attain 
In  fuit  the  place  of's  bed,  and  win  this  ring, 
By  hers  and  mine  adultery.    He,  true  knight, 
No  leiTer  of  her  honour  confident 
Than  I  did  truly  find  her,  flakes  this  ring, 
(And  would  fo,  had  it  been  a  carbuncle 
Of  Phtebu?  wheel,-  and  might  fb  fafely,  had  it 
Been  all  the  worth  of's  car.)    Away  to  Britain 
Poft  I  in  this  defign :  well  may  you,  Sir, 
Remember  me  at  court,  where  I  was  taught 
By  your  chafte  daughter  the  wide  difference 
'Twixt  amorous,  and  villainous.    Being  thus  quench'd 
Of  hope,  not  longing ;  mine  Italian  brain 
'Gan  in  your  duller  Britain  operate 
Mod  vilely :  for  my  vantage  excellent, 
And  to  be  brief,  my  practice  fo  prevail'd, 
That  I  return'd  with  fimular  proof  enough 
To  make  the  noble  Leonatus  mad, 
By  wounding  his  belief  in  her  renown, 
With  tokens  thus,  and  thus ;  averring  notes 
Of  chamber-hanging,  pictures,  this  her  bracelet 
(Oh  cunning  how  I  got  it)  nay  fome  marks 
Of  fecret  on  her  perfon,  that  he  could  not 
But  think  her  bond  of  chaftity  quite  crack'd, 
I  having  ta'en  the  forfeit  j  whereupon, 
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Methinks  I  fee  him  now  

Pofi.  Ay,  fo  thou  do'ft,  [Coming  forward. 

Italian  fiend!  ay  me,  moft  credulous  fool, 
Egregious  murtherer,  thief,  any  thing 
That's  due  to  all  the  villains  pad,  in  being, 

To  come  oh  give  me  cord,  or  knife,  or  poifbn, 

Some  upright  jufticer!  Thou  king,  fend  out 
For  torturers  ingenious  j  it  is  I 
That  all  th'abhorred  things  o'th'  earth  amend, 
By  being  wor(e  than  they.    I  am  Pofihumus, 
That  kill'd  thy  daughter :  villain-like,  I  He, 
That  caus'd  a  leffer  villain  than  my  felf 
A  facrilegious  thief  to  do't.    The  temple 
Of  virtue  was  me,  yea,  and  me  her  felf — 
Spit,  and  throw  (tones,  caft  myre  upon  me,  fet 
The  dogs  o'th'  ftreet  to  bait  me  :  every  villain 
Be  call'd  Pofihumus  Leonatus,  and 
Be  villainy  le(s  than  'twas.    Oh  Imogen/ 
My  queen,  my  life,  my  wife!  oh  Imogen, 
Imogen,  Imogen  / 

lmo.  Peace,  my  lord,  hear,  hear  — 

Pofi.  Shall's  have  a  play  of  this  ? 
Thou  fcornful  page,  there  lie  thy  part.      [Striking  her,  /befalls, 

Pif  Oh  gentlemen,  help, 
Mine  and  your  miftrefs —  Oh,  my  lord  Pofihumus/ 

You  ne'er  kill'd  Imogen  'till  now  help,  help, 

Mine  honour'd  lady  — 

Cym.  Does  the  world  go  round? 

Pofi.  How  come  thefe  ftaggers  on  me? 

Pif  Wake,  my  miftrefs. 

Cym.  If  this  be  fo,  the  gods  do  mean  to  ftrike  me 
To  death  with  mortal  joy. 
Pif.  How  fares  my  miftrefs  ? 

Imo, 
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Imo.  Oh  get  thee  from  my  fight, 
Thou  gav'ft  me  poifon  :  dang'rous  fellow  hence, 
Breathe  not  where  princes  are. 

Cym.  The  tune  of  Imogen  / 

Pif.  Lady,  the  gods  throw  ftones  of  fulphur  on  me, 
If  what  I  gave  you  was  not  thought  by  me 
A  precious  thing,  I  had  it  from  the  queen. 

Cym.  New  matter  ftill  ? 

Imo.  It  poifbn'd  me. 

Cor.  Oh  gods! 
I  left  out  one  thing  which  the  queen  confefs'd, 
Which  mud  approve  thee  honeft.    If  P'ifanh 
Have,  faid  me,  giv'n  his  miftrefs  that  confection 
Which  I  gave  him  for  cordial,  (he  is  ferv'd 
As  I  would  ferve  a  rat. 

Cym.  What's  this,  Cornelius  ? 

Cor.  The  queen,  Sir,  very  oft  importun'd  me 
To  temper  poifons  for  her;  ftill  pretending 
The  fatisfa&ion  of  her  knowledge,  only 
In  killing  creatures  vile,  as  cats  and  dogs 
Of  no  efteem;  I  dreading  that  her  purpofe 
Was  of  more  danger,  did  compound  for  her 
A  certain  fturT,  which  being  ta'en  would  feize 
The  prefent  power  of  life,  but  in  ftiort  time 
All  offices  of  nature  (Ticuld  again 
Do  their  due  functions.    Have  you  ta'en  of  it? 

Imo.  Moft  like  I  did,  for  I  was  dead. 

Bel.  My  boys,  there  was  our  error. 

Gutd.  This  is  fure  Fldele. 

Imo.  Why  did  you  throw  your  wedded  lady  from  you 
Think  that  you  are  upon  a  rock,  and  now 
Throw  me  again. 

Pofi.  Hang  there  like  fruit,  my  foul, 
5Til!  the  tree  die! 
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Cym.  How  now,  my  flefh?  my  child? 
What,  mak'ft  thou  me  a  dullard  in  this  act  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  (peak  to  me  ? 

Imo.  Your  bleffing,  Sir.  [Kneeling. 
Bel.  Tho'  you  did  love  this  youth,  I  blame  you  not, 
You  had  a  motive  for't.  [To  Guid.  Arvir. 

Cym.  My  tears  that  fall 
Prove  holy-water  on  thee;  Imogen, 
Thy  mother's  dead. 
Imo.  I'm  forry  for't,  my  lord. 
Cym.  Oh,  me  was  naught ;  and  long  of  her  it  was 
That  we  meet  here  fo  ftrangely    but  her  (on 
Is  gone,  we  know  not  how,  nor  where. 

P  'tf.  My  lord, 
Now  fear  is  from  me,  I'll  (peak  truth.    Lord  Cloten, 
Upon  my  lady's  miffing,  came  to  me 
With  his  fword  drawn,  foam'd  at  the  mouth,  and  fwore 
If  I  difcover'd  not  which  way  (he  went 
It  was  my  inftant  death.    By  accident 
I  had  a  feigned  letter  of  my  mafter's 
Then  in  my  pocket,  which  directed  her 
To  feek  him  on  the  mountains  near  to  Milford: 
Where  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  mafter's  garments, 
Which  he  inforc'd  from  me,  away  he  pofts 
With  unchafte  purpofe,  and  with  oath  to  violate 
My  lady's  honour :  What  became  of  him, 
I  further  know  not. 

Guid.  Let  me  end  the  ftory ; 
I  flew  him  there. 

Cym.  Marry,  the  gods  forefend. 
I  would  not  thy  good  deeds  mould  from  my  lips 
Pluck  a  hard  fentence:  pr'ythee  valiant  youth 
Deny't  again. 

Vol.  VI.  G  g  Guid. 
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Gutd.  I've  (poke  it,  and  I  did  it. 
Cym.  He  was  a  prince. 

Gu'td.  A  moft  incivil  one.    The  wrongs  he  did  me 
Were  nothing  prince-like ;  for  he  did  provoke  me 
With  language  that  would  make  me  fpurn  the  Tea, 
Could  it  (b  roar  to  me.    I  cut  off's  head, 
And  am  right  glad  he  is  not  (landing  here 
To  tell  this  tale  of  mine. 

Cym.  I'm  forry  for  thee 
By  thine  own  tongue  thou  art  condemn'd,  and  muft 
Endure  our  law :  thou'rt  dead. 

Imo.  That  headlefs  man 
I  thought  had  been  my  lord. 

Cym,  Bind  the  offender, 
And  take  him  from  our  prefence. 

Bel.  Stay,  Sir  King, 
This  man  is  better  than  the  man  he  flew, 
As  well  defcended  as  thy  felf,  and  hath 
More  of  thee  merited,  than  a  band  of  Clotens 
Had  ever  fear  for.    Let  his  arms  alone, 
They  were  not  born  for  bondage. 

Cym.  Why  old  fbldier 
Wilt  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  for, 
By  tafting  of  our  wrath  ?  how  of  defcent 
As  good  as  we  ? 

Arv.  In  that  he  fpake  too  far. 

Cym.  And  thou  fhalt  die  for't. 

Bel  We  will  die  all  three, 
But  I  will  prove  that  two  on:s  are  as  good 
As  I've  giv'n  out  of  him.    My  fons,  I  muft, 
For  mine  own  part,  unfold  a  dangerous  fpeech, 
Though  haply  well  for  you. 

Arv.  Your  danger's  ours. 

Gmd. 
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Guid.  And  our  good  his. 
Bel.  Have  at  it  then,  by  leave : 
Thou  hadft,  great  king,  a  fubjeft,  who  was  cali'd 

Bellarius. 

Cym.  What  of  him  ?  a  banifli'd  traitor. 

Bel.  He  it  is  that  hath 
Aflum'd  this  age  ,•  indeed  a  banifli'd  man, 
I  know  not  how  a  traitor. 

Cym.  Take  him  hence, 
The  whole  world  (hall  not  fave  him. 

Bel.  Not  too  hot : 
Firft  pay  me  for  the  nurfing  of  thy  fons, 
And  let  it  be  confifcate  all,  fo  foon 
As  I've  receiv'd  it. 

Cym.  Nurfing  of  my  fons  ? 

Bel.  I  am  too  blunt,  and  fawcy  ->  here's  my  knee  : 
Ere  I  arife,  I  will  prefer  my  fons, 
Then  /pare  not  the  old  father.    Mighty  Sir, 
Thefe  two  young  gentlemen  that  call  me  father 
And  think  they  are  my  fons,  are  none  of  mine, 
They  are  the  irTue  of  your  loins,  my  liege, 
And  blood  of  your  begetting. 

Cym.  How  ?  my  iffue  ? 

Bel.  So  fure  as  you,  your  father's  :  I,  old  Morgan, 
Am  that  Bellarius  whom  you  fometime  banifli'd ; 
Your  pleafure  was  my  near  offence,  my  punifliment 
It  felf,  and  all  my  treafon :    That  I  fuffer'd, 
Was  all  the  harm  I  did.    Thefe  gentle  princes, 
(For  fuch  and  fo  they  are,)  thefe  twenty  years 
Have  I  train'd  up ;  fuch  arts  they  have,  as  I 
Could  put  into  them.    Sir,  my  breedingwas, 
As  your  Grace  knows.    Their  nurfe  Euriphiley 
Whom  for  the  theft  I  wedded,  ftole  thefe  children 

G  g  z  Upon 
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Upon  my  banifhment :  I  mov'd  her  to'c, 

Having  receiv'd  the  punifhment  before 

For  that  which  I  did  then.    Beaten  for  loyalty, 

Excited  me  to  treafon.    Their  dear  lofs, 

The  more  of  you  'twas  felt,  the  more  it  map'd 

Unto  my  end  of  dealing  them.    But  Sir, 

Here  are  your  fons  again ;  and  I  muft  lofe 

Two  of  the  fweet'ft  companions  in  the  world. 

The  benediction  of  thefe  covering  heav'ns 

Fall  on  their  heads  like  dew !  for  they  are  worthy 

To  in-lay  heav'n  with  ftars. 

Cym.  Thou  weep'ft,  and  fpeak'ft  : 
The  fervice  that  you  three  have  done,  is  more 
Unlike,  than  this  thou  tell'ft.    I  loft  my  children 
If  thefe  be  they,  I  know  not  how  to  wifh 
A  pair  of  worthier  fons. 

Bel.  Be  pleas' d  a  while  

This  gentleman,  whom  I  call  Pol'tdore, 
Moft  worthy  prince,  as  yours,  is  true  Guiderius: 
This  gentleman,  my  Cadwall,  Arviragus^ 
Your  younger  princely  fon  5  he,  Sir,  was  lapt 
In  a  moft  curious  mantle,  wrought  by  th'  hand 
Of  his  queen-mother,  which  for  more  probation 
I  can  with  eafe  produce. 

Cym.  Guiderius  had 
Upon  his  neck  a  mole,  a  fanguine  ftar, 

It  was  a  mark  of  wonder. 
Bel.  This  is  he ; 

Who  hath  upon  him  ftill  that  nat'ral  ftamp: 

It  was  wife  nature's  end,  in  the  donation, 

To  be  his  evidence  now. 
Cym.  Oh,  what  am  I 

A  mother  to  the  birth  of  three  ?  ne'er  mother 
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Rejoiced  deliverance  more,-  bled  may  you  be, 
That  after  this  ftrange  darting  from  your  orbs, 
You  may  reign  in  them  now :  oh  Imogen, 
Thou'aft  loft  by  this  a  kingdom. 

lmo.  No,  my  lord  : 
I've  got  two  worlds  by't.    Oh  my  gentle  brothers, 
Have  we  thus  met  ?  oh  never  fay  hereafter 
But  I  am  trueft  Ipeaker.    You  call'd  me  brother 
When  I  was  but  your  fifter :  I,  you  brother, 
When  ye  were  (b  indeed. 

Cym.  Did  you  e'er  meet  ? 

Arv.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Guid.  And  at  firft:  meeting  lov'd, 
Continu'd  fb,  until  we  thought  he  died. 

Cor,  By  the  queen's  dram  {he  fwallow'd- 

Cym.  O  rare  inftinct! 
When  fhall  I  hear  all  through  ?  this  fierce  abridgment 
Hath  to  it  circumftantial  branches,  which 
Diftinction  mould  be  rich  in.    Where?  how  liv'd  you 
And  when  came  you  to  (erve  our  Roman  captive  ? 
How  parted  with  your  brothers  ?  how  firft  met  them  ? 
Why  fled  you  from  the  court  ?  and  whether  thefe  ? 
And  your  three  motives  to  the  battel  ?  with 
I  know  not  how  much  more  fhould  be  demanded. 
And  all  the  other  By-dependances 
From  chance  to  chance  ?  but  not  the  time  nor  place 
Will  ferve  long  interrogatories.  See, 
Pofihumus  anchors  upon  Imogen  ; 
And  (he,  like  harmlefs  lightning,  throws  her  eye 
On  him,  her  brothers,  me,  her  mafter  j  hitting 
Each  object  with  a  joy.    The  counter-change 
Is  fev'rally  in  all.    Let's  quit  this  ground, 
And  fmoak  the  temple  with  our  facrifices. 
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Thou  art  my  brother,  fo  we'll  hold  thee  ever.  [To  Bel. 

Imo.  You  are  my  father  too,  and  did  relieve  me, 

To  fee  this  gracious  feafon! 

Cym.  All  o'er-joy'd, 
Save  thefe  in  bonds :  let  them  be  joyful  too, 
For  they  {hall  tafte  our  comfort. 

Imo.  My  good  matter, 
I  will  yet  do  you  fervice. 

Luc.  Happy  be  you^ 

Cym.  The  forlorn  foldier  that  fo  nobly  fought 
He  would  have  well  becom'd  this  place,  and  grac'd 
The  thankings  of  a  king. 

Poft.  'Tis  I  am,  Sir, 
The  foldier  that  did  company  thefe  three 
In  poor  befeeming:  'twas  a  fitment  for 
The  purpofe  I  then  follow'd.    That  I  was  he, 
Speak,  Iachimo,  I  had  you  down,  and  might 
Have  made  your  finifh. 

lack.  I  am  down  again  : 
But  now  my  heavy  confcience  finks  my  knee, 
As  then  your  force  did.    Take  that  life,  befeech  you, 
Which  I  fo  often  owe:  but  your  ring  firft, 
And  here  your  bracelet  of  the  trueft  princefs 
That  ever  fwore  her  faith. 

Poft.  Kneel  not  to  me: 
The  power  that  I  have  on  you,  is  to  /pare  you: 
The  malice  tow'rds  you,  to  forgive  you.  Live, 
And  deal  with  others  better. 

Cym.  Nobly  doom'd  : 
We'll  learn  our  freenefs  of  a  fon-in-law; 
Pardon's  the  word  to  all. 

Arv.  You  help'd  us,  Sir, 
As  you  did  mean  indeed  to  be  our  brother, 

Joy'd 
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Joy'd  are  we,  that  you  are. 

Pofi.  Your  fervant,  princes.  * 

Cym.  My  peace  we  will  begin:  and  Cam  Lucius, 
Although  the  victor,  we  fubmit  to  C<efary 
And  to  the  Roman  empire ;  promifing 
To  pay  our  wonted  tribute,  from  the  which 
We  were  dhTuaded  by  our  wicked  Queen, 
On  whom  heav'n's  juftice  (both  on  her,  and  hers) 
Hath  laid  moft  heavy  hand. 

*  Pofi.  Your  fervant,  princes. 

Good  ray  lord  of  Rome 
Call  forth  your  Soothfayer:  as  I  flept,  methought 
Great  Jupiter  upon  his  eagle  back'd 
Appear'd  to  me,  with  other  fprightly  fhews 
Of  mine  own  kindred.    When  I  wak'd,  I  found 
This  label  on  my  bofom ;  whofe  containing 
Is  fo  from  fenfe  in  hardnefs,  that  I  can 
Make  no  collection  of  it.    Let  him  Ihew 
His  skill  in  the  conftrudtion. 

Luc.  P hilar monus . 

Sooth.  Here,  my  good  lord. 

Luc.  Read,  and  declare  the  meaning. 

[Reads.] 

WHE  N  as  a  lion's  whelp  pall,  to  himfelf  unknown,  without  feeking  find? 
and  be  embraced  by  a  piece  of  tender  air ;  and  when  from  a  Jiately  cedar 
pall  be  lopt  branches,  which  being  dead  many  years,  fhall  after  revive,  be  jointed 
to  the  old  flock,  and  frefhly  grow,  then  pall  Poft  humus  end  his  miferies,  Britain  be 
fortunate,  and  flourifh  in  peace  and  plenty. 

Thou,  Leonatus ,  art  the  lion's  whelp ; 

The  fit  and  apt  conftru&ion  of  thy  name 

Being  Leonatus,  doth  import  fo  much  : 

The  piece  of  tender  air,  thy  virtuous  daughter,  . 

Which  we  call  Mollis  Aer,  and  Mollis  Aer 

We  term  it  Mulier :  which  Mulier  I  divine 

Is  this  moft  conftant  wife,  who  even  now 

Anfwering  the  letter  of  the  oracle, 

Unknown  to  you,  unfought,  were  clipt  about 

With  this  moft  tender  air. 

Cym.  This  hath  fome  feeming. 

Sooth.  The  lofty  cedar,  royal  Cymbeline, 
Perfonates  thee>  and  thy  lopt  branches,  point 
Thy  two  fons  forth:  who  by  Bellarius  ftoll'n, 
For  many  years  thought  dead,  are  now  reviv'd, 
To  the  majeftick  cedar  join'd}  whofe  ifTue 
Promifes  Britain  peace  and  plenty. 
Cym.  My  peace  we  will  begin:  &c, 

Sooth  ~ 
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Soothfayer.  The  fingers  of  the  powers  above  do  tune 
The  harmony  of  this  peace:  the  vifion 
Which  I  made  known  to  Lucius  ere  the  ftroke 
Of  this  yet  fcarce-cold  battel,  at  this  inftant 
Is  full  accomplim'd.    For  the  Roman  eagle 
From  fouth  to  weft  on  wing  foaring  aloft 
Leflfen'd  her  felf,  and  in  the  beams  o'th'  fun 
So  vanifh'd,-  which  fore-fhew'd  our  princely  eagle, 
Th'  imperial  G-eJar,  mould  again  unite 
His  favour  with  the  radiant  Cymbeline, 
Which  mines  here  in  the  weft. 

Cym.  Laud  we  the  gods : 
And  let  the  crooked  fmoaks  climb  to  their  noftrils 
From  our  bleft  altars.    Publifh  we  this  peace 
To  all  our  fubje&s.    Set  we  forward  :  let 
A  Roman  and  a  Britijh  enfign  wave 
Friendly  together  -y  fo  through  Lud's  town  march. 
And  in  the  temple  of  great  Jupiter 
Our  peace  we'll  ratifie.    Seal  it  with  feafts. 
Set  on  there  :  Never  was  a  war  did  ceafe 
Ere  bloody  hands  were  wafh'd,  with  fuch  a  peace. 

\Exeunt  omnes. 
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AND 

JULIET- 


Vol.  VI. 


PRO. 


PROLOGUE. 


TWO  Houfholds,  both  alike  in  Dignity, 
In  fair  Verona,  {where  we  lay  our  Scene) 
From  ancient  grudge  break  to  new  mutiny , 

Where  civil  blood  makes  civil  hands  unclean. 
From  forth  the  fatal  loins  of  thefe  two  foes, 

A  pair  of flar-crofs'd  lovers  take  their  life ; 
Whofe  mif-adventur'd  pitious  overthrows. 

Do,  with  their  death,  bury  their  parents  firife. 
The  fearful  paffage  of  their  death-mark' d  love, 
And  the  continuance  of  their  parents  rage, 
Which  but  their  childrens  end  nought  could  remove, 

Is  now  the  two  hours  traffick  of  our  fiage. 
The  which  if  you  with  patient  ears  attend, 
What  here  fhall  mifs,  our  toil  Jhall  ft  rive  to  mend. 


Hh  i 


Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perfonse 


E  S  C  A  L  U  S,  Trince  of  Verona. 

Paris,  a  young  Nobleman  in  love  with  Juliet,  and  kinfman  to  the  Trince. 
Mountague,      p  '  ' 

Capulet,  S  *wo  Lor<is  °J  ancient  families,  Enemies  to  each  other. 

Romeo,  Son  to  Mountague. 

Mercutio,  Kinfman  to  the  Trince,  and  friend  to  Romeo. 
Benvolio,  Kinfman  and  friend  to  Romeo. 
Tibalt,  Kinfman  to  Capulet. 
Friar  Lawrence. 
Friar  John. 

Balthafar,  Servant  to  Romeo. 
Tage  to  Paris. 

Sampfon,      \  Servants  to  Capulet. 
Gregory,      >  r 
Abram,  Servant  to  Mountague. 

Apothecary. 

Lady  Mountague,  Wife  to  Mountague. 

Lady  Capulet,  Wife  to  Capulet. 

Juliet,  ^Daughter  to  Capulet,  in  love  with  Romeo. 

Nurfe  to  Juliet. 


Citizens  of  Verona,  feveral  men  and  women  relations  to  Capulet, 
Maskers,  guards,  and  other  attendants. 


The  S  C  E  N  E5  in  the  beginning  of  the  fifth  a&) 
is  in  Mantua ;  during  all  the  reft  of  the  play, 
in  and  near  Verona. 


The  Plot  taken  from  an  Italian  Novel  of  Bandello. 
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ACTI.     SCENE  I. 

The  Street  m  Verona. 

Enter  Sampfon  and  Gregory,  with  /words  and  bucklers, 
two  fervants  of  the  Capulets. 

Sampson. 
REG ORT  on  my  word  we'll  not  carry  coals. 
Greg.  No,  for  then  we  mould  be  colliers. 
Sam.  I  ftrike  quickly,  being  mov'd. 
Greg.  But  thou  art  not  quickly  mov'd  toftrike. 
Sam.  A  dog  of  the  houfe  of  Mountague  moves 
me. 

Greg.  To  move,  is  to  ftir,-  and  to  be  valiant,  is  toftand; 
therefore,  if  thou  art  mov'd,  thou  runn'll:  away. 

Sam.  A  dog  of  that  houfe  mall  move  me  to  ftand :  I  will  take 
the  wall  of  any  man  or  maid  of  Mountague^. 

Greg.  That  mews  thee  a  weak  Have,  for  the  weakefl:  goes  to 
the  walL 

Sam.  True,  and  therefore  women,  being  the  weakefl:  veffels, 
are  ever  thruft  to  the  wall :  therefore  I  will  pufli  Mountague^  men 

from 
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from  the  wall,  and  thruft  his  maids  to  the  wall. 

Greg.  The  quarrel  is  between  our  mafters,  and  us  their  men. 

Sam.  'Tis  all  one,  I  will  fhew  my  felf  a  tyrant :  when  I  have 
fought  with  the  men,  I  will  be  a  cruel  with  the  maids,  and  cut 
off  their  heads. 

Greg.  The  heads  of  the  maids  ? 

Sam.  Ay,  the  heads  of  the  maids,  or  their  maiden-heads,  take 
it  in  what  fenfe  thou  wilt. 

Greg.  They  muft  take  it  in  fenfe  that  feel  it. 

Sam.  Me  they  mail  feel  while  I  am  able  to  ftand:  and  'tis 
known  I  am  a  pretty  piece  of  flefh. 

Greg.  'Tis  well  thou  art  not  fifh :  if  thou  hadft,  thou  hadft 
been  Poor  John.  Draw  thy  tool,  here  comes  of  the  houfe  of 
the  Mountagties. 

Enter  Abram  and  Balthafar. 

Sam.  My  naked  weapon  is  out  ,•  quarrel,  I  will  back  thee. 

Greg.  How :  turn  thy  back  and  run  ? 

Sam.  Fear  me  not. 

Greg.  No,  marry:  I  fear  thee. 

Sam.  Let  us  take  the  law  of  our  fides:  let  them  begin. 
Greg.  I  will  frown  as  I  pafs  by,  and  let  them  take  it  as  they 
lift. 

Sam.  Nay,   as  they  dare.     I  will  bite  my  thumb  at  them, 
which  is  a  difgrace  to  them,  if  they  bear  it. 
Abr.  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  Sir  ? 
Sam.  I  do  bite  my  thumb,  Sir. 
Abr.  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  Sir  ? 
Sam.  Is  the  law  on  our  fide,  if  I  fay  ay  ? 
Greg.  No. 

Sam.  No,  Sir,  I  do  not  bite  my  thumb  at  you,  Sir :  but  I  bite 
my  thumb,  Sir. 

Greg.  Do  you  quarrel,  Sir } 

Abr. 

a  civil. 


Romeo  and  Juliet.  247 

Abr.  Quarrel,  Sir?  no,  Sir. 

Sam.  If  you  do,  Sir,  I  am  for  you;  I  ferve  as  good  a  man 
as  you. 

Abr.  No  better  > 
Sam.  Well,  Sir. 

%  Enter  Benvolio. 

Greg.  Say  better :  here  comes  one  of  my  matter's  kinfmen. 
Sam.  Yes,  better,  Sir. 
Abr.  You  lie. 

Sam.  Draw,  if  you  be  men.  Gregory,  remember  thy  foam- 
ing blow.  [They  fight. 

Ben.  Part,  fools,  put  up  your  fwords,  you  know  not  what 
you  do. 

Enter  Tybalt. 

Tyb.  What,  art  thou  drawn  among  thefe  heartlefs  hinds? 
Turn  thee,  Benvolio,  look  upon  thy  death. 

Ben.  I  do  but  keep  the  peace ;  put  up  thy  fword, 
Or  manage  it  to  part  thefe  men  with  me. 

Tyb.  What  draw,  and  talk  of  peace  ?  I  hate  the  word 
As  I  hate  hell,  all  Mountagues  and  thee  : 

Have  at  thee,  coward.  [Fight. 

Enter  three  or  four  citizens  with  clubs. 

Offic.  Clubs,  bills,  and  partifans!  ftrike!  beat  them  down, 
Down  with  the  Capulets,  down  with  the  Mountagues. 

Enter  old  Capulet  in  his  gown,  and  lady  Capulet. 

Cap.  What  noife  is  this  ?  give  me  my  long  fword,  ho  ? 
La.  Cap.  A  crutch,  a  crutch :  why  call  you  for  a  fword  ? 
Cap.  A  fword,  I  fay :  old  Mountague  is  come, 
And  flourifhes  his  blade  in  Ipight  of  me. 

Enter 

\  Much  of  this  Scene  is  added  fince  the  firfi  edition;  but  probably  by  Shakefpear, 
fince  we  find  it  in  that  of  the  year  ifpp. 
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Enter  old  Mountague  and  lady  Mountague. 

Moun.  Thou  villain,  Capulet  Hold  me  not,  let  me  go. 

ha  Moun.  Thou  fhak  not  ftir  a  foot  to  feek  a  foe. 

Enter  Prince  with  attendants* 

Pnn.  Rebellious  fubje&s,  enemies  to  peace, 

Prophaners  of  this  neighbour-ftained  fteel  

Will  they  not  hear  ?  what  ho,  you  men,  you  beafts, 

That  quench  the  fire  of  your  pernicious  rage, 

With  purple  fountains  ifTuing  from  your  veins: 

On  pain  of  torture,  from  thefe  bloody  hands 

Throw  your  mif-temper'd  weapons  to  the  ground, 

And  hear  the  fentence  of  your  moved  prince. 

Three  civil  broils,  bred  of  an  airy  word, 

By  thee,  old  Capulet,  and  Mountague, 

Have  thrice  difturb'd  the  quiet  of  our  ftreets, 

And  made  Verona's  antient  citizens 

Caft  by  their  grave  befeeming  ornaments ;  * 

If  ever  you  difturb  our  ftreets  again, 

Your  lives  mail  pay  the  forfeit  of  the  peace. 

For  this  time  all  the  reft  depart  away, 

You,  Capulet,  (ball  go  along  with  me 

And,  Mountague,  come  you  this  afternoon, 

To  know  our  further  pleaiiire  in  this  cafe, 

To  old  Free-town,  our  common  judgment-place: 

Once  more,  on  pain  of  death,  all  men  depart. 

*  befeeming  ornaments, 

To  wield  old  partizans,  in  hands  as  old, 
Cankred  with  peace,  to  part  your  cankred-hate  j 
If  ever  you 

[Exeunt  Prince  and  Capulet,  &c . 


SCENE 


Romeo  and  Juliet 


SCENE  n. 

La  Moun.  Who  fet  this  ancient  quarrel  new  abroach  ? 
Speak,  nephew,  were  you  by  when  it  began  ? 

Ben.  Here  were  the  fervants  of  your  adverfary, 
And  yours,  clofe  fighting,  ere  I  did  approach  ,• 
I  drew  to  part  them:  In  the  inftant  came 
The  fiery  Ttbalt,  with  his  fword  prepar'd, 
Which  as  he  breath'd  defiance  to  my  ears, 
He  fwung  about  his  head,  and  cut  the  winds. 
While  we  were  interchanging  thrufts  and  blows, 
Came  more  and  more,  and  fought  on  part  and  part, 
'Till  the  Prince  came. 

La.  Moun.  O  where  is  Romeo  / 
Right  glad  am  I,  he  was  not  at  this  fray. 

Ben.  Madam,  an  hour  before  the  worfhipp'd  fun 
Peep'd  through  the  golden  window  of  the  Eaft, 
A  troubled  mind  drew  me  from  company  -y 
Where  underneath  the  grove  of  fycamour, 
That  weftward  rooteth  from  this  city  fide, 
So  early  walking  did  I  fee  your  fon. 
Tow'rds  him  I  made,  but  he  was  'ware  of  me, 
And  ftole  into  the  covert  of  the  wood. 
I  meafuring  his  affections  by  my  own, 
b  That  mod  are  bulled  when  they're  moft  atone, 
Purfued  my  humour,  not  purfuing  his  j 
f  And  gladly  (hun'd,  who  gladly  fled  from  me. 

Moun.  Many  a  morning  hath  he  there  been  feen 
With  tears  augmenting  the  frerti  morning  dew  ; 

b  Edition  i  f  97.  In/lead  of  which  it  is  in  the  other  editions  thus.  —  by  my  own, 
Which  then  moft  fought,  where  moft  might  not  be  found, 
Being  one  too  many  by  my  weary  felf, 
Purfued  my  humour, 

f  the  ten  lines  following  not  in  Ed.  lfP7,  but  in  the  next  of  if  pp. 

Vol.  VI.  Ii  But 
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But  all  fo  foon  as  the  all-cheering  fun 
Should,  in  the  fartheft  eaft,  begin  to  draw 
The  fhady  curtains  from  Aurora's  bed ; 
Away  from  light  fteals  home  my  heavy  fon, 
And  private  in  his  chamber  pens  himfelf; 
Shuts  up  his  windows,  locks  fair  day-light  out, 
And  makes  himfelf  an  artificial  night. 
Black  and  portentous  muft  this  humour  prove, 
Unlefs  good  counfel  may  the  caufe  remove. 

Ben.  My  noble  uncle,  do  you  know  the  caufe? 

Moun.  I  neither  know  it,  nor  can  learn  it  of  him. 

f  Ben.  Have  you  importun'd  him  by  any  means? 

Moun  Both  by  my  felf  and  many  other  friends  •> 
But  he,  his  own  affection's  counsellor, 
Is  to  himfelf  (I  will  not  fay  how  true) 
But  to  himfelf  fo  fecret  and  fo  clofe, 
So  far  from  founding  and  difcovery; 
As  is  the  bud  bit  with  an  envious  worm, 
Ere  he  can  fpread  his  fweet  leaves  to  the  air, 
Or  dedicate  his  beauty  to  the  fame. 
Could  we  but  learn  from  whence  his  forrows  grow, 
We  would  as  willingly  give  cure,  as  know. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Ben.  See  where  he  comes :  fo  pleafe  you  ftep  afide, 
I'll  know  his  grievance,  or  be  much  deny'd. 

Moun.  I  would  thou  wert     happy  by  thy  ftay, 
To  hear  true  (hrift.    Come,  madam,  let's  away. 

Ben.  Good  morrow,  coufin. 

Rom.  Is  the  day  fo  young  ? 

Ben.  But  new  ftruck  nine. 

Rom.  Ah  me,  fad  hours  feem  longf 
Was  that  my  father  that  went  hence  fo  faft? 

Ben.  It  was:  what  fadnefs  lengthens  Remeo's  hours 


i-  Thefe  two  fpeeches  alfo  omitted  in  Ed^  ifP7<  hut  inferted  in  ijpp, 
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Rom.  Not  having  that,  which  having,  makes  them  fhort. 
Ben.  In  love? 

Rom.  Out  

Ben.  Of  love? 

Rom.  Out  of  her  favour,  where  I  am  in  love. 

Ben.  Alas,  that  love  Co  gentle  in  his  view, 
Should  be  fo  tyrannous  and  rough  in  proof. 

Rom.  Alas,  that  love,  whofe  view  is  muffled  ftill, 
Should  without  eyes  fee  path-ways  to  his  will : 

Where  mall  we  dine? —  O  me! —  What  fray  was  here?  

Yet  tell  me  not,  for  I  have  heard  it  all. 

Here's  much  to  do  with  hate,  but  more  with  love  : 

Why  then,  O  brawling  love!  O  loving  hate/ 

Oh  any  thing  of  nothing  firft  create! 

O  heavy  lightnefs/  ferious  vanity! 

Mif-fhapen  chaos  of  well-feeming  forms ! 

Feather  of  lead,  bright  fmoke,  cold  fire,  fick  health ! 

Still-waking  fleep,  that  is  not  what  it  is : 

This  love  feel  I,  that  feel  no  love  in  this. 

Doft  thou  not  laugh  > 

Ben.  No  coz,  I  rather  weep. 

Rom.  Good  heart,  at  what  ? 

Ben.  At  thy  good  heart's  oppreflion. 

Rom.  Griefs  of  mine  own  lie  heavy  in  my  bread; 
Which  thou  wilt  propagate  to  have  them  preft 
With  more  of  thine,-  this  love  that  thou  haft  fhewn 
Doth  add  more  grief  to  too  much  of  mine  own. 
Love  is  a  fmoke  rais'd  with  the  fume  of  fighs, 
Being  purg'd,  a  fire  lparkling  in  lovers  eyes, 
Being  vext,  a  fea  nourifh'd  with  lovers  tears  ; 
What  is  it  elfe  ?  a  madnefs  mod  difcreet, 
A  choaking  gall,  and  a  preferving  fweet: 
Farewel,  my  cozen.  [Going. 

Ii  ^  Ben. 
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Ben.  Soft,  I'll  go  along. 
And  if  you  leave  me  fo,  you  do  me  wrong. 

Rom.  But  I  have  loft  my  felf,  I  am  not  here, 
This  is  not  Romeo,  he's  fome  other  where. 
Ben.  Tell  me  in  fadnefs,  who  fhe  is  you  love  ? 
Rom.  What,  mall  I  groan  and  tell  thee? 
Ben.  Groan?  why  no;  but  fadly  tell  me,  who. 

Rom.  Bid  a  fick  man  in  fadnefs  make  his  will  

O  word,  ill  urg'd  to  one  that  is  fo  ill  

In  fadnefs,  coulin,  I  do  love  a  woman. 

Ben.  I  aim'd  fo  near,  when  I  fuppos'd  you  lov'd. 
Rom.  A  right  good  marks-man,  and  fhe's  fair  I  love. 
Ben.  A  right  fair  mark,  fair  coz,  is  fooneft  hit. 
Rom.  But  in  that  hit  you  mifs,  —  me'll  not  be  hit 
With  Cupid's  arrow  j  {he  hath  Diatfs  wit: 
And  in  ftrong  proof  of  chaftity  well  arm'd, 
From  love's  weak  childifh  bow,  (he  lives  unharm'd. 
She  will  not  ftay  the  liege  of  loving  terms, 
Nor  bide  th'  encounter  of  availing  eyes, 
Nor  ope  her  lap  to  faint-feducing  gold. 
O  (he  is  rich  in  beauty    only  poor, 
That  when  me  dies,  with  beauty  dies  her  ftore. 

Ben.  Then  fhe  hath  fworn,  that  fhe  will  ftill  live  chafle 
f  Rom.  She  hath,  and  in  that  fparing  makes  hugewafte. 
For  beauty  ftarv'd  with  her  feverity, 
Cuts  beauty  off  from  all  pofterity. 
She  is  too  fair,  too  wife,-  wifely  too  fair, 
To  merit  blifs  by  making  me  defpair ; 
She  hath  forfworn  to  love,  and  in  that  vow 
Do  I  live  dead,  that  live  to  tell  it  now. 

Ben.  Be  rul'd  by  me,  forgot  to  think  of  her. 
Rom.  O  teach  me  how  I  mould  forget  to  think. 
Ben.  By  giving  liberty  unto  thine  eyes,- 
Examine  other  beauties. 

■\  None  of  the  following  fpeeches  of  this  Stem  in  the  firjl  edition  of  1  fpj. 
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Rom.  'Tis  the  way 
To  call  hers  (exquifite)  in  queftion  more  : 
Thole  happy  masks  that  kifs  fair  ladies  brows, 
Being  black,  put  us  in  mind  they  hide  the  fair  $ 
He  that  is  ftrucken  blind,  cannot  forget 
The  precious  treafure  of  his  eye-fight  loft. 
Shew  me  a  miftrefs  that  is  palling  fair 
What  doth  her  beauty  ferve  but  as  a  note, 
Where  I  may  read  who  paft  that  palling  fair  ? 
Farewel,  thou  canft  not  teach  me  to  forget. 

Ben.  I'll  pay  that  doctrine,  or  elfe  die  in  debt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Capulet,   Paris,  and  fervant. 

Cap.  And  Mountague  is  bound  as  well  as  I, 
In  penalty  alike;  and  'tis  not  hard 
For  men  fo  old  as  we  to  keep  the  peace. 

Par.  Of  honourable  reck'ning  are  you  both, 
And  pity  'tis  you  liv'd  at  odds  fo  long: 
But  now,  my  lord,  what  fay  you  to  my  fuit  ? 

Cap.  But  faying  o'er  what  I  have  faid  before : 
My  child  is  yet  a  ftranger  in  the  world, 
She  hath  not  feen  the  change  of  fourteen  years  ,• 
Let  two  more  fummers  wither  in  their  pride, 
Ere  we  may  think  her  ripe  to  be  a  bride. 

Par.  Younger  than  me  are  happy  mothers  made 

Cap.  And  too  foon  marr'd  are  thofe  fo  early  mac 
The  earth  hath  fwallowed  all  my  hopes  but  (he.  * 
But  woo  her,  gentle  Paris,  get  her  heart, 
My  will  to  her  content  is  but  a  part ; 

*  but  fhe. 

She  is  the  hopeful  lady  of  my  earth  : 
this  line  not  in  the  firji  edition. 
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If  {he  agree,  within  her  fcope  of  choice 
Lies  my  confent,  and  fair  according  voice : 
This  night,  I  hold  an  old  accuftom'd  feaft, 
Whereto  I  have  invited  many  a  gueft, 
Such  as  I  love,  and  you  among  the  ftore, 
One  more  (mod  welcome!)  makes  my  number  more. 
At  my  poor  houfe,  look  to  behold  this  night, 
Earth-treading  ftars  that  make  dark  heaven  light, 
Such  comfort  as  do  lufty  young  men  feel, 
When  well-apparell'd  Aprtl  on  the  heel 
Of  limping  winter  treads,  even  fuch  delight 
Among  frefh  female-buds  (hall  you  this  night 
Inherit  at  my  houfe  -}  hear  all,  all  fee, 
And  like  her  moft,  whofe  merit  mod  fhall  be: 
Which  on  more  view  of  many,  mine  being  one, 
May  ftand  in  number,  though  in  reck'ning  none. 
Come  go  with  me.    Go,  firrah,  trudge  about, 
Through  fair  Veronay  find  thofe  perfons  out 
Whofe  names  are  written  there,  and  to  them  fay, 
My  houfe  and  welcome  on  their  pleafure  flay. 

[Exeunt  Cap.  and  Par. 
Ser.  Find  them  out  whofe  names  are  written  here?  It  is  written, 
that  the  (hooe-maker  mould  meddle  with  his  yard,  and  the  tailor 
with  his  laft,  the  fifher  with  his  pencil,  and  the  painter  with  his 
nets.  But  I  am  fent  to  find  thofe  perfons  whofe  names  are  here 
writ,  and  can  never  find  what  names  the  writing  perfbn  hath 
here  writ.  I  mud  to  the  learned  in  good  time. 

Enter  Benvolio  and  Romeo. 

Ben.  Tut  man,  one  fire  burns  out  another's  burning, 
One  pain  is  leflfen'd  by  another's  anguifh ; 
Turn  giddy  and  be  help'd  by  backward  turning, 
One  defperate  grief  cure  with  another's  languifh : 

Take 
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Take  thou  fome  new  infection  to  the  eye, 
And  the  rank  poifon  of  the  old  will  die. 

Rom.  Your  plantan  leaf  is  excellent  for  that. 

Ben.  For  what,  I  pray  thee? 

Rom.  For  your  broken  fhin. 

Ben.  Why,  Romeo,  art  thou  mad  ? 

Rom.  Not  mad,  but  bound  more  than  a  mad  man  is : 
Shut  up  in  prifon,  kept  without  my  food, 

Whipt  and  tormented;  and — Good- e'en,  good  fellow.  [To  the  fir* 

Ser.  God  gi'  good-e'en :  I  pray,  Sir,  can  you  read  ? 

Rom.  Ay,  mine  own  fortune  in  my  mifery. 

Ser.  Perhaps  you  have  learn'd  it  without  book :  but,  I  pray, 
can  you  read  any  thing  you  fee  ? 

Rom.  Ay,  if  I  know  the  letters  and  the  language. 

Ser.  Ye  fay  honeftly,  reft  you  merry. 

Rom.  Stay  fellow,  I  can  read. 

[He  reads  the  letter.] 

SJgnior  Martino,  and  his  wife  and  daughters :  Count  Anfelm 
and  his  beauteous  fijlers  ->  the  lady  widow  of  Vitruvio  ,•  Signor 
Placentino,  and  his  lovely  neices  Mercutio  and  his  brother  Valen- 
tine; mine  uncle  Capulet,  his  wife  and  daughters ;  my  fair  neice 
Rofaline,  Livio,  fignior  Valento,  and  his  coufin  Tibaltj  Lucio^ 
and  the  lively  Helena. 

A  fair  afTembly ;  whither  mould  they  come  \ 
Ser.  Up. 

Rom.  Whither?  to  (upper? 
Ser.  To  our  houfe. 
Rom.  Whofe  houfe  ? 
Ser.  My  matter's. 

Rom.  Indeed  I  mould  have  askt  you  that  before. 

Ser.  Now  I'll  tell  you  without  asking.  My  mafter  is  the  great 
rich  Capulet,  and  if  you  be  not  of  the  houfe  of  Mountagues,  I 
pray  come  and  crufh  a  cup  of  wine,    Reft  you  merry*  [Exit, 

5  Ben, 
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Ben.  At  this  fame  ancient  feafl:  of  Capukts, 
Sups  the  fair  Rofaltne,  whom  thou  fo  lov'ft ; 
With  all  th'  admired  beauties  of  Verona. 
Go  thither,  and  with  unattainted  eye, 
Compare  her  face  with  fome  that  I  mall  mow, 
And  I  will  make  thee  think  thy  fwan  a  crow. 

Rom.  When,  the  devout  religion  of  mine  eye 
Maintains  fuch  falfehood,  then  turn  tears  to  fires,- 
And  thefe  who  often  drown'd  could  never  die, 
Tranfparent  hereticks,  be  burnt  for  liars. 
One  fairer  than  my  love!  th'  all-feeing  fun 
Ne'er  faw  her  match,  fince  firft  the  world  begun. 

Ben.  Tut,  tut,  you  faw  her  fair,  none  elfe  being  by, 
Her  felf  pois'd  with  her  felf  in  either  eye : 
But  in  thofe  chryftal  fcales,  let  there  be  weigh'd 
Your  lady's  love  againft  fome  other  maid 
That  I  will  mew  you,  mining  at  this  feaft, 
And  me  will  mew  fcant  well,  that  now  mews  bed. 

Rom.  I'll  go  along,  no  fuch  fight  to  be  (hewn, 
But  to  rejoice  in  fplendor  of  mine  own. 


SCENE  IV. 

Capulet'i  Houfe. 
Enter  Lady  Capulet,    and  Nurfe. 

La.  Cap.  "X T U  R  S E,  where's  my  daughter?  call  her  forth 
X\         to  me. 

Nurfe.  Now  (by  my  maiden-head,  at  twelve  years  old)  I  bad 

her  come  i  what  lamb,  what  lady-bird,   god  forbid  where's 

this  girl*?  what,  Juliet  ? 
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Enter  Juliet. 

Jul.  How  now,  who  calls  ? 
Nurfe.  Your  mother. 

Jul.  Madam,  I  am  here,  what  is  your  will  > 

La.  Cap.  This  is  the  matter  Nurfe,  give  leave  a  while, 

we  mud  talk  in  fecret,-  nurfe  come  back  again,  I  have  remembred 
me,  thou  malt  hear  my  couufel :  thou  know'ft  my  daughter's 
of  a  pretty  age. 

Nurfe.  Faith  I  can  tell  her  age  unto  an  hour. 

La.  Cap.  She's  not  fourteen. 

Nurfe.  I'll  lay  fourteen  of  my  teeth,  and  yet  to  my  c  teeth  be 
it  fpoken,  I  have  but  four,  me's  not  four-teen,-  how  long  is  it 
now  to  Lammas-tide  ? 

La.  Cap.  A  fortnight  and  odd  days. 

Nurfe.  c  Even  or  odd,  of  all  days  in  the  year,  come  Lammas- 
<  eve  at  night  fhall  fhe  be  fourteen.  Sufan  and  fhe  (God  reft  all 
c  chriftian  fouls)  were  of  an  age.  Well,  Sufan  is  with  God,  me 
€  was  too  good  for  me.  But  as  I  faid,  on  Lammas-eve  at  night 
'  mall  me  be  fourreen,  that  mall  me,  marry,  I  remember  it  well. 

*  'Tis  fince  the  earthquake  now  eleven  years,  and  fhewaswean'd, 
'  I  never  mail  forget  it,  of  all  the  days  in  the  year,  upon  that 
1  day  ,•  for  I  had  then  laid  worm-wood  to  my  dug,  fitting  in  the 
1  fun  under  the  dove-houfe  wall,  my  lord  and  you  were  then  at 

'  Mantua  nay,  I  do  bear  a  brain.     But  as  I  faid,  when  it 

€  did  tafte  the  worm-wood  on  the  nipple  of  my  dug,  and  felt  it 
(  bitter,  pretty  fool,  to  fee  it  teachy,  and  fall  out  with  the  dug. 

(  Shake,  quoth  the  dove-houfe  'twas  no  need  I  trow  to  bid 

'  me  trudge  ,•  and  fince  that  time  it  is  eleven  years,  for  then  me 
'  could  ftand  alone,  nay,  by  th'  rood  fhe  could  have  run,  and 

*  wadled  all  about  j  for  even  the  day  before  fhe  broke  her  brow, 
'  and  then  my  husband,  (God  be  with  his  foul,  a  was  a  merry 

*  man,)  took  up  the  child  $  yea,  quoth  he,  doft  thou  fall  upon 
Vol.  VI.  K  k  thy 

e  <w,  teen,  as  in  the  old  edition. 
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<  thy  face?  thou  wilt  fall  backward  when  thou  haft  more  wit, 

*  wilt  thou  not,  Jule?  and  by  my  holy- dam,  the  pretty  wretch 
'  left  crying,  and  faid,  ay  $  To  fee  now  how  a  jeft  (hall  come 
t  about.     I  warrant,    an  I  mould  live  a  thoufand  years,  I  never 

*  mould  forget  it :   Wilt  thou  not,  Jule,  quoth  he  ?  and  pretty 

*  fool,  it  dinted,  and  faid,  ay. 

La.  Cap.  Enough  of  this,  I  pray  thee  hold  thy  peace. 

f  Nurfe.  Yes,  madam;  yet  I  cannot  chufe  but  laugh,  to  think 
it  fhould  leave  crying,  and  fay,  ay ;  and  yet  I  warrant  it  had  up- 
on its  brow  a  bump  as  big  as  a  young  cockrel's  ftone  :  a  perilous 
knock,  and  it  cried  bitterly.  Yea,  quoth  my  husband,  fall'ft 
upon  thy  face  ?  thou  wilt  fall  backward  when  thou  comeft  to  age  5 
wilt  thou  not,  Jule?  it  ftinted,  and  faid,  ay. 

Jul  And  (tint  thee  too,  I  pray  thee,  nurfe,  fay  I. 

Nurfe.  Peace,  1  have  done:  God  mark  thee  to  his  grace, 
Thou  waft  the  prettieft  babe  that  e'er  I  nurft. 
An  I  might  live  to  fee  thee  married  once, 
I  have  my  wifh. 

La.  Cap.  d  And  that  fame  marriage  is  the  very  theam 
I  came  to  talk  of.  Tell  me,  daughter  Juliet, 
How  ftands  your  difpofition  to  be  married? 

Jul.  It  is  an  c  honour  that  I  dream  not  of. 

Nurfe.  An  honour  ?  were  not  I  thine  only  nurfe, 
I'd  fay  thou  hadft  fuck'd  wifdom  from  thy  teat. 

La.  Cap.  Well,  think  of  marriage  nowj  younger  than  you 
Here  in  Verona,  ladies  of  efteem, 
Are  made  already  mothers.    By  my  count, 
I  was  your  mother  much  upon  thefe  years 
That  you  are  now  a  maid.   Thus  then  in  brief, 
The  valiant  Parts  feeks  you  for  his  love. 

Nurfe.  A  man,  young  lady,  lady,  fuch  a  man 
As  all  the  world  Why  he's  a  man  of  wax. 

■\  'this  fpeech  and  tautology  is  not  in  the  firfi  edition. 

*  Marry,  that  marry  is  the  very  theam.  e  hour, 

La% 
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La.  Cap.  Verona's  fummer  hath  not  fuch  a  flower. 

Nurfe.  Nay  he's  a  flower,  in  faith  a  very  flower.  \ 

La.  Cap.  Speak  briefly,  can  you  like  of  Paris'  love  ? 

Jul.  Til  look  to  like,  if  looking  liking  move. 
But  no  more  deep  will  I  ingage  mine  eye, 
Than  your  confent  gives  ftrength  to  make  it  fly. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam,  the  guefts  are  come,  fupper  ferv'd  up,  you  call'd* 
my  young  lady  ask'd  for,  the  nurfe  curft  in  the  pantry,  and  every 
thing  in  extremity }  I  muft  hence  to  wait,  I  befeechyou  follow.* 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Romeo,  Mercutio,  Ben  vol  io,  with  five  or  fix 
other  maskers,  torch-bearers. 

Rom.  What,  mail  this  fpeech  be  fpoke  for  our  excufe? 
Or  mail  we  on  without  apology  ? 

Ben.  The  date  is  out  of  fuch  prolixity. 
We'll  have  no  Cupid  hood-wink'd  with  a  fcarf, 
Bearing  a  Tartar's  painted  bow  of  lath, 
Scaring  the  ladies  like  a  crow-keeper, 
t  Nor  a  without-book  prologue  faintly  Ipoke 
After  the  prompter,  for  our  enterance. 
But  let  them  meafure  us  by  what  they  will, 
We'll  meafure  them  a  meafure,  and  be  gone. 

Rom.  Give  me  a  torch,  I  am  not  for  this  ambling. 

Mer.  Nay,  gentle  Romeo,  we  muft  have  you  dance, 

\  In  the  common  editions  here  follows  a  ridiculous  fpeech,  which  is  entirely  added 
ftnce  the  fir  ft. 

*  1  befeech  you  follow. 

La.  Cap.  We  follow  thee.    Juliet,  the  county  ftays. 
Nurfe.  Go,  girl,  feek  happy  nights  to  happy  days. 

*t"  'the  two  following  lines  are  inferted  from  the  fir  ft  edition. 

Kk  2  Rom. 
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Rom.  Not  I,  believe  me  -y  you  have  dancing  flioes 
With  nimble  foles,  I  have  a  foul  of  lead, 
So  ftakes  me  to  the  ground  I  cannot  move,  f 

Mer.  Give  me  a  cafe  to  put  my  vifage  in, 
A  vifor  for  a  vifor;  what  care  I 
What  curious  eye  doth  quote  deformities, 
Here  are  the  beetle-brows  (hall  blufh  for  me. 

Rom.  A  torch  for  me.    Let  wantons,  light  of  heart, 
Tickle  the  fenfelels  rufhes  with  their  heels; 
For  I  am  proverb'd  with  a  grand-fire  phrafe; 
I'll  be  a  candle-holder,  and  look  on.  * 
I  dreamt  a  dream  to-night. 

Mer.  And  fo  did  I. 

Rom.  Well ;  what  was  yours  ? 

Mer.  That  dreamers  often  lie. 

Rom.  —  In  bed  afleep  ;  while  they  do  dream  things  true. 
Mer.  1  O  then  I  fee  queen  Mab  hath  been  with  you. 

*  She  is  the  fairies  mid-wife,  and  {he  comes 
'  In  fhape  no  bigger  than  an  agat-ftone 

1  On  the  fore-finger  of  an  alderman, 
'  Drawn  with  a  team  of  little  atomies, 

*  Athwart  mens  nofes  as  they  lye  afleep  : 

-j-  Other  lines  follow  here  which  are  not  to  be  found  in  the  fir  ft  edition. 

* .  and  look  on, 

The  game  was  ne'er  fo  fair,  and  I  am  done. 

Mer.  Tut,  dun's  the  moufe,  the  conftable's  own  word  j 
If  thou  art  dun,  we'll  draw  thee  from  the  mire  > 
Or,  fave  your  reverence,  love,  wherein  thou  ftickeft 
Up  to  the  ears:  come,  we  burn  day-lighx,  ho. 

Rem.  Nay,  that's  not  fo. 

Mer.  I  mean,  Sir,  we  delay. 
We  burn  our  lights  by  night,  like  lamps  by  day.  [ed.  i/] 
Take  our  good  meaning,  for  our  judgment  fits 
Five  times  a  day,  ere  once  in  her  right  wits.  [ed.  \~\ 

Rom.  And  we  mean  well  in  going  to  this  mask} 
But  'tis  no  wit  to  go. 

Mer.  Why,  may  one  ask? 

Rom,  I  dreamt  a  dream,  &c. 

1  Her 
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€  Her  waggon-fpokes  made  of  long  fpinners  legs ; 
€  The  cover,  of  the  wings  of  grafhoppers; 
c  The  traces,  of  the  fmalleft  fpider's  web ; 
€  The  collars,  of  the  moonfhine's  watry  beams 

<  Her  whip,  of  cricket's  bone;  the  lafh,  of  film,- 
c  Her  waggoner  a  fmall  grey-coated  gnat, 

c  Not  half  fo  big  as  a  round  little  worm, 
c  Prickt  from  the  lazy  finger  of  a  maid. 

<  Her  chariot  is  an  empty  hazel-nut, 

*  Made  by  the  joyner  fquirrel  or  old  grub, 

c  Time  out  of  mind  the  fairies  coach-makers  : 

*  And  in  this  ftate  me  gallops  night  by  night, 

c  Through  lovers  brains,  and  then  they  dream  of  love : 

*  On  courtiers  knees,  that  dream  on  curtfies  ftrait : 

*  O'er  lawyers  fingers,  who  ftrait  dream  on  fees : 
(  O'er  ladies  lips,  who  ftrait  on  kifles  dream, 

*  Which  oft  the  angry  Mab  with  blifters  plagues, 

€  Becaufe  their  breaths  with  fweet- meats  tainted  are. 

*  Sometimes  (he  gallops  o'er  a  f  lawyer's  nofe, 
'  And  then  dreams  he  of  fmelling  out  a  fuit : 

'  And  fometimes  comes  (he  with  a  tith-pig's  tail, 

*  Tickling  a  parfon  as  he  lies  afleep ; 

'  Then  dreams  he  of  another  benefice. 

'  Sometimes  fhe  driveth  o'er  a  foldier's  neck, 

'  And  then  dreams  he  of  cutting  foreign  throats, 

*  Of  breaches,  ambufcadoes,  Spanijh  blades, 

*  Of  healths  five  fathom  deep  -y  and  then  anon 

4  Drums  in  his  ears,  at  which  he  ftarts  and  wakes, 

*  And  being  thus  frighted,  fwears  a  prayer  or  two, 
€  And  fleeps  again.    This  is  that  very  Mab 

*  That  plats  the  manes  of  horfes  in  the  night, 
'  And  8  cakes  the  elf-locks  in  foul  fluttim  hairs, 

c  Which  once  h  untangled,  much  misfortune  bodes. 

'  This 

f  courtier's.  S  bakes,  b  intangled, 
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1  This  is  the  hag,  when  maids  lye  on  their  backs, 
c  That  prefles  them,  and  learns  them  firft  to  bear, 
c  Making  them  women  of  good  carriage : 
(  This  is  me  

Rom.  Peace,  peace,  Mercutio,  peace; 
Thou  talk'ft  of  nothing. 

Mer.  True,  I  talk  of  dreams ,• 
Which  are  the  children  of  an  idle  brain, 
Begot  of  nothing,  but  vain  phantafie, 
Which  is  as  thin  of  fubftance  as  the  air, 
And  more  unconftant  than  the  wind  ;  who  wooes 
Ev'n  now  the  frozen  bofom  of  the  north, 
And  being  anger'd  puffs  away  from  thence, 
Turning  his  face  to  the  dew-dropping  fouth. 

Ben.  This  wind  you  talk  of  blows  us  from  our  felvesj 
Supper  is  done,  and  we  mail  come  too  late. 

Rom.  I  fear  too  early  ;  for  my  mind  mifgives 
Some  confequence,  ftill  hanging  in  the  ftars, 
Shall  bitterly  begin  his  fearful  date 
With  this  night's  revels ;  and  expire  the  term 
Of  a  defpifed  life  clos'd  in  my  breaft, 
By  fome  vile  forfeit  of  untimely  death. 
But  he  that  hath  the  fteerage  of  my  courfe, 
Direct  my  fait !  On,  lufty  gentlemen. 

Ben.  Strike,  drum. 

They  march  about  the  ftage,   and  Servants  come  forth 

with  their  napkins. 

1  Ser.  Where's  Potpan,  that  he  helps  not  to  take  away? 
he  mift  a  trencher!  he  fcrape  a  trencher! 

1  Ser.  When  good  manners  {hall  lye  all  in  one  or  two  mens 
hands,  and  they  unwam'd  too,  'tis  a  foul  thing. 

1  Ser.  Away  with  the  joint-ftools,  remove  the  court-cup-board, 

look 
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look  to  the  plate:  good  thou,  fave  me  a  peice  of  march-pane,- 
and  as  thou  loveft  me,  let  the  porter  let  in  Sufan  Grindftone,  and 
Nell,  Anthony,  and  Potpan. 
2  Ser.  Ay,  boy,  ready. 

1  Ser.  You  are  look'd  for,  call'd  for,  ask'd  for,  and  fought 
for,  in  the  great  chamber. 

2  Ser.  We  cannot  be  here  and  there  too  ,•  chearly  boys ,  be 
brisk  a  while,  and  the  longer  liver  take  all.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  all  the  guefts  and  ladies  to  the  maskers. 

1  Cap.  Welcome  gentlemen.     Ladies  that  have  your  feet 
Unplagu'd  with  corns,  '  we'll  have  a  bout  with  you. 
Ah  me,  my  miftrerTes,  which  of  you  all 
Will  now  deny  to  dance?  me  that  makes  dainty 
I'll  fwear  hath  corns ,-  am  I  come  near  ye  now  ? 
Welcome  all  gentlemen,  I've  feen  the  day 
That  I  have  worn  a  vifor,  and  could  tell 
A  whifpering  tale  in  a  fair  lady's  ear, 
Such  as  would  pleafe :  'tis  gone  $  'tis  gone ;  'tis  gone ! 

[Mufick  plays,  and  they  dance. 
More  light  ye  knaves,  and  turn  the  tables  up; 
And  quench  the  fire,  the  room  is  grown  too  hot. 
Ah,  Sirrah,  this  unlook'd-for  fport  comes  well. 
Nay  fit,  nay  fit,  good  coufin  Capulet, 
For  you  and  I  are  paft  our  dancing  days : 
How  long  is't  now  fince  laft  your  felf  and  I 
Were  in  a  mask  ? 

2  Cap.  By'r  lady,  thirty  years. 

1  Cap.  What,  man!  'tis  not  fo  much,  'tis  not  fo  much- 
'Tis  fince  the  nuptial  of  Lment/o, 
Come  Pentecoft  as  quickly  as  it  will, 

Some 

1  will  walk  about  with  you.  6 
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Some  five  and  twenty  years,  and  then  we  mask'd. 

1  Cap.  'Tis  more,  'tis  more ;  his  (on  is  elder,  Sir  : 
His  Ton  is  thirty. 

1  Cap.  Will  you  tell  me  that  ? 
His  Ton  was  but  a  ward  two  years  ago. 

Rom.  What  lady's  that  which  doth  enrich  the  hand 
Of  yonder  knight  ? 

Ser.  I  know  not,  Sir. 

Rom.  O  me  doth  teach  the  torches  to  burn  bright ; 
Her  beauty  hangs  upon  the  cheek  of  night, 
Like  a  rich  jewel  in  an  JEth  'iop's  ear  : 
Beauty  too  rich  for  u(e,  for  earth  too  dear ! 
So  mews  a  fnowy  dove  trooping  with  crows, 
As  yonder  lady  o'er  her  fellows  (hows. 
The  meafure  done,  I'll  watch  her  place  of  (land, 
And  touching  hers,  make  happy  my  rude  hand. 
Did  my  heart  love  'till  now?  forfwear  it,  fight,- 
I  never  faw  true  beauty  'till  this  night. 

Tib.  This  by  his  voice  mould  be  a  Mountague. 
Fetch  me  my  rapier,  boy:  what  dares  the  flave 
Come  hither  cover'd  with  an  antick  face, 
To  fleer  and  fcorn  at  our  folemnity  ? 
Now  by  the  ftock  and  honour  of  my  kin, 
To  ftrike  him  dead  I  hold  it  not  a  fin. 

Cap.  Why  how  now  kinfman,  wherefore  ftorm  you  fo 

Tib.  Uncle,  this  is  a  Mountague,  our  foe: 
A  villain  that  is  hither  come  in  fpight, 
To  fcorn  at  our  folemnity  this  night. 

Cap.  Young  Romeo,  is't? 

7/b.  That  villain  Romeo. 

Cap.  Content  thee,  gentle  coz,  let  him  alone, 
He  bears  him  like  a  portly  gentleman : 
And  to  fay  truth,  Verona  brags  of  him, 
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To  be  a  virtuous  and  weil-govern'd  youth. 
I  would  not  for  the  wealth  of  all  this  town 
Here  in  ray  houfe  do  him  difparagement. 
Therefore  be  patient,  take  no  note  of  him  ; 
It  is  my  will,  the  which  if  thou  reflect, 
Shew  a  fair  prefence,  and  put  off  thefe  frowns, 
And  ili-befeeming  femblance  of  a  feaft. 

Tib.  It  fits,  when  fuch  a  villain  is  a  gueft. 
I'll  not  endure  him. 

Cap.  He  mail  be  endur'  d.  * 
Be  quiet,  or  (more  light,  more  light,  for  (hame) 

I'll  make  you  quiet  What  ?  cheerly,  my  hearts. 

Tib.  Patience  perforce  with  wilful  choler  meeting, 
Makes  my  flefti  tremble  in  their  different  greeting. 
I  will  withdraw ;  but  this  intrufion  (hall 
Now  feeming  fweet,  convert  to  bitter  gall. 

Rom.  If  I  prophane  with  my  unworthy  hand  [To  Juliet, 

This  holy  fhrine,  the  gentle  fin  is  this, 
My  lips  two  blufhing  pilgrims  ready  ftand, 

To  fmooth  that  rough  touch  with  a  tender  kifs. 
Jul.  Good  pilgrim,  you  do  wrong  your  hand  too  much, 
Which  mannerly  devotion  fhews  in  this ; 
For  faints  have  hands  that  pilgrims  hands  do  touch, 
And  palm  to  palm,  is  holy  palmer's  kifs. 
Rom.  Have  not  faints  lips,  and  holy  palmers  too  ? 
Jul.  Ay,  pilgrim,  lips  that  they  muft  ufe  in  prayer. 

*  He  fhall  be  endur'd. 

What,  goodman-boy  1  fay  he  fhall.    Go  to—  ; 

Am  I  the  mafter  here,  or  you  ?  go  to  

You'll  not  endure  him  !  God  fhall  mend  my  foul. 
You'll  make  a  mutiny  among  my  guefts : 
You  will  fet  cock-a-hoop  ?  you'll  be  the  man? 
Tib.  Why,  uncle,  'tis  a  fname. 
Cap.  Go  to,  go  to, 
You  are  a  faucy  boy  ——'tis  fo  indeed  "  ■ 

This  trick  may  chance  to  fcathe  you  5  I  know  what. 
Be  quiet,  &V. 

Vol.  VI.  LI  Rom. 
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Rom.  O  then,  dear  faint,  let  lips  do  what  hands  do, 
They  pray,  (grant  thou)  left  faith  turn  to  defpair.  * 

Nurfe.  Madam,  your  mother  craves  a  word  with  you. 

Rom.  What  is  her  mother  ?  [To  her  nurfe- 

Nurfe.  Marry,  batchelor, 
Her  mother  is  the  lauy  of  the  houfe, 
And  a  good  lady,  and  a  wife  and  virtuous. 
I  nurs'd  her  daughter  that  you  talk  withal  : 
I  tell  you,  he  that  can  lay  hold  of  her 
Shall  have  the  chink. 

Rom.  Is  {he  a  Capulet? 
O  dear  account!  my  life  is  my  foe's  debt. 

Ben.  Away,  be  gone,  the  (port  is  at  the  beft. 

Rom.  Ay,  fo  I  fear,  the  more  is  my  unreft. 

Cap.  Nay,  gentlemen,  prepare  not  to  be  gone, 
We  have  a  trifling  foolifh  banquet  towards. 
Is  it  e'en  fo?  why  then,  I  thank  you  all. 
■  I  thank  you  honeft  gentlemen,  goodnight: 

More  torches  here  come  on,  then  let's  to  bed, 

Ah,  firrah,  by  my  fay  it  waxes  late. 

I'll  to  my  reft.  [Exeunt. 
Jul.  Come  hither,  nurfe.    What  is  yon  gentleman? 
Nurfe.  The  fon  and  heir  of  old  Tiber'to. 
Jul.  What's  he  that  now  is  going  out  of  door  ? 
Nurfe.  That  as  I  think  is  young  Petruchio. 
Jul.  What's  he  that  follows  here,  that  would  not  dance? 
Nurfe.  I  know  not. 

*  — ;  turn  to  defpair. 

Jul.  Saints  do  not  move,  yet  grant  for  prayers  fake. 

Rom.  Then  move  not  while  my  prayers  effecl:  I  take : 
Thus  from  my  lips,  by  thine  my  fin  is  purg'd.  [Jbjfing 

Jul.  Then  have  my  lips  the  fin  that  late  they  took. 

Rom.  Sin  from  my  lips !  O  trefpafs  fweetly  urg'd : 
Give  me  my  fin  again. 

Jul.  You  kifs  byth'  book.. 

Nurfe.  Madam,  &c. 

Jul. 
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Jul  Go  ask  his  name.    If  he  be  married, 
My  grave  is  like  to  be  my  wedding  bed. 

Nurje.  His  name  is  Romeo,  and  a  Mountague, 
The  only  fon  of  your  great  enemy. 

Jul.  My  only  love  fprung  from  my  only  hate! 
Too  early  feen,  unknown;  and  known  too  late; 
Prodigious  birth  of  love  it  is  to  me, 
That  I  muft  love  a  loathed  enemy. 

Nurfe.  What's  this?  what's  this? 

JuL  A  rhime  I  learn'd  e'en  now 
Of  one  I  danc'd  withal. 

Nurfe.  Anon,  anon  

Come,  let's  away,  theft  rangers  all  are  gone. 


267 


[One  calls  within,  Juliet. 

[Exeunt* 


A  C  T  II.      SCENE  I. 


t  CHO  RUS* 

OW  old  defire  doth  on  his  death-bed  lye, 

And  young  affection  gapes  to  be  his  heir: 
That  Fair,    for  which  love  groan'd  fore,  and 
would  die, 

With  tender  Juliet  match'd,  is  now  not  fair. 
Now  Romeo  is  belov'd,  and  loves  again, 
Alike  bewitched  by  the  charm  of  looks  : 
But  to  his  foe  fuppos'd  he  muft  complain, 

Anu  (he  fteal  love's  fweet  bait  from  fearful  hooks. 
Being  held  a  foe,  he  may  not  have  accefs 

To  breathe  fuch  vows  as  lovers  ufe  to  fwear; 

L 1  2.  And 

-\  This  chorus  added  fince  the  firji  edition. 
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And  fhe  as  much  in  love,  her  means  much  lefs, 

To  meet  her  new  beloved  any  where: 
But  paflion  lends  them  power,  time  means  to  meet, 
Tempting  extremities  with  extream  fweet. 

SCENE  II. 

The  Street. 
Enter  Romeo  alone. 

Rom.  Can  I  go  forward  when  my  heart  is  here  ? 
Turn  back,  dull  earth,  and  find  thy  center  out.  [Exit. 
Enter  Benvolio  with  Mercutio. 

Ben.  Romeo,  my  coufin  Romeo. 

Mer.  He  is  wife, 
And  on  my  life  hath  ftoln  him  home  to  bed. 

Ben.  He  ran  this  way,  and  leap'd  this  orchard  wall. 
Call,  good  Mercutio. 

Mer.  Nay,  I'll  conjure  too. 
Why,  Romeo/  humours!  madman!  paffion!  lover! 
Appear  thou  in  the  likenefs  of  a  Sigh, 
Speak  but  one  a  Rhime,  and  I  am  fatisfied. 
Cry  but  Ay  me  /  b  couple  but  love  and  dove, 
Speak  to  my  goffip  Venus  one  fair  word, 
One  nick-name  to  her  c  pur-blind  fon  and  heir, 
(Young  Abraham  Cupid,  he  that  fhot  fo  true, 

When  f  king  Cophetua  lov'd  the  beggar-maid  ) 

He  heareth  not,  he  ftirreth  not,  he  moveth  not, 

The  ape  is  dead,  and  I  muft  conjure  him. 

I  conjure  thee  by  Rofal'me's  bright  eyes, 

By  her  high  fore-head,  and  her  fcarlet  lip, 

By  her  fine  foot,  ftraight  leg,  and  quivering  thigh, 

And  the  demeafns  that  there  adjacent  lye, 

»  time .  b   couple  but  Jove  and  day.  e  pur-blind  fon  and  her. 

-J-  alluding  to  an  old  ballad. 

That 
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That  in  thy  likenefs  thou  appear  to  us. 

Ben.  And  if  he  hear  thee,  thou  wilt  anger  him. 

Mer.  This  cannot  anger  him :  'twould  anger  him 
To  raife  a  fpirit  in  his  miftrefs's  circle, 
Of  fome  ftrange  nature,  letting  it  there  (land 
'Till  (he  had  laid  it,  and  conjur'd  it  down; 
That  were  fome  fpight.    My  invocation  is 
Honeft  and  fair,  and  in  his  miftrefs'  name, 
I  conjure  only  but  to  raife  up  him. 

Ben.  Come,  he  hath  hid  himfelf  among  thefe  trees, 
To  be  conforted  with  the  hum'rous  night  : 
Blind  is  his  love,  and  beft  befits  the  dark. 

Mer.  If  love  be  blind,  love  cannot  hit  the  mark. 
Now  will  he  fit  under  a  medlar-tree, 
And  wifti  his  miftrefs  were  that  kind  of  fruit, 
Which  maids  call  medlars  when  they  laugh  alone  — — 
Romeo,  good  night,  I'll  to  my  truckle-bed, 
This  field-bed  is  too  cold  for  me  to  fleep : 
Come,  fhall  we  go? 

Ben.  Go  then,  for  'tis  in  vain 
To  feek  him  here  that  means  not  to  be  found.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 

A  Garden. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Rom.  TTE  jefts  at  fears  that  never  felt  a  wound  

JTjL  But  (oft,  what  light  thro'  yonder  window  breaks? 
It  is  the  eaft,  and  Juliet  is  the  fun ! 

[Juliet  appears  above  at  a  window. 
Arife,  fair  fan,  and  kill  the  envious  moon, 
Who  is  already  fick  and  pale  with  grief, 
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That  thou,  her  maid,  art  far  more  fair  than  me. 
Be  not  her  maid  fince  (he  is  envious : 
Her  veftal  livery  is  but  rick  and  green, 

And  none  but  fools  do  wear  it,  caft  it  off  

She  fpeaks,  yet  (he  fays  nothing  -y  what  of  that? 

Her  eye  difcourfes,  I  will  anfwer  it  

I  am  too  bold,  'tis  not  to  me  (he  fpeaks  : 
Two  of  the  faireft  ftars  of  all  the  heav'n, 
Having  fome  bufinefs,  do  intreat  her  eyes 
To  twinkle  in  their  fpheres  'till  they  return. 
What  if  her  eyes  were  there,  they  in  her  head? 
The  brightnefs  of  her  cheek  would  fhame  thofe  ftars, 
As  day-light  doth  a  lamp;  her  eyes  in  heav'n,. 
Would  through  the  airy  region  ftream  fo  bright, 
That  birds  would  fing,  and  think  it  were  not  night: 
See  how  me  leans  her  cheek  upon  her  hand ! 
O  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand, 
That  I  might  touch  that  cheek! 

Jul.  Ah  me ! 

Rom.  She  fpeaks. 
Oh  fpeak  again,  bright  angel,  for  thou  art 
As  glorious  to  this  night,  being  o'er  my  head, 
As  is  a  winged  meffenger  from  heav'n, 
Unto  the  white  upturned  wondring  eyes 
Of  mortals,  that  fall  back  to  gaze  on  him, 
When  he  beftrides  the  dl  azy-pacing  clouds, 
And  fails  upon  the  bofom  of  the  air. 

Jul.  O  Romeo,  Romeo  wherefore  art  thou  Romeol 

Deny  thy  father,  and  refufe  thy  name : 
Or  if  thou  wilt  not,  be  but  fworn  my  love, 
And  I'll  no  longer  be  a  Capukt. 

Rom.  Shall  I  hear  more,  or  fhall  I  (peak  at  this  ?  [afide. 

Jul.  5Tis  but  thy  name  that  is  my  enemy  : 
W  hat's  Mountague  ?  it  is  not  hand,  nor  foot,  Nor 

A  lazj-puffing. 
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Nor  arm,  nor  face- — e  nor  any  other  part. 
What's  in  a  name?  that  which  we  call  a  rofe, 
By  any  other  name  would  fmell  as  fweet. 
So  Romeo  would,  were  he  not  Romeo  call'd, 
Retain  that  dear  perfection  which  he  owes, 
Without  that  title  ,*  Romeo,  quit  thy  name, 
And  for  that  name,  which  is  no  part  of  thee, 
Take  all  my  felf 

Rom.  I  take  thee  at  thy  word  : 
Call  me  but  love,  and  I'll  be  new  baptiz'd, 
Henceforth  I  never  will  be  Romeo. 

Jul.  What  man  art  thou,  that  thus  befcreen'd  in  night 
So  ftumbleft  on  my  counfel  ? 

Rom.  By  a  name 
I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee  who  I  am  : 
My  name,  dear  faint,  is  hateful  to  my  felf, 
Becaufe  it  is  an  enemy  to  thee. 
Had  I  it  written,  I  would  tear  the  word. 

Jul.  My  ears  have  yet  not  drunk  a  hundred  words 
Of  that  tongue's  uttering,  yet  I  know  the  found. 
Art  thou  not  Romeo,  and  a  Mountague? 

Rom.  Neither,  fair  faint,  if  either  thee  f  diipleafe. 
Jul.  How  cam'ft  thou  hither,  tell  me,  and  wherefore? 
The  orchard  walls  are  high,  and  hard  to  climb, 
And  the  place  death,  confidering  who  thou  art, 
If  any  of  my  kinfmen  find  thee  here. 

Rom.  With  love's  light  wings  did  I  o'er-perch  thefe  walls, 
For  ftony  limits  cannot  hold  love  out, 
And  what  love  can  do,  that  dares  love  attempt: 
Therefore  thy  kinfmen  are  no  ftop  to  me. 

Jul.  If  they  do  fee  thee,  they  will  murder  thee. 
Rom.  Alack  there  lies  more  peril  in  thine  eye, 
Than  twenty  of  their  fwords  ,•  look  thou  but  fweet, 

A 

e  Corrected  thus  from  the  i fi  edition.  f  diflik  e. 
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And  I  am  proof  againft  their  enmity. 

Jul.  I  would  not  for  the  world  they  faw  thee  here. 
Rom.  I  have  night's  cloak  to  hide  me  from  their  eyes, 
And  but  thou  love  me,  let  them  find  me  here  ; 
My  life  were  better  ended  by  their  hate, 
Than  death  prorogued,  wanting  of  thy  love. 

Jul.  By  whofe  direction  found'ft  thou  out  this  place? 
Rom.  By  love,  that  firft  did  prompt  me  to  enquire, 
He  lent  me  counfel,  and  I  lent  him  eyes: 
I  am  no  pilot,  yet  wert  thou  as  far 
As  that  vaft  more,  wafh'd  with  the  farther!:  fea, 
I  would  adventure  for  fuch  merchandife. 

Jul.  Thou  know'ft  the  mask  of  night  is  on  my  face, 
Elfe  would  a  maiden  blufli  bepaint  my  cheek 
For  that  which  thou  haft  heard  me  (peak  to-night. 
Fain  would  I  dwell  on  form,  fain,  fain  deny 
What  I  have  fpoke  —  but  farewel  compliment: 
Doft  thou  love  me  ?  I  know  thou  wilt  fay,  ay, 

And  I  will  take  thy  word  yet  if  thou  fwear'ft, 

Thou  may'ft  prove  falfe j  at  lovers  perjuries 

They  fay  Jove  laughs.  Oh  gentle  Romeo, 

If  thou  doft  love,  pronounce  it  faithfully: 

Or  if  thou  think  I  am  too  quickly  won, 

111  frown  and  be  perverfe,  and  fay  thee  nay, 

So  thou  wilt  wooe :  but  elfe  not  for  the  world. 

In  truth,  fair  Mountague,  I  am  too  fond  ; 

And  therefore  thou  may'ft  think  my  'haviour  light: 

But  truft  me,  gentleman,  ITt  prove  more  true, 

Than  thofe  that  have  more  s  cunning  to  be  ftrange. 

I  mould  have  been  more  ftrange,  I  muft  confefs, 

But  that  thou  over-heard'ft,  ere  I  was  ware, 

My  true  love's  paflion  -y  therefore  pardon  me, 

And  not  impute  this  yielding  to  light  love, 

Which 
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Which  the  dark  night  hath  fo  difcovered. 

Rom.  Lady,  by  yonder  bleffed  moon  I  vow, 
That  tips  with  filver  all  thefe  fruit-tree  tops  

Jul.  O  fwear  not  by  the  moon,  th'  inconftant  moon, 
That  monthly  changes  in  her  circled  orb; 
Left  that  thy  love  prove  likewife  variable. 

Rom.  What  mall  I  fwear  by  ? 

Jul.  Do  not  fwear  at  all ; 
Or  if  thou  wilt,  fwear  by  thy  gracious  felf, 
Which  is  the  god  of  my  idolatry, 
And  I'll  believe  thee. 

Rom.  If  my  true  heart's  love  

Jul.  Well,  do  not  fwear  although  I  joy  in  thee, 

I  have  no  joy  of  this  contract  to-night; 
It  is  too  rafh,  too  unadvis'd,  too  fudden, 
Too  like  the  lightning  which  doth  ceafe  to  be 

Ere  one  can  (ay,  it  lightens  fweet,  good  night. 

This  bud  of  love  by  fummer's  ripening  breath 
May  prove  a  beauteous  flower  when  next  we  meet  : 

Good  night,  good  night  as  fweet  repofe  and  reft 

Come  to  thy  heart,  as  that  within  my  breaft. 

Rom.  O  wilt  thou  leave  me  fo  unfatisfied? 

Jul  What  fatisfa&ion  canft  thou  have  to-night? 

Rom.  Th'  exchange  of  thy  love's  faithful  vow  for  mine. 

Jul.  I  gave  thee  mine  before  thou  didft  requeft  it : 
And  yet  I  would  it  were  to  give  again. 

Rom.  Wouldft  thou  withdraw  it  ?  for  what  purpofe,  love  ? 

Jul.  But  to  be  frank,  and  give  it  thee  again. 
And  yet  I  wifti  but  for  the  thing  I  have : 
My  bounty  is  as  boundlefs  as  the  fea, 
My  love  as  deep ;  the  more  I  give  to  thee, 
The  more  I  have,  for  both  are  infinite. 

I  hear  fome  noife  within;  dear  love  adieu.     [Nurfe  calls  within. 
Vol.  VI.  Mm  I 
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Anon,  good  nurfe  Sweet  fylountague  be  true  : 

Stay  but  a  little,  I  will  come  again.  [Exit. 

Rom.  O  bleflfed,  bleffed  night.   I  am  afraid 
All  this  is  but  a  dream  I  hear  and  fee 
Too  flattering  fweet  to  be  fubftantial. 

Re-enter  Juliet  above. 

Jul.  Three  words,  dear  Romeo,  and  good  night  indeed  : 
If  that  thy  bent  of  love  be  honourable, 
Thy  purpofe  marriage,  fend  me  word  to-morrow, 
By  one  that  I'll  procure  to  come  to  thee, 
Where  and  what  time  thou  wilt  perform  the  rite; 
And  all  my  fortunes  at  thy  foot  I'll  lay, 
And  follow  thee,  my  love,  throughout  the  world. 

[fVithin:  Madam. 

I  come,  anon  but  if  thou  mean'ft  not  well, 

I  do  befeech  thee  [Within:  Madam.]  By  and  by  I  come  

To  ceafe  thy  fuit,  and  leave  me  to  my  grief. 
To-morrow  will  I  fend. 
Rom.  So  thrive  my  foul. 

Jul.  A  thoufand  times  good  night.  [Exit. 

Rom.  A  thoufand  times  the  worfe  to  want  thy  light. 
Love  goes  tow'rd  love,  as  fchool-boys  from  their  books, 
But  love  from  love,  towards  fchool  with  heavy  looks. 

Enter  Juliet  again. 

Jul  Hift!  Romeo,  hift!  O  for  a  falkner's  voice, 

To  lure  this  Taflel  gentle  back  again  

Bondage  is  hoarfe  and  may  not  fpeak  aloud, 
Elfe  would  I  tear  the  cave  where  Echo  lyes, 
And  make  her  airy  tongue  more  hoarfe  than  mine 
With  repetition  of  my  Romeo, 

Rom.  It  is  my  love  that  calls  upon  my  name, 

How 
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How  filver-fweet  found  lovers  tongues  by  night, 
Like  fofteft  mufick  to  attending  ears! 

'Jul.  Romeo! 

Rom.  My  fweet! 

Jul.  At  what  a  clock  to-morrow 
Shall  I  fend  to  thee? 

Rom.  By  the  hour  of  nine. 

Jul.  I  will  not  fail,  'tis  twenty  years  'till  then,  — 
I  have  forgot  why  I  did  call  thee  back. 

Rom.  Let  me  ftand  here  'till  thou  remember  it. 

Jul.  I  fhall  forget,  to  have  thee  ftill  ftand  there, 
Remembring  how  I  love  thy  company. 

Rom.  And  Til  ftill  ftay  to  have  thee  ftill  forget, 
Forgetting  any  other  h  home  but  this. 

c  Jul.  'Tis  almoft  morning.    I  would  have  thee  gone, 
€  And  yet  no  further  than  a  Wanton's  bird, 
'  That  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  her  hand, 
€  Like  a  poor  prifoner  in  his  twifted  gyves 
'  And  with  a  filk  thread  plucks  it  back  again, 
e  So  loving  jealous  of  his  liberty. 

Rom.  I  would  I  were  thy  bird. 

Jul.  Sweet,  fo  would  I, 
Yet  I  mould  kill  thee  with  much  cheriming. 
Good  night,  good  night.    Parting  is  fuch  fweet  fbrrow, 
That  I  fhall  fay  good-night  'till  it  be  morrow.  [Exit. 

Rom.  Sleep  dwell  upon  thine  eyes,  peace  in  thy  breaft, 
Would  I  were  fleep  and  peace,  fo  fweet  to  reft! 
Hence  will  I  to  my  ghoftly  friar's  clofe  cell, 
His  help  to  crave,  and  my  dear  hap  to  tell.  [Exit. 
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SCENE  IV. 

A  Monaftery. 
Enter  Friar  Lawrence,  with  a  basket, 

*  Fri,  'Tl  H  E  grey-ey'd  morn  fmiles  on  the  frowning  night, 

X    Check'ring  the  eaftern  clouds  with  ftreaks  of  light, 
And  darknefs  flecker'd  like  a  drunkard  reels 
From  forth  day's  path-way,  made  by  Titan's  wheels. 
Now  ere  the  fun  advance  his  burning  eye, 
The  day  to  chear,  and  night's  dank  dew  to  dry, 
I  muft  fill  up  this  ofier  cage  of  ours 
With  baleful  weeds,  and  precious-juiced  flowers. 
The  earth  that's  nature's  mother,  is  her  tomb, 
What  is  her  burying  grave>  that  is  her  womb  ; 
And  from  her  womb  children  of  divers  kind 
We  fucking  on  her  natural  bofom  find  .* 
Many  for  many  virtues  excellent, 
None  but  for  fome,  and  yet  all  different. 

0  mickle  is  the  powerful  grace,  that  lies 

In  plants,  herbs,  ftones,  and  their  true  qualities. 
For  nought  fb  vile,  that  on  the  earth  doth  live,  m 
But  to  the  earth  fbme  fpecial  good  doth  give: 
Nor  ought  fo  good,  but  ftrain'd  from  that  fair  ufe, 

1  Revolts  to  vice,  and  ftumbles  on  abufe. 
Virtue  it  felf  turns  vice,  being  mifapplied, 
And  vice  fometime  by  adion  dignified. 

*  Thefe  four  firft  lines  are  here  replaced,  conformably  to  the  firjl  edition  j  where 
fuch  a  defcription  is  much  more  proper  than  in  the  mouth  of  Romeo  juft  before,  when 
he  was  full  of  nothing  but  the  thoughts  of  his  mijlrefs. 

*  Revolts  from  true  birthy  Jlumbling  on  abufe. 
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Within  the  infant  rind  of  this  fmall  flower 

Poifbn  hath  refidence,  and  medicine  power : 

For  this  being  fmelt,  with  that  fenfe  chears  each  part ; 

Being  tafted,  flays  all  fenfes  with  the  heart. 

Two  fuch  oppofed  foes  encamp  them  ftill 

In  man,  as  well  as  herbs,-  Grace,  and  rude  Will : 

And  where  the  worfer  is  predominant, 

Full  foon  the  canker  death  eats  up  that  plant. 

Enter  Romeo, 

Rom.  Good-morrow,  father. 

Fri.  Benedicite. 
What  early  tongue  fo  fweet  falutes  mine  ear  ? 
Young  fon,  it  argues  a  diftemper'd  head, 
So  foon  to  bid  good-morrow  to  thy  bed : 
Care  keeps  his  watch  in  every  old  man's  eye, 
And  where  care  lodgeth,  fleep  will  never  lye; 
But  where  unbruifed  youth  with  unftuft  brain 
Doth  couch  his  limbs,  there  golden  fleep  doth  reign. 
Therefore  thy  earlinefs  doth  me  aiTure, 
Thou  art  up-rouz'd  by  fome  diftemp'rature ; 
Or  if  not  fo,  then  here  I  hit  it  right, 
Our  Romeo  hath  not  been  in  bed  to-night. 

Rom.  That  laft  is  true,  the  fweeter  reft  was  mine. 

Fri.  God  pardon  fin!  waft  thou  with  Rofal'me? 

Rom.  With  Rofal'me,  my  ghoftly  father  ?  no. 
I  have  forgot  that  name,  and  that  name's  woe. 

Fri.  That's  my  good  fon :  but  where  haft  thou  been  then  I 

Rom.  I  tell  thee  ere  thou  ask  it  me  again , 
I  have  been  feafting  with  mine  enemy, 
Where  on  a  fudden  one  hath  wounded  me, 
That's  by  me  wounded  $  both  our  remedies 
Within  thy  help  and  holy  phyfick  lies ; 
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I  bear  no  hatred,  blefled  man,  for  lo 
My  interceffion  likewife  fteads  my  foe. 

Fri.  Be  plain,  good  fon,  and  homely  in  thy  drift; 
Ridling  confeflion  finds  but  ridling  (hrift. 

Rom.  Then  plainly  know  my  heart's  dear  love  is  fet 
On  the  fair  daughter  of  rich  Capulet 5 
As  mine  on  hers,  fo  hers  is  fet  on  mine, 
And  ail  combin'd,  fave  what  thou  muft  combine 
By  ho  f  marriage:  When,  and  where,  and  how 
We  met,  we  woo'd,  and  made  exchange  of  vow, 
I'll  tell  thee  as  we  pafs  ,•  but  this  I  pray, 
That  thou  confent  to  marry  us  to-day. 

Fri.  Holy  faint  Francis,  what  a  change  is  here? 
Is  Rofaline,  whom  thou  didft  love  Co  dear, 
So  foon  forfaken  ?  young  mens  love  then  lyes 
Not  truly  in  their  hearts,  but  in  their  eyes. 
Jefu  Maria  /  what  a  deal  of  brine 
Hath  wafht  thy  fallow  cheeks  for  Rofalinel 
How  much  fait  water  thrown  away  in  wafte, 
To  feafon  love,  that  of  it  doth  not  tafte  ? 
The  fun  not  yet  thy  fighs  from  heaven  clears, 
Thy  old  groans  ring  yet  in  my  ancient  ears,- 
Lo  here  upon  thy  cheek  the  ftain  doth  fit 
Of  an  old  tear  that  is  not  wam'd  off  yet. 
If  e'er  thou  waft  thy  felf,  and  thefe  woes  thine, 
Thou  and  thefe  woes  were  all  for  Rofaline. 
And  art  thou  chang'd?  pronounce  this  fentence  then, 
Women  may  fall,  when  there's  no  ftrength  in  men. 
Rom.  Thou  chidd'ft  me  oft  for  loving  Rofalme. 
Fri.  For  doating,  not  for  loving,  pupil  mine. 
Rom.  And  bad'ft  me  bury  love.  ' 
Fri.  Not  in  a  grave, 
To  lay  one  in,  another  out  to  have. 
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Rom.  I  pray  thee  chide  not :  fhe  whom  I  love  now 
Doth  grace  for  grace,  and  love  for  love  allow  : 
The  other  did  not  fo. 

Fri.  Oh  fhe  knew  well 
Thy  love  did  read  by  rote,  and  could  not  (pell. 
But  come  young  waverer,  come  go  with  me, 
In  one  refped  I'll  thy  affiftant  be  i 
For  this  alliance  may  fo  happy  prove, 
To  turn  your  houmold-rancour  to  pure  love. 

Rom.  O  let  us  hence,  I  ftand  on  fudden  hafte. 

Ffi.  Wifely  and  flow  j  they  ftumble  that  run  faft. 

SCENE  V. 

The  Street. 

Enter  Benvolio  and  Mercutio. 

Mer.  \  THERE  the  devil  mould  this  Romeo  be?  came  he 
V  V     not  home  to-night  ? 

Ben.  Not  to  his  father's,  I  fpoke  with  his  man. 

Mer.  Why  that  fame  pale  hard-hearted  wench,  that  RofaJ'mey 
torments  him  fo,  that  he  will  fure  run  mad. 

Ben.  Tybalt,  the  kinfman  to  old  Capulet,  hath  lent  a  letter  to 
his  fathers  houfe. 

Mer.  A  challenge  on  my  life. 

Ben.  Rcmeo  will  anfwer  it. 

Mer.  Any  man  that  can  write,  may  anfwer  a  letter. 

Ben.  Nay  he  will  anfwer  the  letter's  mafter, 1  if  hebechalleng'd. 

Mer.  Alas  poor  Romeoy  he  is  already  dead!  ftabb'd  with  a 
white  wench's  black  eye,  run  through  the  ear  with  a  love-long, 
the  very  pin  of  his  heart  cleft  with  the  blind  bow-boy's  but-fhaft ; 
and  is  he  a  man  to  encounter  Tybalt  ? 

Ben. 

1  how  he  dares,  being  dared. 
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Ben.  Why,  what  is  Tybalt  ? 

Mer.  More  than  prince  of  cats.  Oh  he's  the  couragious  cap" 
tain  of  compliments  -y  he  rights  as  you  ling  prick-fongs,  keeps 
time,  diftance,  and  proportion  j  refts  his  minum,  one,  two,  and 
the  third  in  your  bofom  j  the  very  butcher  of  a  (ilk  button,  a 
duellift,  a  duellift;  a  gentleman  of  the  very  firft  houfe  of  the 
firft  and  fecond  caufe^  ah  the  immortal  paflado,  the  punto  re- 
verfo,  the  hay  

Ben.  The  what  ? 

Mer.  The  pox  of  fuch  antick  lifping  affected  phantafies,  thefe 

new  ra  tuners  of  accents:  Jefu,  a  very  good  blade,  a  very 

tall  man  a  very  good  whore.  Why  is  not  this  a  lamentable 

thing,  grandfire,  that  we  mould  be  thus  affli&ed  with  thefe  ftrange 
flies,  thefe  fafhion-mongers,  thefe  pardon-me's,  who  ftand  fomuch 
on  the  new  form  that  they  cannot  fit  at  eafe  on  the  old  bench. 
O  their  bones,  their  bones! 

Enter  Romeo. 

Ben.  Here  comes  Romeo. 

Mer.  Without  his  roe,  like  a  dried  herring.  O  flefh,  flefh, 
how  art  thou  fifhified?  Now  is  he  for  the  numbers  that  Petrarch 
flowed  in  :  Laura  to  his  lady  was  but  a  kitchen-wench  ,•  marry  (he 
had  a  better  love  to  berime  her:  Dido  a  dowdy,  Cleopatra  agipfie, 
Helen  and  Hero  hildings  and  harlots :  Thisby  a  gray  eye  or  lb, 
but  not  to  the  purpofe.  Signior  Romeo,  bonjour,  there's  a  French 
falutation  to  your  French  flop.  * 

Rom.  Good-morrow  to  you  both. 

Enter 

*  Mer.  You  gave  us  the  counterfeit  fairly  laft  night. 
Rom.  What  counterfeit  did  I  give  you? 
Mer.  The  flip  Sir,  the  flip:  can  you  not  conceive? 

Rom.  Pardon  Mercutio^  my  bufinefs  was  great,  and  in  fuch  a  cafe  as  mine, 
a  man  may  ftrain  curtefy. 

Mer.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  fuch  a  cafe  as  yours  conftrains  a  man  to  bow 
in  the  hams. 

m  turners. 
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Enter  Nurfe  and  her  man. 
Rom.  Here's  goodly  gear :  afayle!  a  fayle. 
Mer.  Two,  two,  a  fhirt  and  a  fmock. 
Nurfe.  Peter. 
Pet.  Anon. 

Nurfe.  My  fan,  Peter. 

Mer.  Do  good  Peter,  to  hide  her  face   for  her  fan's  the  fairer 
of  the  two. 

Rom.  Meaning  to  curtfie. 

Mer.  Thou  hall  moft  kindly  hit  it. 

Rom  A  moft  courteous  expofition. 

Mer.  Nay,  I  am  the  very  pink  of  courtefie. 

Rom.  Pink  tor  flower. 

Mer.  Right. 

Rom.  Why  then  is  my  pump  well  flower'd. 

Mer.  Sure  wit  follow  me  this  j eft,  now,  till  thou  haft  worn  out  thy 

pump,  that  when  the  iingle  fole  of  it  is  worn,  the  jeft  may  remain  after  the 
wearing,  foly-fingular. 

Rom.  O  fingle-foW  jeft. 
Solely  Angular,  for  the  finglenefs. 

Mer.  Come  between  us  good  Benvolio,  my  wit  faints. 

Rom.  Switch  and  fpurs, 
Switch  and  fpurs,  or  I'll  cry  a  match. 

Mer.  Nay,  if  our  wits  run  the  wild-goofe  chafe,  I  am  done:  for  thou  haft 
more  of  the  wild-giofe  in  one  of  thy  wits,  than  I  am  fure  I  have  in  my 
whole  five.   Was  1  with  you  there  for  the  goofe? 

Rom.  Thou  waft  never  with  me  for  any  thing,  when  thou  waft  not  there 
for  the  goofe. 

Mer.  I  will  bite  thee  by  the  ear  for  that  jeft. 

Rom.  Nay,  good  goofe  bite  not. 

Mer.  Thy  wit  is  a  very  bitter  fweeting, 
It  is  a  moft  {harp  fawce. 

Rom.  And  is  it  not  well-ferv'd  in  to  a  fweet  goofe  ? 

Mer.  O  here's  a  wit  of  cheverel,  that  ftretches  from  an  inch  narrow,  to 
an  ell  broad. 

Rom.  I  ftretch  it  out  for  that  word  broad,  which  added  to  the  goofe, 
proves  thee  far  and  wide  a  broad  goofe. 

Mer.  Why  is  not  ihis  better,  than  groaning  for  love? 
Now  thou  art  fociablej  now  art  thou  Romeo  >  now  art  thou  what  thou  art, 
by  art,  as  well  as  by  nature ;  for  this  driveling  love  is  like  a  great  natural, 
that  runs  lolling  up  and  down  to  hide  his  bauble  in  a  hole. 

Ben.  Stop  there,  ftop  there. 

Mer.  Thou  defireft  me  to  ftop  in  my  tale  againft  the  hair. 
Ben.  Thou  wouldft  elfe  have  made  thy  tale  large. 

Mer.  O  thou  art  deceiv'd,  I  would  have  made  it  fhort,  for  I  was  eome  to 
the  whole  depth  of  my  talc,  and  meant  indeed  to  occupy  the  argument  no  lon- 
ger. 

Vol.  VI.  N  n  Nurfe. 
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Nurfe.  God  ye  good-morrow,  gentlemen. 
Mer.  God  ye  good-den,  fair  gentlewoman. 
Nurfe.  Is  it  good-den  ? 

Mer.  'Tis  no  lefs,  I  tell  you;  for  the  bawdy  hand  of  the  dyai 
is  now  upon  the  prick  of  noon. 

Nurfe,  Out  upon  you 5  what  a  man  are  you? 

Rom.  One,  gentlewoman,  that  God  hath  made,  himfelf  to 
mar. 

Nurfe.  By  my  troth  it  is  well  faid :  for  himfelf  to  mar,  quo- 
tha? Gentlemen,  can  any  of  you  tell  me  where  I  may  find  young 
Romeo. 

Rom.  I  can  tell  you :  but  young  Romeo  will  be  older  when 
you  have  found  him,  than  he  was  when  you  fought  him :  I  am 
the  youngeft  of  that  name,  for  fault  of  a  worfe. 

Nurfe.  You  fay  well. 

Mer.  Yea,  is  the  worft  well  ? 
Yery  well  took,  i'faith,  wifely,  wifely. 

Nur/e.  If  you  be  he,  Sir, 
I  defne  fome  confidence  with  you. 

Ben.  She  will  invite  him  to  fome  fupper. 

Mer.  A  bawd,  a  bawd,  a  bawd.    So  ho.  * 
Romeo ,  will  you  come  to  your  father's  ?  we'll  to  dinner  thither, 

Rom.  I  will  follow  you. 

Mer.  Farewel,  ancient  lady : 
Farewel  lady,  lady,  lady.  [Exeunt  Mercutio,  Benvolio, 

Nurfe.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  what  faucy  merchant  was  this  that 
was  fo  full  of  his  roguery  ? 

Rom.  A  gentleman,   nurfe,  that  loves  to  hear  himfelf  talk, 

*  So  ho. 

Rom.  W  hat  haft  thou  found  ? 

Mer.  No  hare,  Sir,  unlefs  a  hare  Sir,  in  a  lenten  pye)  that  is  fomething 

ftale  and  hoar  ere  it  be  fpent. 

An  o!d  hare  hoar,  and  an  old  hare  hoar,  is  very  good  meat  in  Lent. 

But  a  hare  that  is.  hoar,  is  too  much  for  a  fcore,  when  it  hoars  ere  it  be  fpent. 

Romeo,  will  you  come  & c. 
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and  will  fpeak  more  in  a  minute,   than  he  will  ftand  to  in  a 
month. 

Nurfe.  An  a  (peak  any  thing  againft  me,  I'll  take  him  down 
an  a  were  luftier  than  he  is,  and  twenty  fuch  jacks:  and  if  lean- 
not,  I'll  find  thofe  that  mail.  Scurvy  knave,  I  am  none  of  his 
flirt-gils;  I  am  none  of  his  skains-mates.  And  thou  rauft  ftand 
by  too,  and  furTer  every  knave  to  ufe  me  at  his  pleafure. 

[To  her  man* 

Ret.  I  faw  no  man  ufe  you  at  his  pleafure ;  if  I  had,  my  wea- 
pon mould  quickly  have  been  out,  I  warrant  you.  I  dare  draw 
as  foon  as  another  man,  if  I  fee  oecafion  in  a  good  quarrel,  and 
the  law  on  my  fide. 

Nurfe.  Now  afore  God,  I  am  fo  vext,  that  every  part  about 

me  quivers  Scurvy  knave!  Pray  you,  Sir,  a  word:  and  as  I 

told  you,  my  young  lady  bid  me  enquire  you  but ,  what  {he  bid 
me  fay,  I  will  keep  to  my  felf :  but  firft  let  me  tell  ye,  if  ye 
mould  lead  her  into  fool's  paradife,  as  they  fay,  it  were  a  very 
grofs  kind  of  behaviour,  as  they  fay,  for  the  gentlewoman  is 
young  j  and  therefore  if  you  mould  deal  double  with  her,  truly  it 
were  an  ill  thing  to  be  offered  to  any  gentlewoman,  and  very  weak 
dealing. 

Rom.  Commend  me  to  thy  lady  and  miftrefs,  I  proteft  unto 
thee  

Nurfe.  Good  heart,  and  i'faith  I  will  tell  her  as  much  :  Lord, 
lord,  {he  will  be  a  joyful  woman. 

Rom.  What  wilt  thou  tell  her,  nurfe  ?  thou  doft  not  mark  me. 

Nurfe.  I  will  tell  her,  Sir,  that  you  do  proteft  -3  which,  as  I 
take  it,  is  a  gentleman-like  offer. 

Rom.  Bid  her  devife  fome  means  to  come  to  (hrift  this  afternoon, 
And  there  (he  {hall  at  friar  Lawrence'  cell 
Be  {hriv'd  and  married :  here  is  for  thy  pains, 

Nurfe.  No,  truly  Sir,  not  a  penny. 

Rom.  Go  to,  I  fay  you  {hall. 

N  n  i  Nurfe. 
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Nurfe.  This  afternoon,  Sir?  well,  fhe  {hall  be  there. 
Rom.  And  ftay,  good  nurfe,  behind  the  abbey-wall : 
Within  this  hour  my  man  fhall  be  with  thee, 
And  bring  thee  cords  made  like  a  tackled  ftair, 
Which  to  the  high  top-gallant  of  my  joy 
Muft  be  my  convoy  in  the  fecret  night. 
Farewel,  be  trufty,  and  I'll  quit  thy  pains : 

Nurfe.  Now  God  in  heav'n  blefs  thee :  hark  you,  Sir. 
Rom.  What  fayeft  thou,  my  dear  nurfe? 
Nurfe.  Is  your  man  fecret  ?  did  you  ne'er  hear  fay, 
Two  may  keep  counfel,  putting  one  away  ? 
Rom.  I  warrant  thee  my  man's  as  true  as  fteel. 
Nurfe.  Well,  Sir,  my  miftrefs  is  the  fweeteft  lady ;  lord,  lord, 

when  'twas  a  little  prating  thing  O,  there  is  a  noble  man  in 

town,  one  Paris,  that  would  fain  lay  knife  aboard  ;  but  me,  good 
foul,  had  as  lieve  fee  a  toad,  a  very  toad,  as  fee  him:  I  anger  her 
fometimes,  and  tell  her  that  Parts  is  the  properer  man  j  but  I'll 
warrant  you,  when  I  fay  fo,  (he  looks  as  pale  as  any  ciout  in  the 
verfal  world.  Doth  not  rofemary  and  Romeo  begin  both  with 
a  letter? 

Rom.  Ay  nurfe,  what  of  that  ?  both  with  an  R. 

Nurfe.  Ah  mocker!  ^that's  the  dog's  name.  R.  is  for  the  no, 
I  know  it  begins  with  no  other  letter,  and  fhe  hath  the  prettieft 
fententious  of  it,  of  you  and  rofemary,  that  it  would  do  you  good 
to  hear  it. 

Romeo.  Commend  me  to  thy  lady   [Exit  Romeo. 

Nurfe.  A  thoufand  times.  Peter? 
Pet.  Anon. 

Nurfe.  a  Take  my  fan,  and  go  before.  [Exeunt. 


afrom  the  frfi  edition. 


SCENE 


Romeo  and  J  u  liet.  285 


SCENE  VI. 

Capulet'j  Houfe. 
Enter  Juliet. 

Jul.  'T^H  E  clock  ftruck  nine,  when  I  did  fend  the  nurfe  : 
X    In  half  an  hour  fhe  promis'd  to  return. 

Perchance  (he  cannot  meet  him  That's  not  fo  ■ 

Oh  fhe  is  lame:  love's  heralds  mould  be  thoughts, 
Which  ten  times  fafter  glide  than  the  fun-beams, 
Driving  back  fhadows  over  lowring  hills. 
Therefore  do  nimble-pinion'd  doves  draw  love, 
And  therefore  hath  the  wind-fwift  Cupid  wings. 
Now  is  the  fun  upon  the  highmoft  hill 

Of  this  day's  journey,  and  from  nine  'till  twelve  

Ay  three  long  honrs  —  and  yet  me  is  not  come; 
Had  fhe  affections  and  warm  youthful  blood, 
She'd  be  as  fwift  in  motion  as  a  ball, 
My  words  would  bandy  her  to  my  fweet  love, 
And  his  to  me  -y 

Enter  Nurfe. 

*  O.God,  fhe  comes.    What  news? 

Haft  thou  met  with  him  ?  fend  thy  man  away, 

Nurfe.  Peter ,  ftay  at  the  gate. 

Jul.  Now  good  fweet  nurfe  — - 
O  lord,  why  look'ft  thou  fad  ? 

Nurfe.  I  am  a  weary,  let  me  reft  a  while- 
Fy,  how  my  bones  ake,  what  a  jaunt  have  I  had? 

Jul.  I  would  thou  hadft  my  bones,  and  I  thy  news : 
Nay  come,  I  pray  thee  fpeak  — —Good  nurfe  fpeak. 

Nurfe.  Give  me  fome  Aqua  vtta. 

Jul. 

*  The  verfes  left  out  here  are  not  in  the  old  edition. 
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Jul.  Is  thy  news  good  or  bad?  anfwer  to  that, 
Say  either,  and  I'll  ftay  the  circumftance : 
Let  me  be  fatisfied,  is't  good  or  bad  ? 

Nurfe.  Well,  you  have  made  a  fimple  choice;  you  know  not 
how  to  chufe  a  man  :  Romeo  /  no  not  he,  though  his  face  be 
better  than  any  man's,  yet  his  legs  excel  all  mens,  and  for  a  hand 
and  a  foot,  and  a  bo-dy,  tho'  they  be  not  to  be  talk'd  on,  yet 
they  are  paft  compare.     He  is  not  the  flower  of  courtfie,  but  I 

warrant  him  as  gentle  as  a  lamb  Go  thy  ways  wench,  ferve 

God  What,  have  you  dined  at  home? 

Jul.  No,  no  but  all  this  did  I  know  before: 

What  fays  he  of  our  marriage  ?  what  of  that  ? 

Nurfe.  Lord  how  my  head  akes!  what  a  head  have  I? 
It  beats  as  it  would  fall  in  twenty  pieces. 

My  back  a  t'other  fide  O  my  back,  my  back: 

Befhrew  your  heart,  for  fending  me  about, 

To  catch  my  death  with  jaunting  up  and  down. 

Jul.  Pfaith  I  am  forry  that  thou  art  fo  ill. 
Sweet,  fweet,  fweet  nurfe,  tell  me  what  fays  my  love? 

Nurfe.  Your  love  fays  like  an  honeft  gentleman, 
And  a  courteous,  and  a  kind,  and  a  handfome, 
And  I  warrant  a  virtuous  where  is  your  mother? 

Jul.  Where  is  my  mother?  why  fhe  is  within, 
Where  mould  (he  be?  how  odly  thou  reply'ft! 
Tour  love  fays  like  an  honefi  gentleman : 
Where  is  your  mother  ?  

Nurfe.  O  god's  lady  dear, 
Are  you  fo  hot  ?  marry  come  up  I  trow, 
Is  this  the  poultis  for  my  aking  bones? 
Hence-forward  do  your  melfages  your  felf. 

Jul.  Here's  fuch  a  coil,-  come,  what  fays  Romeo? 

Nurfe.  Have  you  got  leave  to  go  to  Ihrift  to-day? 

Jul.  I  have. 

Nurfe. 
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Nurfe.  Then  hie  you  hence  to  friar  Lawrence*  cell, 
There  ftays  a  husband  to  make  you  a  wife. 
Now  comes  the  wanton  blood  up  in  your  cheeks, 
They'll  be  in  fcarlet  ftraight  at  any  news. 
Hie  you  to  church,  I  mud  another  way, 
To  fetch  a  ladder,  by  the  which  your  love 
Muft  climb  a  bird's  neft  foon,  when  it  is  dark. 
I  am  the  drudge  and  toil  in  your  delight, 
But  you  mall  bear  the  burthen  foon  at  night. 
Go,  I'll  to  dinner,  hie  you  to  the  cell. 

Jul.  Hie  to  high  fortune ,  honeft  nurfe  farewel.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  VII. 

The  Monaftery. 

Enter  Friar  Lawrence  and  Romeo. 

Fr't.      O  fmile  the  heav'ns  upon  this  holy  act, 
vj  That  after-hours  with  forrow  chide  us  not ! 

Rom.  Amen,  amen  $  but  come  what  (brrow  can, 
It  cannot  countervail  th'  exchange  of  joy, 
That  one  fliort  minute  gives  me  in  her  fight: 
Do  thou  but  clofe  our  hands  with  holy  words, 
Then  love-devouring  death  do  what  he  dare, 
It  is  enough  I  may  but  call  her  mine, 

Fr't.  Thefe  violent  delights  have  violent  ends, 
And  in  their  triumph  die  like  fire  and  powder, 
Which  as  they  meet  confume.    The  fweeteft  honey 
Is  loatbfome  in  its  own  delicioufnefs, 
And  in  the  tafte  confounds  the  appetite : 
Therefore  love  mod'rately,  long  love  doth  fo : 
Too  fwifc  arrives,  as  tardy  as  too  flow. 

Enter 
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Enter  Juliet. 

Here  comes  the  lady.    O  fo  light  a  foot 
Will  ne'er  wear  out  the  ev^rlafting  flint; 
c  A  lover  may  beftride  the  gofTamour, 
c  That  idles  in  the  wanton  fummer  air, 
c  And  yet  not  fall,  fo  light  is  vanity. 

Jul.  Good-even  to  my  ghoftly  confefTor. 

Fri.  Romeo  {hall  thank  thee  daughter  for  us  both. 

Jul.  As  much  to  him,  elfe  are  his  thanks  too  much. 

Rom.  Ah  Juliet^  if  the  meafure  of  thy  joy 
Be  heapt  like  mine,  and  that  thy  skill  be  more 
To  blazon  it;  then  fweeten  with  thy  breath 
This  neighbour  air,  and  let  rich  mufick's  tongue 
Unfold  th5  imagin'd  happinefs,  that  both 
Receive  in  either,  by  this  dear  encounter. 

Jul.  Conceit  more  rich  in  matter  than  in  words, 
Brags  of  his  fubftance,  not  of  ornament  : 
They  are  but  beggars  that  can  count  their  worth, 
But  my  true  love  is  grown  to  fuch  excefs, 
I  cannot  Cum  up  one  half  of  my  wealth. 

Fri.  Come,  come  with  me,  and  we  will  make  (hort  work, 
For,  by  your  leaves,  you  mall  not  ftay  alone, 
'Till  holy  church  incorp'rate  two  in  one.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT   III.   SCENE  I. 

The  Street, 

Enter  Mercutto,  Benvolio,  and  fervants. 

Benvolio. 
Pray  thee,  good  Mercutto,  let's  retire, 
The  day  is  hot,  the  Capulets  abroad, 
And  if  we  meet,  we  (hall  not  (cape  a  brawl; 
For  now  thefe  hot  days  is  the  mad  blood  ftirring. 

Mer.  Thou  art  like  one  of  thofe  fellows,  that 
when  he  enters  the  confines  of  a  tavern  claps 
me  his  fword  upon  the  table,  and  fays,   God  fend  me  no  need  of 
thee:    and  by  the  operation  of  a  fecond  cup,   draws  it  on  the 
drawer,  when  indeed  there  is  no  need. 
Ben.  Am  I  like  fuch  a  fellow  ? 

Mer.  Come,  come,  thou  art  as  hot  a  Jack  in  thy  mood  as 
any  in  Italy  i  and  as  foon  mov'd  to  be  moody,  and  as  foon  moo- 
dy to  be  mov'd. 

Ben.  And  what  to  ? 

Mer.  £  Nay,  an  there  were  two  fuch,  we  mould  have  none 
c  (hortly,  for  one  would  kill  the  other.  Thou!  why  thou 
«  wilt  quarrel  with  a   man   that   hath  a  hair  more,    or  a 

<  hair  lefs  in  his  beard  than  thou  haft :  thou  wilt  quarrel  with  a 

<  man  for  cracking  nutts,  having  no  other  reafon,  but  becaufe 

<  thou  haft  hafel  eyes;  what  eye,  but  fuch  an  eye,  would  fpy  out 
'  fuch  a  quarrel  r  thy  head  is  as  full  of  quarrels,  as  an  egg  is  full 
«  of  meat,  and  yet  thy  head  hath  been  beaten  as  addle  as  an  egg 
1  for  quarrelling:  thou  haft  quarrell'd  with  a  man  for  coughing  in 

Vol.  VI.  O  o  <  the 
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<  the  ftreet,  becaufe  he  hath  wakened  thy  dog  that  hath 
«  lain  afleep  in  the  fun.  Didft  thou  not  fall  out  with  a  tailor  for 
1  wearing  his  new  doublet  before  Eafter?  with  another,  for  tying 
c  his  new  fhoes  with  old  ribband  ?  and  yet  thou  wilt  tutor  me 
1  for  quarrelling ! 

Ben.  If  I  were  fo  apt  to  quarrel  as  thou  art,  any  man  mould 
buy  the  fee-fimple  of  my  life  for  an  hour  and  a  quarter. 

Mer.  The  fee-fimple?  O  fimple! 

Enter  Tybalt,  Petruchio,  and  others. 

Ben.  By  my  head  here  come  the  Capulets. 

Mer.  By  my  heel  I  care  not. 

Tyb.  Follow  me  clofe,  for  I  will  fpeak  to  them. 
Gentlemen,  good-den,  a  word  with  one  of  you. 

Mer.  And  but  one  word  with  one  of  us 5  couple  it  with  fome- 
thing,  make  it  a  word  and  a  blow. 

Tyb.  You  mall  find  me  apt  enough  to  that,  Sir,  if  you  will 
give  me  occafion. 

Mer.  Could  you  not  take  fbme  occafion  without  giving  ? 

Tyb.  Mercut  'tOy  thou  confbrt'ft  with  Romeo  

Mer.  Confort!  what,  doft  thou  make  us  minftrels!  if  thou 
make  minftrels  of  us,  look  to  hear  nothing  but  difcords :  here's 
my  fiddleftickj  here's  that  mall  make  you  dance.  zounds! 
confort!  [Laying  his  hand  on  his  {word. 

Ben.  We  talk  here  in  the  publick  haunt  of  men : 
Either  withdraw  unto  fbme  private  place, 
Or  reafon  coldly  of  your  grievances, 
Or  elfe  depart;  here  all  eyes  gaze  on  us. 

Mer.  Mens  eyes  were  made  to  look,  and  let  them  gaze, 
I  will  not  budge  for  no  man's  pleafure,  I. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Tyb.  Well,  peace  be  with  you,  Sir,  here  comes  my  man. 

Mer. 
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Mer.  But  I'll  be  hang'd.  Sir,  if  he  wear  your  livery: 
Marry  go  firft  to  field,  he'll  be  your  follower, 
Your  worfliip  in  that  fenfe  may  call  him  man. 

Tyb.  Romeo,  the  hate  I  bear  thee  can  afford 
No  better  term  than  this  ,•  thou  art  a  villain. 

Rom.  Tybalt ,  the  realbn  that  I  have  to  love  thee, 
Doth  much  excufe  the  appertaining  rage 
To  fuch  a  greeting :  villain  I  am  none, 
Therefore  farewel,  I  fee  thou  know'ft  me  not. 

Tyb.  Boy,  this  fhall  not  excufe  the  injuries 
That  thou  haft  done  me,  therefore  turn  and  draw. 

Rom.  I  do  proteft  I  never  injur'd  thee, 
But  love  thee  better  than  thou  canft  devife ; 
'Till  thou  (halt  know  the  reafbn  of  my  love. 
And  fb  good  Capulet  (which  name  I  tender 
As  dearly  as  my  own,)  be  fatisfied. 

Mer.  O  calm,  difhonourable,  vile  fubmiffion ! 
Alia  jlucatho  carries  it  away. 
Tybalt ',  you  rat-catcher,  will  you  walk? 

Tyb.  What  wouldft  thou  have  with  me  ? 

Mer.  Good  king  of  cats,  nothing  but  one  of  your  nine  lives, 
that  I  mean  to  make  bold  withal ;  and  as  you  mall  ufe  me  here- 
after,  dry-beat  the  reft  of  the  eight.  Will  you  pluck  your  Sword 
out  of  his  pilcher  by  the  ears  ?  Make  hafte,  left  mine  be  about 
your  ears  ere  it  be  out. 

Tyb.  I  am  for  you.  [Drawing- 
Rom.  Gentle  Mercutio,  put  thy  rapier  up. 

Mer.  Come,  Sir,  your  palfado.  [Mer.  and  Tyb.  fight* 

Rom.  Draw,  Benvolio —  beat  down  their  weapons  

Gentlemen  for  fhame  forbear  this  outrage  

Tybalt  Mercutio  the  prince  exprefly  hath 

Forbidden  bandying  in  Verona  ftreets. 

Hold  Tybalt  good  Mercutio.  [Exit  Tybalt. 

O  o  i  Mer. 
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Mer.  I  am  hurt  

A  plague  of  both  the  houfes !  I  am  fped : 
Is  he  gone,  and  hath  nothing  ? 

Ben.  What,  art  thou  hurt? 

Mer.  Ay,  ay,  a  fcratch,  a  fcratch marry  'tis  enough. 
Where  is  my  page?  go,  villain,  fetch  a  furgeon. 

Rom.  Courage,  man,  the  hurt  cannot  be  much, 

Mer.  No,  'tis  not  fo  deep  as  a  well,  nor  fo  wide  as  a  church 
door,  but  'tis  enough,  'twill  ferve :  ask  for  me  to-morrow,  and 
you  (hall  find  me  a  grave-man.  I  am  pepper'd,  I  warrant,  for 
this  world:  a  plague  of  both  your  houfes!  What?  a  dog,  a  rat, 
a  moufe,  a  cat,  to  fcratch  a  man  to  death  ?  a  braggart,  a  rogue, 
a  villain,  that  fights  by  the  book  of  arithmetick  ?  why  the  devil 
came  you  between  us  ?  I  was  hurt  under  your  arm. 

Rom.  I  thought  all  for  the  beft. 

Mer.  Help  me  into  fome  houfe,  Benvolio, 
Or  I  (hall  faint;  a  plague  o'both  your  houfes! 
They  have  made  worms  meat  of  me, 

I  have  it,  and  foundly  too  your  houfes.       [Exe.  Mer.  Ben. 

SCENE  H. 

Rom.  This  gentleman,  the  prince's  near  allie, 
My  very  friend,  hath  got  his  mortal  hurt 
In  my  behalf,-  my  reputation  ftain'd 
With  Tybalt's  llander ;  Tybalt,  that  an  hour 
Hath  been  my  coufin :  O  fweet  Juliet, 
Thy  beauty  hath  made  me  effeminate, 
And  in  my  temper  fbftned  valour's  fteel. 

Enter  Benvolio. 

Ben.  O  Romeo,  Romeo,  brave  Mer  cut  to' s  dead, 
That  gaLlant  fpidt  hath  afpir'd  the  clouds, 
Which  too  untimely  here  did  fcorn  the  earth. 

f  Rom, 
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Rom.  This  day's  black  fate,  on  more  days  does  depend, 
This  but  begins  the  woe,  others  muft  end. 

Enter  Tybalt. 

Ben.  Here  comes  the  furious  Tybalt  back  again. 

Rom.  a  Alive  ?  in  triumph  ?  and  Mercutto  ilain  ? 
Away  to  heav'n  relpective  lenity, 
And  b  fire-ey'd  fury  be  my  conduct  now  ? 
Now,  Tybalt,  take  the  villain  back  again, 
That  late  thou  gav'ft  me  -y  for  Mercutio's  foul 
Is  but  a  little  way  above  our  heads, 
Staying  for  thine  to  keep  him  company : 
Or  thou  or  I,  or  both,  muft  go  with  him. 

Tyb.  Thou  wretched  boy,  that  didft  confort  him  here, 
Shalt  with  him  hence. 

Rom.  This  mail  determine  that.  \Ther) t  fight,   Tybalt  falls. 

Ben.  Romeo,  away,  be  gone : 

The  citizens  are  up,  and  Tybalt  (lain  

Stand  not  amaz'd,  the  prince  will  doom  thee  death, 
If  thou  art  taken :  hence,  be  gone,  away. 

Rom.  O !  I  am  fortune's  fool. 

Ben.  Why  doft  thou  ftay  ?  [Exit  Romeo. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Citizens. 

Ctt.  Which  way  ran  he  that  kill'd  Mercutto  ? 
Tybalt  that  murtherer,  which  way  ran  he  ? 

Ben.  There  lyes  that  Tybalt. 

Ctt.  Up  Sir,  go  with  me : 
I  charge  thee  in  the  prince's  name  obey. 

Enter  Prince,  Mountague,  Capulet,  their  wives,  &c. 

Prin.  W  here  are  the  vile  beginners  of  this  fray  ? 

Ben, 

a  He  gone  in  triumph .  b  fire  and  fury . 
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Ben.  O  noble  prince,  I  can  difcover  all 
The  unlucky  manage  of  this  fatal  braul : 
There  lies  the  man  (lain  by  young  Romeo, 
That  flew  thy  kinfman  brave  Mercutio. 

La.  Cap.  Tybalt  my  coufin!  O  my  brother's  child, 
Unhappy  fight !  alas  the  blood  is  fpill'd 

Of  my  dear  kinfman  Prince  as  thou  art  true, 

For  blood  of  ours,  fhed  blood  of  Mountaoue. 

Prin.  Benvolio,  who  began  this  fray  ? 

Ben.  Tybalt  here  flain,  whom  Romeo's  hand  did  (lay 
Romeo  thac  fpoke  him  fair,  bid  him  bethink 
How  nice  the  quarrel  was,  and  urg'd  withal 
Your  high  difpleafure :  all  this  uttered 
With  gentle  breath,  calm  look,  knees  humbly  bow'd, 
Could  not  take  truce  with  the  unruly  fpleen 
Of  Tybalt,  deaf  to  peace,  but  that  he  tilts 
With  piercing  Heel  at  bold  Mercut'td'%  bread ; 
Who  all  as  hot,  turns  deadly  point  to  point, 
And  with  a  martial  fcorn,  with  one  hand  beats 
Cold  death  afide,  and  with  the  other  fends 
It  back  to  Tybalt,  whofe  dexterity 
Retorts  it:  Romeo  he  cries  aloud, 
Hold  friends,  friends  part!  and  fwifter  than  his  tongue, 
His  agil  arm  beats  down  their  fatal  points, 
And  'twixt  them  rufhes;  underneath  whofe  arm 
An  envious  thrufl:  from  Tybalt  hit  the  life 
Of  ftout  Mercutio,  and  then  Tybalt  fled. 
But  by  and  by  come  back  to  Romeo, 
Who  had  but  newly  entertain'd  revenge, 
And  to't  they  go  like  lightning:  for  ere  I 
Could  draw  to  part  them,  was  ftout  Tybalt  flain 
And  as  he  fell,  did  Romeo  turn  to  fly : 
This  is  the  truth,  or  let  Benvolio  die. 
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La.  Cap.  He  is  a  kinfman  to  the  Mount  ague, 
Affection  makes  him  falfe,  he  /peaks  not  true. 
Some  twenty  of  them  fought  in  this  black  ftrife, 
And  all  thofe  twenty  could  but  kill  one  life. 
I  beg  for  juftice,  which  thou  prince  muft  give 
Romeo  flew  Tybalt,  Romeo  muft  not  live. 

Prm.  Romeo  flew  him,  he  flew  Mercut'io, 
Who  now  the  price  of  his  dear  blood  doth  owe. 

La.  Cap.  Not  Romeo,  prince,  he  was  Mercutios  friend, 
His  fault  concludes  but  what  the  law  fhould  end, 
The  life  of  Tybalt. 

Prtn.  And  for  that  offence, 
Immediately  we  do  exile  him  hence : 
I  have  an  intereft  in  your  hearts  proceeding, 
My  blood  for  your  rude  brawls  doth  lye  a  bleeding, 
But  Til  amerce  you  with  fo  ftrong  a  fine, 
That  you  fhall  all  repent  the  lofs  of  mine. 
I  will  be  deaf  to  pleading  and  excufes, 
Nor  tears  nor  prayers  (hall  purchafe  out  abufes, 
Therefore  ufe  none  ->  let  Romeo  hence  in  hafte, 
Elfe  when  he  is  found,  that  hour  is  his  laft. 
Bear  hence  this  body,  and  attend  our  will : 
"  Mercy  but  murthers,  pardoning  thofe  that  kill.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV. 

An  Apartment  in  Capulet'*  Houfe. 
Enter  Juliet  alone. 

Jul.         A  L  L  O  P  apace,  you  fiery-footed  fteeds, 

VJ  To  Phabus  manfion  $  (uch  a  waggoner 
As  Phaeton,  would  whip  you  to  the  weft, 
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And  bring  in  cloudy  night  immediately. 

Spread  thy  clofe  curtain,  love-performing  night, 

That  run-aways  eyes  may  wink    and  Romeo 

Leap  to  thefe  arms,  untalkt  of  and  unfeen. 

Lovers  can  fee  to  do  their  am'rous  rites 

By  their  own  beauties :  or  if  love  be  blind, 

It  beft  agrees  with  night.    Come  civil  night, 

Thou  fober-fuited  matron,  all  in  black, 

And  learn  me  how  to  lofe  a  winning  match, 

Plaid  for  a  pair  of  ftainlefs  maidenheads. 

Hood  my  unmann'd  blood  baiting  in  my  cheeks, 

With  thy  balck  mantle ;  'till  ftrange  love,  grown  bold, 

Thinks  true  love  acted,  ilmple  modefty. 

Come  night,  come  Romeo,  come  thou  day  in  night, 

For  thou  wilt  lye  upon  the  wings  of  night, 

Whiter  than  new  fnow  on  a  raven's  back  : 

Come  gentle  night,  come  loving  black-brow'd  night, 

Give  me  my  Romeo,  and  when  he  mail  die 

Take  him  and  cut  him  out  in  little  ftars, 

And  he  will  make  the  face  of  heav'n  fo  fine, 

That  all  the  world  will  be  in  love  with  night, 

And  pay  no  worfhip  to  the  garifh  fun. 

O,  I  have  bought  the  manllon  of  a  love, 

But  not  polTeG'd  it  $  and  though  I  am  fold, 

Not  yet  enjoy'd  \  fo  tedious  is  this  day, 

As  is  the  night  before  fome  feftival, 

To  an  impatient  child  that  hath  new  robes, 

And  may  not  wear  them.    O  here  comes  my  nurfe! 

Enter  Nurfe  with  cords. 

And  fhe  brings  news,  and  every  tongue  that  fpeaks 
But  Romeo's  name,  fpeaks  heav'nly  eloquence  -y 
Now  nurfe,  what  news?  what  haft  thou  there  ? 

The 
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The  cords  that  Romeo  bid  thee  fetch  ? 

Nurfe.  Ay,  ay,  the  cords. 

Jul.  Ay  me,  what  news  ? 
Why  doft  thou  wring  thy  hands  ? 

Nurfe.  Ah  welladay  he's  dead,  he's  dead,  he's  dead ! 

We  are  undone,  lady,  we  are  undone  

Alack  the  day!  he's  gone,  he's  kill'd,  he's  dead. 

Jul.  Can  heaven  be  fo  envious  ? 

Nurfe.  Romeo  can, 
Though  heav'n  cannot.    O  Romeo/  Romeo  J 
Who  ever  would  have  thought  it,  Romeo? 

Jul.  What  devil  art  thou,  that  doft  torment  me  thus  ? 
This  torture  mould  be  roar'd  in  difmal  hell. 
Hath  Romeo  (lain  himfelf  ?  fay  thou  but  ay 
And  that  bare  vowel  ay,  (hall  poifon  more 
Than  the  death-darting  eye  of  cockatrice.  * 

Nurfe.  I  faw  the  wound,  I  faw  it  with  mine  eyes, 
God  fave  the  mark,  here  on  his  manly  breaft. 
A  piteous  coarfe,  a  bloody  piteous  coarfe  ,• 
Pale,  pale  as  afties,  all  bedawb'd  in  blood, 
All  in  gore  blood,  I  fwooned  at  the  fight. 

Jul.  O  break,  my  heart  poor  bankrupt  break  at  once! 

To  prifon,  eyes !  ne'er  look  on  liberty  $ 
Vile  earth  to  earth  refign,  end  motion  here, 
And  thou  and  Romeo  pre(s  one  heavy  bier! 

Nurfe.  O  Tybalt,  Tybalt,  the  beft  friend  I  had : 
O  courteous  Tybalt,  honeft  gentleman, 
That  ever  I  mould  live  to  fee  thee  dead. 

Jul.  What  ftorm  is  this  that  blows  fo  contrary  > 
Is  Romeo  flaughter'd?  and  is  Tybalt  dead? 
My  c  dear-lov'd  coufin,  and  my  dearer  lord  ? 
Then  let  the  trumpet  found  the  general  doom, 

*  'the  ftrange  lines  that  follow  here  in  the  common  books  are  not  in  the  old  edition. 
c  deareft. 

Vol.  VI.  P  p  For 
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For  who  is  living,  if  thofe  two  are  gone? 

Nurfe.  Tybalt  is  dead,  and  Romeo  banifhed, 
Romeo  that  kill'd  him,  he  is  banilhed. 

Jul.  O  God !  did  Romeo's  hand  med  Tybalt's  blood  ? 

Nurfe.  It  did,  it  did,  alas  the  day!  it  did. 

Jul.  O  ferpent  heart,  hid  with  a  flowring  face, 
Did  ever  dragon  keep  fo  fair  a  cave? 
Beautiful  tyrant,  fiend  angelical !  * 
O  nature!  what  hadft  thou  to  do  in  hell, 
When  thou  didft  bower  the  fpirit  of  a  fiend 
In  mortal  paradife  of  fuch  fweet  flefh  ? 
Was  ever  book  containing  fuch  vile  matter 
So  fairly  bound  ?  O  that  deceit  mould  dwell 
In  fuch  a  gorgeous  palace ! 

Nurfe.  There's  no  truft, 
No  faith,  no  honefty  in  men;  all  perjur'dj 
All,  all  forfworn ;  all  nanght  -f  and  all  diffemblers. 

Ah,  where's  my  man?  give  me  fbme  Aqua  vita  

Thefe  griefs,  thefe  woes,  thefe  forrows  make  me  old! 
Shame  come  to  Romeo  t 

Jul.  Blifter'd  be  thy  tongue 
For  fuch  a  wi(h,  he  was  not  born  to  fhame, 
Upon  his  brow  fhame  is  afham'd  to  fit: 
For  'tis  a  throne  where  honour  may  be  crown  d, 
Sole  monarch  of  the  univerfal  earth. 
O  what  a  beaft  was  I  to  chide  him  fb? 

Nurfe.  Will  you  (peak  well  of  him  that  kill'd  your  coufin? 
Jul.  Shall  I  fpeak  ill  of  him  that  is  my  husband  ? 
Ah  poor  my  lord,  what  tongue  mall  fmooth  thy  name, 

*  fiend  angelical, 

\  Ravenous  dove,  feather' d  raven, 
Wolvifh-ravening  lamb, 
Defpifed  fubftance  of  divined  {how: 
Juft  oppofite  ro  what  thou  juftly  feem'ft. 
A  damned  faint,  an  honourable  villain; 
O  nature!  &c. 

f  Thefe  lines  not  in  the  firji  edition,  as  well  as  fome  others  which  I  have  omitted. 
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When  I  thy  three  hours  wife  have  mangled  it! 

But  wherefore  villain  didft  thou  kill  my  coufin  ? 

That  villain  coufin  would  have  kill'd  my  husband. 

Back  foolim  tears,  back  to  your  native  ipring,- 

Your  tributary  drops  belong  to  woe, 

Which  you  miftaking  offer  up  to  joy. 

My  husband  lives  that  Tybalt  would  have  llain, 

And  Tybalt  dead  that  would  have  kill'd  my  husband 

All  this  is  comfort  ;  wherefore  weep  I  then  ? 

Some  word  there  was  worfer  than  Tybalt's  death 

That  murther'd  me ;  I  would  forget  it  fain, 

But  oh  it  prefTes  to  my  memory, 

Like  damned  guilty  deeds  to  finners  minds 

Tybalt  is  dead,  and  Romeo  bamfhed! 

That  bam/hed,  that  one  word  bamfhed, 

Hath  flain  ten  thoufand  Tybalts :  Tybalt's  death 

Was  woe  enough,  if  it  had  ended  there: 

Or  if  (bw'r  woe  delights  in  fellowfhip, 

And  needly  will  be  rank'd  with  other  griefs, 

Why  follow'd  not,  when  (he  faid  Tybalt's  dead, 

Thy  Father  or  thy  Mother,  nay,  or  both  ? 

But  with  a  rear- ward  following  Tybalt's  death, 

Romeo  is  banifloed  to  fpeak  that  word, 

Is  father,  mother,  Tybalt,  Romeo,  Juliet, 

All  flain,  all  dead!  Romeo  is  bamfhed / 

There  is  no  end,  no  limit,  meafure,  bound, 

In  that  word's  death  ,•  no  words  can  that  woe  found. 

Where  is  my  father,  and  my  mother,  nurfe  ? 

Nurfe.  Weeping  and  wailing  over  Tybalt's  coarfe. 
Will  you  go  to  them  ?  I  will  bring  you  thither. 

Jul.  Warn  they  his  wounds  with  tears  ?  mine  mail  be  (pent, 
When  theirs  are  dry,  for  Romeo's  baniftiment. 

jy#rfe.  Hie  to  your  chamber,  I'll  find  Romeo 

Pp  i  To 
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To  comfort  you.    I  wot  well  where  he  is. 
Hark  ye,  your  Romeo  will  be  here  at  night  -t 

I'll  to  him,  he  is  hid  at  Lawrence  cell. 
Jul.  O  find  him,  give  this  ring  to  my  true  knight, 

And  bid  him  come,  to  take  his  laft  farewel.  [Exeunt: 

scene  v. 

The  Monaftery. 

Enter  Friar  Lawrence  and  Romeo. 

Frt.  T)  OMEO  come  forth,  come  forth  thou  fearful  man, 

IV  Affliction  is  enamour'd  of  thy  parts ; 
And  thou  art  wedded  to  calamity. 

Rom.  Father,  what  news  ?  what  is  the  prince's  doom? 
What  forrow  craves  d  acquaintance  at  my  hand, 
That  I  yet  know  not  ? 

Frt.  Too  familiar 
Is  my  dear  fori  with  fuch  fow'r  company. 
I  bring  thee  tydings  of  the  prince's  doom  ? 

Rom.  W  hat  lefs  than  dooms-day,  is  the  prince's  doom? 

Frt.  A  gentler  judgment  vanifli'd  from  his  lips, 
Not  body's  death,  but  body's  banifliment. 

Rom.  Ha,  banifliment!  be  merciful,  fay  death; 
For  exile  hath  more  terror  in  his  look, 
Than  death  it  felf.    Do  not  fay  banifliment. 

Frt.  Here  from  Verona  art  thou  baniflied  : 
Be  patient,  for  the  world  is  broad  and  wide. 

Rom.  There  is  no  world  without  Verona's  walls, 
But  purgatory,  torture,  hell  it  felf. 
Hence  baniflied,  is  banifh'd  from  the  world, 

And 

<*  admittance. 
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c  And  world-exil'd,  is  death.    Calling  death  baniflimenc, 
Thou  cut'ft  my  head  off  with  an  golden  ax, 
And  fmil'ft  upon  the  ftroak  that  murthers  me. 

Fri,  O  deadly  fin!  O  rude  unthankfulnefs! 
Thy  fault  our  law  calls  death,  but  the  kind  prince 
Taking  thy  part  hath  rufht  afide  the  law, 
And  turn'd  that  black  word  death  to  banifhment. 
f  This  is  meer  mercy,  and  thou  feed  it  not. 

Rom.  'Tis  torture,  and  not  mercy:  heav'n  is  here 
Where  Juliet  lives ;  and  every  cat  and  dog 
And  little  moufe,  every  unworthy  thing 
Lives  here  in  heaven,  and  may  look  on  her, 
But  Romeo  may  not.    More  validity, 
More  honourable  ftate,  more  courtmip  lives 
In  carrion  flies,  than  Romeo:  they  may  feize 
On  the  white  wonder  of  dear  Juliefs  hand, 
And  fteal  immortal  bleflings  from  her  lips,-  * 
8  But  Romeo  may  not,  he  is  banifhed ! 
O  father,  hadft  thou  no  ftrong  poifon  mixt, 
No  marp  ground  knife,  no  prefent  means  of  death, 
But  banifhment  to  torture  me  withal  ? 
O  Friar,  the  damned  ufe  that  word  in  hell  j 
Howlings  attend  it :  how  haft  thou  the  heart, 
Being  a  divine,  a  ghoftly  confeflbr, 
A  fin-ab(blver,  and  my  friend  profeft, 

c   jfnd  'world's  exile  is  death.    'Then  banijhed 
Is  death  mif- termed,  calling  death  banijhed. 

{  that  is  dear  mercy. 

g  Which  even  in  pure  and  veflal  modefty 
Still  blujh ,  and  thinking  their  own  kijfes  fin. 
This  may  flies  do,  when  I  from  this  muft  fly, 
jlnd  fay' ft  thou  yet,  that  exile  is  not  death  ? 
But  Romeo  may  not,  he  is  banijhed. 
Hadft  thou  no  poifon  mixt,  no  Jharp- ground  knife, 
No  fudden  mean  of  death,  tho>  ne'er  fo  mean, 
But  banijhed  to  kill  ms  ?  b.i  iijh  ed  ? 
O  Friar,  2cc. 
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To  mangle  me  with  that  word,  banifhment  ? 

Fri.  Fond  mad-man,  hear  me  fpeak. 

Rom.  O  thou  wilt  fpeak  again  of  banimment. 

Fri.  I'll  give  thee  armour  to  bear  off  that  word, 
Adverllty's  fweet  milk,  philofophy, 
To  comfort  thee,  tho'  thou  art  banifhed. 

Rom.  Yet  banifhed  ?  hang  up  philofophy  : 
Unlefs  philofophy  can  make  a  Juliet, 
Difplant  a  town,  reverfe  a  prince's  doom, 
It  helps  not,  it  prevails  not,  talk  no  more  

Fri.  O  then  I  fee  that  mad  men  have  no  ears. 

Rom.  How  mould  they,  when  that  wife  men  have  no  eyes; 

Fri.  Let  me  difpute  with  thee  of  thy  eftate. 

Rom.  Thou  canft  not  fpeak  of  what  thou  doft  not  feel: 
Wert  thou  as  young  h  as  I,  Juliet  thy  love, 
An  hour  but  married,  Tybalt  murthered, 
Doting  like  me,  and  like  me  banifhed  -t 
Then  might'ft  thou  fpeak,  then  might'ft  thou  tear  thy  hair, 
And  all  upon  the  ground  as  I  do  now, 
Taking  the  meafure  of  an  unmade  grave. 

[Throwing  him/elf  on  the  ground. 

Fri.  Arife,  one  knocks;  good  Romeo  hide  thy  felf. 

[Knock  within. 

Thou  wilt  be  taken  flay  a  while  (land  up,-  [Knocks. 

Run  to  my  ftudy  By  and  by  God's  will; 

What  wilfulnefs  is  this  1  come,  I  come.  [Knock. 

Who  knocks  fo  hard?  whence  come  you?  what's  your  will? 

Nurfe.  [Within.']  Let  me  come  in,  and  you  fhall  know  my 
errand : 
I  come  from  lady  Juliet, 

Fri.  Welcome  then. 

Enter  Nurfe. 
Nurfe.  O  holy  Friar,  oh  tell  me  holy  Friar, 

Where 

h  as  young  as  Juliet  my  Jove. 
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Where  is  my  lady's  lord?  where's  Romeo? 

Fri.  There,  on  the  ground,  with  his  own  tears  made  drunk. 

Nurfe.  O  he  is  even  in  my  miftrefs's  cafe, 
Juft  in  her  cafe,  O  woful  fympathy ! 
Piteous  predicament!  even  fb  lies  fhe, 
Blubbring  and  weeping,  weeping  and  blubbering. 
Why  mould  you  fall  into  fo  deep  an  oh !  

Rom.  Nurfe. 

Nurfe.  Ah  Sir!  ah  Sir !  Death  is  the  end  of  all. 

Rom.  Speak'ft  thou  of  Juliet  ?  how  is  it  with  her  ? 
Doth  not  {he  think  me  an  old  murtherer, 
Now  have  I  ftain'd  the  child-hood  of  our  joy 
With  blood,  remov'd  but  little  from  her  own  ? 
Where  is  fhe  ?  and  how  does  fhe  ?  and  what  fays 
My  conceal'd  lady  to  our  1  cancell'd  love  ? 

Nurfe.  O  fhe  fays  nothing,  Sir,  but  weeps  and  weeps, 
And  now  falls  on  her  bed,  and  then  ftarts  up, 
And  Tybalt  cries,  and  then  on  Romeo  calls, 
And  then  down  falls  again. 

Rom.  As  if  that  name 
Shot  from  the  deadly  level  of  a  gun 
Did  murther  her,  as  that  name's  curfed  hand 
Murther'd  her  kinfman.    Tell  me,  Friar,  tell  me, 
In  what  vile  part  of  this  anatomy 
Doth  my  name  lodge  ?  tell  me,  that  I  may  fack 
The  hateful  manfion. 

Fri.  Hold  thy  defperate  hand : 
Art  thou  a  man  ?  thy  form  cries  out,  thou  art : 
Thy  tears  are  womanifh,  thy  wild  ads  do  note 
Th'  unreafonable  fury  of  a  beaft. 
Thou  haft  amaz'd  me.    By  my  holy  order, 
I  thought  thy  difpofition  better  temper'd. 
Haft  thou  flain  Tybalt  ?  wilt  thou  flay  thy  felf  ? 

And 

*  conceal' d 
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And  flay  thy  lady  too,  that  lives  in  thee?  * 
What,  roufe  thee,  man,  thy  Juliet  is  alive, 
For  whofe  dear  fake  thou  waft  but  lately  dead : 
There  art  thou  happy.    Tybalt  would  kill  thee, 
But  thou  flew'ft  Tybalt  j  there  thou'rt  happy  too. 
The  law  that  threatned  death  became  thy  friend, 
And  turn'd  it  to  exile,-  there  art  thou  happy. 
A  pack  of  bleffings  light  upon  thy  back, 
Happinefs  courts  thee  in  her  beft  array, 
But  like  a  misbehav'd  and  fullen  wench, 
Thou  1  pout'ft  upon  thy  fortune  and  thy  love. 
Take  heed,  take  heed,  for  fuch  die  miferable. 
Go  get  thee  to  thy  love,  as  was  decreed, 
Afcend  her  chamber,  hence  and  comfort  her: 
But  look  thou  ftay  not  'till  the  watch  be  fet, 
For  then  thou  canft  not  pafs  to  Mantua, 
Where  thou  malt  live,  'till  we  can  find  a  time 
To  blaze  your  marriage,  reconcile  your  friends, 
Beg  pardon  of  thy  prince,  and  call  thee  back 
With  twenty  hundred  thoufand  times  more  joy, 
Than  thou  went'ft  forth  in  lamentation. 
Go  before,  nurfe,-  commend  me  to  thy  lady, 
And  bid  her  haften  all  the  houfe  to  bed, 
Which  heavy  forrow  makes  them  apt  unto. 
Romeo  is  coming. 

Nurfe.  O  lord,  I  could  have  ftaid  here  all  night  long, 
To  hear  good  counfel:  oh,  what  learning  is! 
My  lord,  I'll  tell  my  lady  you  will  come. 

Rom.  Do  10,  and  bid  my  fweet  prepare  to  chide. 

Nurfe.  Here,  Sir,  a  ring  me  bid  me  give  you,  Sir : 
Hie  you,  make  hafte,  for  it  grows  very  late. 

*  Here  follows  in  the  common  books  a  great  deal  of  nonfenfe,  not  one  'word  of  which 
is  to  be  found  in  the  firjl  edition. 
1  Thou  putt  eft  up  thy  fortune. 

Rom. 
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Rom.  How  well  my  comfort  is  reviv'd  by  this. 

Frs.  Sojourn  in  Mantua;  I'll  find  out  your  man, 
And  he  (hall  fignifie  from  time  to  time 
Every  good  hap  to  you  that  chances  here : 
Give  me  thy  hand,  'tis  late,  farewel,  good-night. 

Rom.  But  that  a  joy,  paftjoy,  calls  out  on  me, 
It  were  a  grief,  fo  brief  to  part  with  thee.  [Exeunt. 


*    SCENE  VI. 

Capulet^  Houfe. 

Enter  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  and  Paris. 

Cap.  'TpHINGS  have  fain  out,  Sir,  fo  unluckily, 

X    That  we  have  had  no  time  to  move  our  daughter : 
Look  you,  fhe  lov'd  her  kinfman  Tybalt  dearly, 

And  fo  did  I  Well,  we  were  born  to  die  

'Tis  very  late,  {he'll  not  come  down  to-night. 

Par.  Thefe  times  of  woe  afford  no  time  to  wooe : 
Madam,  good-night,  commend  me  to  your  daughter. 

Cap.  Sir  Parts,  I  will  make  a  defperate  tender 
Of  my  child's  love :  I  think  fhe  will  be  rul'd 
In  all  refpe&s  by  me,  nay  more,  I  doubt  it  not. 
But  foft;  what  day  is  this? 

Par.  Monday,  my  lord. 

Cap.  Monday}  ha!  ha!  well,  Wednefday  is  too  foon, 
On  Thurfday  let  it  be :  you  (hall  be  marry'd. 

We'll  keep  no  great  a-do  a  friend  or  two  

For,  hark  you,  Tybalt  being  (lain  fo  late, 
It  may  be  thought  we  held  him  carelefly, 
Being  our  kinfman,  if  we  revel  much  : 

Vol.  VI.  Q. q  There- 

*  Some  few  unnecejfary  verfes  are  omitted  in  this  fane  according  to  the  oldeft  editions. 
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Therefore  we'll  have  fome  half  a  dozen  friends, 
And  there's  an  end.    But  what  fay  you  to  Thursday? 

Par.  My  lord,  I  would  that  Thurfday  were  to-morrow. 

Cap.  Well,  get  you  gone  on  Thurfday  be  it  then : 

Go  you  to  Juliet  ere  you  go  to  bed,  [To  lady  Capulet. 

Prepare  her,  wife,  againft  this  wedding-day. 
Farewel,  my  lord  —  light  to  my  chamber,  hoa! 
Good-night.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  VII. 

The  Garden. 

Enter  Romeo  and  Juliet  above  at  a  window  -}  a  ladder 

of  ropes  fet. 

Jul.  1  "T  "T  7 1 L  T  thou  be  gone  ?  it  is  not  yet  near  day  : 
<    V  V    It  was  the  Nightingale,  and  not  the  Lark, 
'  That  piere'd  the  fearful  hollow  of  thine  ear; 

*  Nightly  {he  fings  on  yond  pomgranate  tree : 
i  Believe  me  love,  it  was  the  nightingale. 

Rom.  c  It  was  the  Lark,  the  herald  of  the  morn, 
'  No  Nightingale.    Look,  love,  what  envious  ftreaks 

*  Do  lace  the  fevering  clouds  in  yonder  eaft: 

4  Night's  candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  day 

*  Stands  tiptoe  on  the  mifty  mountain  tops. 
1  I  muft  be  gone  and  live,  or  ftay  and  dye. 

Jul.  '  Yon  light  is  not  day-light,  I  know  it  well: 
1  It  is  fome  meteor  that  the  fun  exhales, 
«  To  be  to  thee  this  night  a  torch-bearer, 
(  And  light  thee  on  thy  way  to  Mantua 5 

'  Then 
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c  m  Then  ftay  a  while,  thou  malt  not  go  Co  foon. 

Rom.  '  Let  me  then  ftay,  let  me  be  ta'en  and  dye,- 
€  If  thou  wilt  have  it  Co,  I  am  content. 
c  I'll  fay  yon  gray  is  not  the  morning's  eye, 
c  'Tis  but  the  pale  reflex  of  Cynthia's  brow  ,• 
'  I'll  fay  it  is  the  Nightingale  that  beats 
c  The  vaulty  heav'ns  fo  high  above  our  heads, 
c  And  not  the  Lark,  the  meflenger  of  morn. 
c  Come  death  and  welcome :  Juliet  wills  it  Co. 
c  What  fays  my  love  ?  let's  talk,  it  is  not  day. 

Jul.  It  is,  it  is,  hie  hence,  be  gone,  away  : 
It  is  the  lark  that  rings  fo  out  of  tune, 
Straining  harm  difcords,  and  unpleafing  {harps. 
Some  fay  the  lark  makes  fweet  dividon ; 
This  doth  not  fo :  for  (he  divideth  us. 
f  Some  fay,  the  lark  and  loathed  toad  change  eyes, 
O  now  I  would  they  had  chang'd  voices  too ! 

0  now  be  gone,  more  light  and  light  it  grows. 
Rom.  Farewel  my  love :  one  kifs,  and  I'll  defcend. 

Enter  Nurfe. 

Nurfe.  Madam. 
Jul,  Nurfe. 

Nurfe.  Your  lady  mother's  coming  to  your  cham  ber: 
The  day  is  broke,  be  wary,  look  about. 

Jul.  Art  thou  gone  Co>  love!  lord!  ah  husband!  friend! 

1  muft  hear  from  thee  ev'ry  day  in  th'  hour, 
For  in  a  minute  there  are  many  days. 

m  'therefore  flay,  yet  thou  needfl  not  to  be  gone. 

Rom .  Let  me  be  to*  en,  let  me  be  put  to  death, 
I  am  content ;,  if  thou  wilt  have  it  fo. 
Pit  fay  yon  gray  is  not  the  morning's  eye, 
'Us  but  the  pale  reflex  of  Cynthia'*  brow, 
Nor  that  is  not  the  lark  whofe  notes  do  beat 
"the  vaulty  heav'ns  fo  high  above  our  heads. 
I  have  more  care  to  flay  than  will  to  go. 
Come  death  &c. 
t  alluding  to  fome  fable,  or  fome  notion  of  the  Naturalifts. 

Q.q  *  0 
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O  by  this  count  I  mall  be  much  id  years, 
Ere  I  again  behold  my  Romeo. 

Rom.  Farewel :  I  will  omit  no  opportunity, 
That  may  convey  my  greetings,  love,  to  thee. 

Jul.  O  think'ft  thou  we  mail  ever  meet  again  ? 

Rom.  I  doubt  it  not,  and  all  thefe  woes  mail  ferve 
For  fweet  difcourfes,  in  our  time  to  come. 

Jul.  O  God!  I  have  an  ill-divining  foul, 
Methinks  I  fee  thee,  now  thou  art  below, 

As  one  dead  in  the  bottom  of  a  tomb :  [Romeo  defcends. 

Either  my  eye-fight  fails,  or  thou  look'ft  pale. 

Rom.  And  truft  me,  love,  in  mine  eye  fo  do  you  : 
Dry  Sorrow  drinks  our  blood.    Adieu,  adieu.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VIII. 

Juliet'*  Chamber, 
Enter  Juliet. 

Jul.  Oh  fortune,  fortune,  all  men  call  thee  fickle, 
If  thou  art  fickle,  what  dofl:  thou  with  him 
That  is  renown'd  for  faith?  be  fickle  fortune: 
For  then  I  hope  thou  wilt  not  keep  him  long, 
But  fend  him  back. 

Enter  lady  Capulet. 
La.  Cap.  Ho  daughter,  are  you  up  ? 
Jul.  Who  is't  that  calls  ?  is  it  my  lady  mother? 
What  unaccuftom'd  caufe  procures  her  hither  I 
La.  Cap.  Why  how  now,  Juliet? 
Jul.  Madam,  I'm  not  well. 

La.  Cap.  Evermore  weeping  for  your  coufin's  death  ? 
What,  wilt  thou  warn  him  from  his  grave  with  tears?  * 
Jul.  Yet  let  me  weep,  for  fuch  a  feeling  lofs. 

*  Several  unnecejfary  lines  are  omitted  in  this  fceney  which  is  printed  more  agreeably 
1o  the  firjl  edition. 

La> 
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La.  Cap.  Well  girl,  thou  weep'ft  not  fo  much  for  his  death, 
As  that  the  villain  lives  which  flaughter'd  him. 

Jul.  What  villain,  madam  ? 

La.  Cap.  That  fame  villain,  Romeo. 

Jul.  Villain  and  he  are  many  miles  afunder. 

La.  Cap.  Content  thee  girl.    If  I  could  find  a  man, 
I  foon  would  fend  to  Mantua  where  he  is, 
And  give  him  fuch  an  unaccuftom'd  dram 
That  he  mould  foon  keep  Tybalt  company. 

Jul.  Find  you  the  means,  and  I'll  find  fuch  a  man, 
For  while  he  lives,  my  heart  mall  ne'er  be  light 

'Till  I  behold  him  dead  is  my  poor  heart, 

Thus  for  a  kinfman  vext  I 

La.  Cap.  Well,  let  that  pafs. 
I  come  to  bring  thee  joyful  tydings,  girl. 

Jul.  And  joy  comes  well  in  fuch  a  needful  time. 
What  are  they,  I  befeech  your  ladyfhip? 

La.  Cap.  Well,  well,  thou  haft  a  careful  father,  child  $ 
One,  who  to  put  thee  from  thy  heavinefs, 
Hath  forted  out  a  fudden  day  of  joy, 
That  thou  expe&'ft  not,  nor  I  look'd  not  for. 

Jul  Madam,  in  happy  time,  what  day  is  this? 

La.  Cap.  Marry,  my  child,  early  next  Thurfday  morn, 
The  gallant,  young,  and  noble  gentleman, 
The  county  Paris,  at  St.  Peters  church, 
Shall  happily  make  thee  a  joyful  bride. 

Jul.  Now  by  St.  Peter's  church,  and  Peter  too, 
He  mall  not  make  me  there  a  joyful  bride. 
I  wonder  at  this  hafte,  that  I  muft  wed 
Ere  he  that  muft  be  husband  comes  to  wooe, 
I  pray  you  tell  my  lord  and  father,  madam, 
I  will  not  marry  yet,  and  when  I  do, 
It  fhall  be  Romeo,  whom  you  know  I  hate, 
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Rather  than  Parts.    Thefe  are  news  indeed. 

La.  Cap.  Here  comes  your  father,  tell  him  fo  your  felf, 
And  fee  how  he  will  take  it  at  your  hands. 

Enter  Capulet  and  nurfe. 

Cap.  How  now?  a  conduit,  girl?  what,  ftill  in  tears? 
Evermore  fhow'ring?  in  one  little  body 
Thou  counterfeit'^  a  bark,  a  fea,  a  wind; 
For  ftill  thy  eyes,  which  I  may  call  the  fea, 
Do  ebb  and  flow  with  tears ;  the  bark  thy  body  is 
Sailing  in  this  fait  flood:  the  winds  thy  fighs, 
Which  raging  with  thy  tears,  and  they  with  them, 
Without  a  fudden  calm,  will  overfet 

Thy  tempeft-tofled  body  How  now,  wife? 

Have  you  deliver'd  to  her  our  decree  ? 

La.  Cap.  Ay,  Sir ;  but  me  will  none,  fhe  gives  you  thanks 
I  would  the  fool  were  married  to  her  grave. 

Cap.  Soft,  take  me  with  you,  take  me  with  you,  wife. 
How,  will  me  none  ?  doth  fhe  not  give  us  thanks  ? 
Is  fhe  not  proud  ?  doth  me  not  count  her  bleft, 
Unworthy  as  fhe  is,  that  we  have  wrought 
So  worthy  a  gentleman  to  be  her  bridegroom? 

Jul.  Not  proud,  you  have,-  but  thankful,  that  you  have. 
Proud  can  I  never  be  of  what  I  hate, 
But  thankful  even  for  hate,  that  is  meant  love. 

Cap.  Proud!  and  I  thank  you!  and  I  thank  you  not! 
Thank  me  no  thankings,  nor  proud  me  no  prouds, 
But  fettle  your  fine  joints  'gainft  Thurfday  next, 
To  go  with  Paris  to  faint  Peter's  church : 
Or  I  will  drag  thee  on  a  hurdle  thither. 

La.  Gap.  Fie,  fie,  what  are  you  mad  ? 

Jul.  Good  father,  I  befeech  you  on  my  knees, 
Hear  me  with  patience,  but  to  fpeak  a  word. 
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Cap.  Hang  thee,  young  baggage,  difobedient  wretch, 
I  tell  thee  what,  get  thee  to  church  a  Thurfda^i 
Or  never  after  look  me  in  the  face. 
Speak  not,  reply  not,  do  not  anfwer  me, 
My  fingers  itch.    Wife,  we  fcarce  thought  us  bleft, 
That  God  had  feat  us  but  this  only  child, 
But  now  I  fee  this  one  is  one  too  much, 
And  that  we  have  a  curfe  in  having  her: 
Out  on  her,  hilding. 

JSurfe.  God  in  heaven  blefs  her: 
You  are  to  blame,  my  lord,  to  rate  her  fo. 

Cap.  And  why,  my  lady  wifdom  ?  hold  your  tongue, 
Good  prudence,  fmatter  with  your  goffips,  go. 

Nurfe.  I  fpeak  no  treafon  O  god-ye-good-den  

May  not  one  (peak  ? 

Cap.  Peace  you  mumbling  fool, 
Utter  your  gravity  o'er  a  goffip's  bowl, 
For  here  we  need  it  not. 

La.  Cap.  You  are  too  hot. 

Cap.  God's  bread,  it  makes  me  mad:  "day,  night,  late,  early, 
At  home,  abroad  -y  alone,  in  company, 
Waking  or  fleeping  ,•  ft  ill  my  care  hath  been 
To  have  her  match'd  j  and  having  now  provided 
A  gentleman  of  noble  parentage, 
Of  fair  demeans,  youthful,  and  nobly  allied, 
StufPd  as  they  fay  with  honourable  parts, 
Proportion'd  as  ones  thought  would  wifh  a  man : 
And  then  to  have  a  wretched  puling  fool, 
A  whining  mammet,  in  her  fortunes  tender, 
To  anfwer,  I'll  not  wed,  I  cannot  love, 
I  am  too  young,  I  pray  you  pardon  me — 

n  Day,  night,  hour,  tide,  time,  work,  and  play, 
Alone,  in  company,  jflill  my  care  hath  been  &c. 

But 
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But,  if  you  will  not  wed,  I'll  pardon  you: 

Graze  where  you  will,  you  (hall  not  houfe  with  me: 

Look  to't,  think  on't,  I  do  not  ufe  to  jeft. 

Thurfday  is  near,  lay  hand  on  heart,  advife ; 

If  you  be  mine,  I'll  give  you  to  my  friend  : 

If  you  be  not,  hang,  beg,  ftarve,  die  i'th'  ftreets; 

For,  by  my  foul,  I'll  ne'er  acknowledge  thee, 

Nor  what  is  mine  fhall  ever  do  thee  good: 

Truft  to't,  bethink  you,  I'll  not  be  forfworn. 

Jul.  Is  there  no  pity  fitting  in  the  clouds, 
That  fees  into  the  bottom  of  my  grief  ? 

0  fweet  my  mother,  caft  me  not  away, 
Delay  this  marriage  for  a  month,  a  week, 
Or  if  you  do  not,  make  the  bridal  bed 

In  that  dim  monument  where  Tybalt  lyes. 

La.  Cap.  Talk  not  to  me,  for  I'll  not  (peak  a  word 
Do  as  thou  wilt,  for  I  have  done  with  thee. 

Jul.  O  God!  O  nurfe,  how  fhall  this  be  prevented? 
Alack,  alack,  that  heav'n  mould  practife  ftratagems 
Upon  fo  fbft  a  fubject  as  my  felf. 

Nurfe.  Faith  here  it  is: 
Romeo  is  banifh'd,  all  the  world  to  nothing 
That  he  dares  ne'er  come  back  to  challenge  you: 
Or  if  he  do,  it  needs  muft  be  by  ftealth. 
Then  fince  the  cafe  fo  ftands  as  now  it  doth, 

1  think  it  bed  you  married  with  the  count. 
Oh  he's  a  lovely  gentleman! 

Romeo's  a  dim-clout  to  him ;  an  eagle,  madam, 
Hath  not  fo  green,  fo  quick,  fo  fair  an  eye 
As  Paris  hath.     Bemrew  my  very  heart, 
I  think  you  happy  in  this  fecond  match, 
For  it  excels  your  rlrft,-  or  if  it  did  not, 


Romeo  and  Juliet.  313 

Your  firft  is  dead,  or  'twere  as  good  he  were, 
As  living  here,  and  you  no  ufe  of  him. 

Jul.  Speakeft  thou  from  thy  heart  ? 

Nurfe.  And  from  my  foul  too, 
Or  elfe  beflirew  them  both. 

Jul.  Amen. 

Nurfe.  What? 

Jul.  Well,  thou  haft  comforted  me  marvellous  much  1 
Go  in,  and  tell  my  lady  I  am  gone, 
Having  difpleas'd  my  father,  to  Lawrence*  cell, 
To  make  confeflion,  and  to  be  abfblved. 

Nurfe.  Marry  I  will,  and  this  is  wifely  done.  [Exit. 

Jul.  Ancient  damnation !  O  moft  wicked  fiend ! 
Is  it  more  fin  to  wifh  me  thus  forfworn, 
Or  to  difpraife  my  lord  with  that  fame  tongue 
Which  fhe  hath  prais'd  him  with  above  compare, 
So  many  thoufand  times?  go,  counfellor, 
Thou  and  my  bofom  henceforth  mall  be  twain  : 
I'll  to  the  Friar  to  know  his  remedy. 

V  all  elfe  fail,  my  felf  have  power  to  die.  [Exit. 
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ACT   IV.   SCENE  I. 

The  Monaflery. 
Enter  Friar  Lawrence  and  Paris. 

F  r  1  A  R. 
N  Thwfday,  Sir!  the  time  is  very  {hort. 
Par.  My  father  Capulet  will  have  it  fb, 
And  I  am  nothing  flow  to  Hack  his  hafte. 

Fri.  You  fay  you  do  not  know  the  lady's  mind: 
Uneven  is  this  courfe,  I  like  it  not. 

Par.  Immoderately  {he  weeps  for  Tybalt's  death, 
And  therefore  have  I  little  talk'd  of  love, 
For  Venm  fmiles  not  in  a  houfe  of  tears. 
Now,  Sir,  her  father  counts  it  dangerous 
That  me  mould  give  her  forrow  fo  much  fway; 
And,  in  his  wifdom,  haftes  our  marriage, 
To  (top  the  inundation  of  her  tears; 
Which  too  much  minded  by  her  felf  alone, 
May  be  put  from  her  by  fociety. 
Now  do  you  know  the  reafon  of  this  hafte? 

Fri.  I  would  I  knew  not  why  it  mould  be  flow'd. 
Look,  Sir,  here  comes  the  lady  tow'rds  my  cell. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Par.  Welcome  my  love,  my  lady  and  my  wife. 
Jul.  That  may  be,  Sir,  when  I  may  be  a  wife. 
Par.  That  may  be,  muft  be,  love,  on  Thurfday  next. 
Jul.  What  muft  be,  fhall  be. 


Fri.  That's  a  certain  text. 


Par. 
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Par.  Come  you  to  make  confeflion  to  this  father  f 

Jul.  To  anfwer  that  were  to  confeft  to  you. 

Par.  Do  not  deny  to  him,  that  you  love  me. 

Jul.  I  will  confefs  to  you  that  I  love  him. 

Par.  So  will  ye,  I  am  fure,  that  you  love  me. 

Jul.  If  I  do  fb,  it  will  be  of  more  price, 
Being  fpoke  behind  your  back,  than  to  your  face. 

Par.  Poor  foul,  thy  face  is  much  abus'd  with  tears. 

Jul.  The  tears  have  got  fmail  victory  by  that: 
For  it  was  bad  enough  before  their  fpight. 

Par.  Thou  wrong'ft  it,  more  than  tears,  with  that  report. 

Jul.  That  is  no  (lander,  Sir,  which  is  but  truth, 
And  what  I  fpeak,  I  fpeak  it  to  my  face. 

Par.  Thy  face  is  mine,  and  thou  haft  flander'd  it. 

Jul.  It  may  be  fb,  for  it  is  not  mine  own. 
Are  you  at  leifure,  holy  father,  now, 
Or  (hall  I  come  to  you  at  evening  mafs? 

Fri.  My  leifure  ferves  me,  penfive  daughter,  now. 
My  lord,  I  muft  intreat  the  time  alone. 

Par.  God  fhield,  I  mould  difturb  devotion : 
Juliet  farewel,  and  keep  this  holy  kifs.  [Exit  Paris, 

Jul  Go  (hut  the  door,  and  when  thou  haft  done  fo, 
Come  weep  with  me,  paft  hope,  paft  cure,  paft  help. 

Fri,  O  Juliet,  I  already  know  your  grief, 
I  hear  thou  muft,  and  nothing  may  prorogue  it, 
On  Thurfday  next  be  married  to  this  Count. 

Jul.  Tell  me  not,  Friar,  that  thou  hear'ft  of  this, 
Unlefs  thou  tell  me  how  I  may  prevent  it. 
If  in  thy  wifdom  thou  canft  give  no  help, 
Do  thou  but  call  my  refolution  wife, 
And  with  this  knife  111  help  it  prefently. 
God  join'd  my  heart  and  Romeo's,  thou  our  hands, 
And  ere  this  hand,  by  thee  to  Romeo  (eal'd, 

Rr  z  Shall 


g  16         Romeo  and  Juliet. 

Shall  be  the  label  to  another  deed, 
Or  my  true  heart  with  treacherous  revolt 
Turn  to  another,  this  mail  flay  them  both : 
Therefore  out  of  thy  long-experienc'd  time, 
Give  me  fome  prefent  counfel,  or  behold 
'Twixt  my  extreams  and  me  this  bloody  knife 
Shall  play  the  umpire;  arbitrating  that, 
Which  the  commiffion  of  thy  years  and  art 
Could  to  no  iffue  of  true  honour  bring : 
a  Speak  not,  be  brief;  for  I  defire  to  dye, 
If  what  thou  fpeak'ft  fpeak  not  of  remedy. 

Fri.  Hold,  daughter,  I  do  'fpy  a  kind  of  hope, 
Which  craves  as  defperate  an  execution, 
As  that  is  defp'rate  which  we  would  prevent. 
If  rather  than  to  marry  County  Parts 
Thou  haft  the  ftrength  or  will  to  flay  thy  (elf, 
Then  it  is  likely  thou  wilt  undertake 
A  thing  like  death  to  chide  away  this  (hame, 
That  cop'ft  with  death  bimfelf,  to  'fcape  from  it: 
And  if  thou  dar'ft,  I'll  give  thee  remedy. 

Jul.  O  bid  me  leap,  rather  than  marry  Partsi 
From  off  the  battlements  of  yonder  tower; 
bOr  chain  me  to  fome  fteepy  mountain's  top 
Where  roaring  bears  and  favage  lions  roam; 
Or  (hut  me  nightly  in  a  charnel  houfe, 
O'er-cover'd  quite  with  dead  mens  ratling  bones, 
With  reeky  fhanks,  and  yellow  chaplefs  skulls ; 
Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new-made  grave, 
And  hide  me  with  a  dead  man  in  his  fhroud ; 
Things  that  to  hear  them  cnam'd,  have  made  me  tremble; 
And  I  will  do  it  without  fear  or  doubt,  To 

a  Be  not  fo  long  to  [peak,  I  long  to  die. 

b  Or  walk  in  thieviJJj  ways,  or  bid  me  lurk 
Where  ferpents  are,  chain  me  with  roaring  bears,  <J 
Or  bide  me  nightly,  &c.   It  is  thus  the  editions  vary. 

c  told. 
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To  live  an  unftain'd  wife  to  my  fweet  love. 

Fri  Hold  Juliet :  hye  thee  home,  get  thee  to  bed  : 
(Let  not  thy  Nurfe  lye  with  thee  in  thy  chamber :) 
And  when  thou  art  alone,  take  thou  this  viol, 
And  this  diftilled  liquor  drink  thou  off, 
When  prefently  through  all  thy  veins  fhall  run 
A  cold  and  drowfie  humour,  which  (hall  feize 
Each  vital  fpirit ;  for  no  pulfe  fhall  keep 
His  nat'ral  progrefs,  but  furceafe  to  beat. 
No  warmth,  no  breath  {hall  teftify  thou  lived  ^ 
The  rofes  in  thy  lips  and  cheeks  fhall  fade 
To d  paly  afhes  ,•  the  eyes  windows  fall 
Like  death,  when  he  fhuts  up  the  day  of  life  j 
And  in  this  borrowed  likenels  of  fhrunk  death 
Thou  (halt  continue  two  and  forty  hours, 
And  then  awake,  as  from  a  pleafant  fleep. 
Now  when  the  bridegroom  in  the  morning  comes 
To  rowfe  thee  from  thy  bed,  there  art  thou  dead : 
Then  as  the  manner  of  our  country  is, 
In  thy  beft  robes  uncover'd  on  the  bier, 
Be  born  to  burial  in  thy  kindreds  grave : 
Thou  malt  be  born  to  that  fame  antient  vault, 
Where  all  the  kindred  of  the  Capulets  lye. 
In  the  mean  time,  againft  thou  (halt  awake, 
Shall  Romeo  by  my  letters  know  our  drift, 
And  hither  (hall  he  come  j  and  he  and  I 
Will  watch  thy  waking,  and  that  very  night 
Shall  Romeo  bear  thee  hence  to  Mantua  -y 
If  no  unconftant  toy  nor  womanifh  fear 
Abate  thy  valour  in  the  acting  it. 

Jul  Give  me,  oh  give  me,  tell  not  me  of  fear,  [taking  the  vial. 

Fri.  Hold,  get  you  gone,  be  ftrong  and  profperous 
In  this  refolve,  I'll  fend  a  Friar  with  fpeed 

To  Mantua,  with  my  letters  to  thy  lord.  Jul 

d  mealy. 
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Jul.  Love  give  me  ftrength,  and  ftrength  (hall  help  afford. 
Farewel,  dear  father   [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

Capulet'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  Nurfe,  and  two  or  three 

fervants. 

Cap.  PO  many  guefts  invite  as  here  are  writ; 

v3   Sirrah,  go  hire  me  twenty  cunning  cooks.  * 
We  fhall  be  much  unfurnifh'd  for  this  time: 
What,  is  my  daughter  gone  to  Friar  Lawrence? 
Nurfe.  Ay  forfooth. 

Cap.  Well,  he  may  chance  to  do  fbme  good  on  her  : 
A  peevifh  felf-will'd  harlotry  it  is. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Nurfe.  eSee  where  (he  comes  from  her  confeflion. 
Cap.  How  now,    my  head-ftrong?    where  have  you-  been 
gadding  ? 

Jul.  Where  I  have  learnt  me  to  repent  the  fin 
Of  difobedient  oppofition 
To  you  and  your  behefts ;  and  am  enjoyn'd 
By  holy  Lawrence,  to  fall  proftrate  here, 
And  beg  your  pardon:  pardon  I  befeech  you! 
Henceforward  1  am  ever  rul'd  by  you, 

Cap.  Send  for  the  Count,  go  tell  him  of  this, 

#  -twenty  cunning  cooks. 

Ser.  You  (hall  have  none  ill,  Sir,  for  I'll  try  if  they  can  lick  their  fingers. 
.Cap.  How  canft  thou  try  them  fo? 

Set:  Marry,  Sir,  'tis  an  ill  cook  that  cannot  lick  his  own  fingers:  therefore 
he  that  cannot  lick  his  fingers,  goes  not  with  me. 

Cap.  Go,  be  gone. 
We  fhall  be  much  &c. 

e  See  where  fie  comes  from  Jhrift,  with  merry  look. 

in 
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I'll  have  this  knot  knit  up  to-morrow  morning. 

Jul.  I  met  the  youthful  lord  at  Lawrence'  cell, 
And  gave  him  what  becoming  love  I  might, 
Not  ftepping  o'er  the  bounds  of  modefty. 

Cap.  Why  I  am  glad  on't,  this  is  well,  (land  up, 
This  is  as't  mould  be,  let  me  fee  the  County : 
Ay  marry,  go  I  fay,  and  fetch  him  hither. 
Now  afore  God,  this  reverend  holy  Friar, 
All  our  whole  city  is  much  bound  to  him. 

Jul.  Nurfe,  will  you  go  with  me  into  my  clofet, 
To  help  me  fort  fuch  needful  ornaments 
As  you  think  fit  to  furnim  me  to-morrow? 

La.  Cap.  No  not  'till  Thurfday,  there  is  time  enough. 

Cap.  Go  nurfe,  go  with  her ;  we'll  to  church  to-morrow 

[Exeunt  Juliet  and  Nurfe. 

La.  Cap.  We  mall  be  fhort  in  our  provifion  -y 
'Tis  now  near  night. 

Cap.  Turn,  I  will  ftir  about, 
And  all  things  (hall  be  well,  I  warrant  thee,  wife : 
Go  thou  to  Juliet,  help  to  deck  up  her, 
I'll  not  to  bed  to-night,  let  me  alone: 
I'll  play  the  houfwife  for  this  once.    What  ha  ? 
They  are  all  forth  -y  well  I  will  walk  my  felf 
To  County  Paris,  to  prepare  him  up 
Againft  to-morrow.    My  heart's  wondrous  light, 
Since  this  fame  way-ward  girl  is  fo  reclaim'd. 

[Exeunt  Capulet  and  lady  Capulet. 

SCENE  III. 

Juliet1*  Chamber. 

Enter  Juliet  and  Nurfe. 

Jul.  Ay,  thofe  attires  are  beft;  but  gentle  nurfe, 
I  pray  thee  leave  me  to  my  felf  to-night :  For 
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For  I  have  need  of  many  orifbns 

To  move  the  heav'ns  to  fmile  upon  my  (late, 

Which  well  thou  know'ft  is  crofs  and  full  of  (in. 

Enter  Lady  Capulet. 

La.  Cap.  What  are  you  bufie,  do  you  need  my  help? 

Jul.  No,  madam,  we  have  cull'd  fuch  neceflaries 
As  are  behoveful  for  our  ftate  to-morrow : 
So  pleafe  you,  let  me  now  be  left  alone, 
And  let  the  nurfe  this  night  fit  up  with  you; 
For  I  am  fure  you  have  your  hands  full  all, 
In  this  fo  fudden  bufinefs. 

La.  Cap.  Good-night, 
Get  thee  to  bed  and  reft,  for  thou  haft  need.  [Exeunt, 

Jul.  c  Farewel  God  knows,  when  we  (hall  meet  again! 

4  I  have  a  faint  cold  fear  thrills  though  my  veins, 
«  That  almoft  freezes  up  the  heat  of f life. 

*  I'll  call  them  back  again  to  comfort  me. 

*  Nurfe  what  mould  fhe  do  here? 

1  My  difmal  fcene  I  needs  mull  act  alone: 

c  Come  vial  What  if  this  mixture  do  not  work  at  all? 

(  Shall  I  of  force  be  marry'd  to  the  Count. 

c  No,  no,  this  fhall  forbid  it ;  lye  thou  there  

[Pointing  to  a  dagger. 

«*  What  if  it  be  a  poifon,  which  the  Friar 

<  Subtly  hath  miniftred,  to  have  me  dead, 

c  Left  in  this  marriage  he  fhould  be  difhonour'd, 

*  Becaufe  he  married  me  before  to  Romeo  ? 

1  I  fear  it  is ;  and  yet  methinks  it  fhould  not, 

*  For  he  hath  ftill  been  tried  a  holy  man  

*  How,  if  when  I  am  laid  into  the  tomb, 
4  I  wake  before  the  time  that  Romeo 

i  Comes  to  redeem  me?  there's  a  fearful  point! 

«  Shall 

I  fire. 
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€  Shall  I  not  then  be  ftifled  in  the  vault, 

«  To  whofe  foul  mouth  no  healthfbme  air  breaths  in? 

c  Or  if  I  live,  is  it  not  very  like 

c  The  horrible  conceit  of  death  and  night, 

'*  Together  with  the  terror  of  the  place, 

'  (As  in  a  vault,  an  ancient  receptacle, 

1  Where,  for  thefe  many  hundred  years,  the  bones 

c  Of  all  my  buried  anceftors  are  packt ; 

€  Where  bloody  Tybalt,  yet  but  green  in  earth, 

'  Lies  feftring  in  his  fhroud  ;  where,  as  they  fay, 

c  At  (bme  hours  in  the  night  fpirits  refbrt  ) 

1  Alas,  alas!  is  it  not  like,  that  I 

c  So  early  waking,  what  with  loathfbme  fmells, 

*  And  fhrieks  like  mandrakes  torn  out  of  the  earth, 

c  That  living  mortals  hearing  them  run  mad  

'  Or  if  I  wake,  (hall  I  not  be  diftraught, 
1  (Invironed  with  all  thefe  hideous  fears,) 
€  And  madly  play  with  my  fore-fathers  joints, 

*  And  pluck  the  mangled  Tybalt  from  his  fhroud  ? 

*  And  in  this  rage,  with  fome  great  kinfmans  bone 
1  As  with  a  club,  dafh  out  my  delp'rate  brains  ? 

'  O  look !  methinks  I  fee  my  coufin's  ghoft 

*  Seeking  out  Romeo  Stay,  Tybalt,  ftay! 

f  Romeo,  I  come!  this  do  I  drink  to  thee. 

[She  throws  herfelf  on  the  bed. 


SCENE  IV. 

A  Hall. 

Enter  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurfe, 

La.  Cap.  T  TOld,  take  thefe  keys  and  fetch  more  Ipices,  nurfe. 

JLjL  Nur>  They  call  for  dates  and  quinces  in  the  paftry. 
Vol.  VI.  Sf  Enter 
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Enter  Capulet. 

Cap.  Come,  ftir,  ftir,  ftir,  the  fecond  cock  hath  crow'd, 
The  curphew  bell  hath  rung,  'tis  three  a-clock : 
Look  to  the  bak'd  meats,  good  Angelica, 
Spare  not  for  coft. 

Nurfe.  Go,  you  cot-quean,  go; 
Get  you  to  bed  -y  faith  you'll  be  lick  to-morrow 
For  this  night's  watching. 

Cap.  No  not  a  whit :  what,  I  have  watch'd  ere  now 
All  night  for  a  lefs  caufe,  and  ne'er  been  lick. 

La.  Cap.  Ay,  you  have  been  a  moufe  hunt  in  your  time, 
But  I  will  watch  you,  from  fuch  watching,  now. 

[  Ex.   Lady  Capulet  and  Nurfe. 

Cap.  A  jealous-hood,  a  jealous-hood  

Now,  fellow,  what's  there? 

Enter  three  or  four  with  fpitsy  and  logs,  and  baskets. 

Ser.  Things  for  the  cook,  Sir,  but  I  know  not  what. 

Cap.  Make  hade,  make  hafte,  firrah,  'fetch  drier  logs. 
Call  Peter,  he  will  fhew  thee  where  they  are. 

Ser.  I  have  a  head,  Sir,  that  will  find  out  logs, 
And  never  trouble  Peter  for  the  matter. 

Cap.  Mafs  and  well  faid,  a  merry  horfon,  ha! 

Thou  malt  be  logger-head  good  faith,  'tis  day.  [Play  mufick. 

The  County  will  be  here  with  mufick  ftraight, 
For  fo  he  faid  he  would.    I  hear  him  near. 
Nurfe,  wife,  what  ho  \  what,  nurfe,  I  fay  ? 

Enter  Nurfe. 

Go  waken  Juliet,  go  and  trim  her  up, 

I'll  go  and  chat  with  Parts:  hie,  make  hafte, 

Make  hafte,  I  fay.  [Exit  Capufet. 

SCENE 
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Scene  draws  and  difcovers  Juliet  on  a  bed. 

Nurfe.  Miftrefs,  what  miftrefs !  Juliet  —  Faft  I  warrant 

Why  lamb  why  lady  Fie  you  flug-a-bed — 

Why  love,  I  fay — Madam,  fweet-heart  why  bride  

What,  not  a  word!  you  take  your  pennyworths  now,- 
Sleep  for  a  week ;  for  the  next  night  I  warrant, 
The  County  Paris  hath  fet  up  his  reft, 
That  you  lhali  reft  but  little  —  God  forgive  me  — 

Marry  and  amen  How  (bund  is  (he  afleep  ? 

I  muft  needs  wake  her :  Madam,  madam,  madam, 
Ay,  let  the  County  take  you  in  your  bed  — 
He'll  fright  you  up  i'faith.    Will  it  not  be  ? 
What  dreft,  and  in  your  cloaths  —  and  down  again! 
I  muft  needs  wake  you:  Lady,  lady,  lady  — 
Alas!  alas!  help!  help!  my  lady's  dead. 
O  well-a-day,  that  ever  I  was  born  ? 
Some  Aqua  vita,  ho !  my  lord,  my  lady ! 

Enter  Lady  Cap  j  let. 

La.  Cap.  What  noife  is  here  ? 

Nurfe.  O  lamentable  day ! 

La.  Cap.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Nurfe.  Look,  —  oh  heavy  day ! 

La.  Cap.  Oh  me,  oh  me,  my  child,  my  only  life! 
Revive,  look  up,  or  1  will  die  with  thee: 
Help,  help!  call  help. 

Enter  Capulet. 

Cap.  For  fhame  bring  Juliet  forth,  her  lord  is  come. 
Nurfe.  She's  dead,  deceaft,  (he's  dead :  alack  the  day ! 

Sf  2 
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Cap.  Ha!  let  me  fee  her  —  Out  alas,  file's  cold, 
Her  blood  is  fettled,  and  her  joints  are  ftiff, 
Life  and  thefe  lips  have  long  been  feparated  : 
'  Death  lies  on  her,  like  an  untimely  froft 
1  Upon  the  fweeteft  flower  of  the  field. 
Accurfed  time!  unfortunate  old  man! 

Enter  Friar  Lawrence,  and  Paris  with  Muficians. 

Fri.  Come,  is  the  bride  ready  to  go  to  church  ? 

Cap.  Ready  to  go,  but  never  to  return. 
O  fon,  the  night  before  the  wedding-day 
Hath  death  lain  with  thy  wife :  fee,  there  (he  lies, 
Flower  as  fhe  was,  deflower'd  now  by  him: 
Death  is  my  fon  in-law.  — 

Par.  Have  I  thought  long  to  fee  this  morning's  face, 
And  doth  it  give  me  fuch  a  fight  as  this  ? 

La.  Cap.  Accurft,  unhappy,  wretched,  hateful  day, 
Moft  miferable  hour,  that  Time  e'er  faw 
In  lafting  labour  of  his  pilgrimage. 
But  one,  poor  one,  one  poor  and  loving  child, 
But  one  thing  to  rejoice  and  folace  in, 
And  cruel  death  hath  catcht  it  from  my  fight. 

Nurfe.  Oh  woe!  oh  woful,  woful,  woful  day  !f 
Moft  lamentable  day!  moft  woful  day! 
That  ever,  ever,  I  did  yet  behold, 
Oh  day !  oh  day !  oh  day !  oh  hateful  day  f 
Never  was  feen  fb  black  a  day  as  this  : 
Oh  woful  day  !  oh  woful  day  \ 

Fri.  Oh  peace  for  fhame  

Your  daughter  lives  in  peace  and  happinefs, 

And  it  is  vain  to  wifh  it  otherwife. 

Heav'n  and  your  felf  had  part  in  this  fair  maid, 

Now  heav'n  hath  all   Come 

\  Thh  fpeech  of  exclamations  is  not  in  the  edition  above  cited.  Several  other  parts, 
ttnnecejfary  or  tautology,  are  not  to  be  found  in  the  [aid  edition  j  which  occafions  the 
variation  in  this  from  the  common  books. 
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Come  ftick  your  rofemary  on  this  fair  corpfe, 
And  as  the  cuftom  of  our  country  is, 
In  all  her  beft  and  fumptuous  ornaments 
Convey  her  where  her  anceftors  lie  tomb'd, 
Cap.  All  things  that  we  ordained  feftival, 
Turn  from  their  office  to  black  funeral: 
Our  inftruments,  to  melancholy  bells  ,• 
Our  wedding  chear,  to  a  fad  burial  feaft  ,• 
Our  folemn  hymns  to  fallen  dirges  change  ,• 
And  bridal  flow'rs  ferve  for  a  buried  coarfe.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Manent  Mufic'tans. 

Muf.  Faith  we  may  put  up  our  pipes  and  be  gone. 
Nurfe.  Honeft  good  fellows :  ah,  put  up,  put  up, 
For  well  you  know  this  is  a  pitiful  cafe. 

Muf.  Ay,  by  my  troth,  the  cafe  may  be  amended. 

Enter  Peter. 

Pet.  Muficians,   oh  muficians,  heart's  eafe>  heart's  eafe :  oh3 
an  you  will  have  me  live,  play  heart's  eafe. 
Muf  Why  heart's  eafe  ? 

Pet.  O  muficians,  becaufe  my  heart  it  felf  plays,  my  heart 
is  full  of  woe.    O  play  me  fome  merry  dump,  to  comfort  me  I 
Muf.  Not  a  dump  we,  'tis  no  time  to  play  now. 
Pet.  You  will  not  then  ? 
Muf.  No. 

Pet.  I  will  then  give  it  you  foundly. 
Muf.  What  will  you  give  us  ? 

Pet.  No  mony  on  my  faith,  111  re  you,  111  fa  you,  do  you 
note  me? 

Muf.  An  you  re  us,  and  fa  us,  you  note  us, 

2  Muf 
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2  Muf  Pray  you  put  up  your  dagger,  and  put  out  your  wit. 
Pet.  Then  have  at  you  with  my  wit,  anfwer  me  like  men  : 

When  griping  griefs  the  heart  doth  wound, 

Then  mufick  with  her  /liver  found  

Why  fdver  found*?  why  mufick  with  her  filver  found  ? 
What  fay  you,  Simon  Catling  '< 

Muf  Marry,  Sir,  becaufe  filver  hath  a  fweet  found. 

Pet.  g Pretty!  what  fay  you.,  Hugh  Rebeck? 

z  Muf  I  fay  filver  found,  becaufe  muficians  found  for  filver. 

Pet,  h  Pretty  too !  what  fay  you  Samuel  Sound-board! 

3  Muf.  Faith  I  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Pet.  O  I  cry  you  mercy,  you  are  the  finger,  I  will  fay  for 
you.  It  is  mufick  with  her  filver  found,  becaufe  fuch  fellows 
as  you  have  no  gold  for  founding.  [Exit. 

Muf.  What  a  peftilent  knave  is  this  fame? 

2  Muf.  Hang  him,  Jack,  come,  we'll  in  here,  tarry  for  the 
mourners,  and  ftay  dinner.  [Exeunt. 

s  pat  eft.  1  prat  eft  too. 


ACT 
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A  C  T   V.      SCENE  I. 


M 


A    N    T    U  A. 


Enter  Romeo. 

F  I  may  truft  the a  flattery  of  fkep, 
My  dreams  prefage  fome  joyful  hews  at  hand : 
My  bofom's  lord  fits  lightly  on  his  throne, 
bAnd  all  this  day,  an  unaccuftom'd  fpirit 
SSfe  Lifts  me  above  the  ground  with  chearful  thoughts. 
I  dreamt  my  lady  came  and  found  me  dead, 
(Strange  dream !  that  gives  a  dead  man  leave  to  think) 
And  breath'd  fuch  life  with  kifles  in  my  lips, 
That  I  reviv'd,  and  was  an  Emperor. 
Ah  me !  how  fweet  is  love  it  felf  porTeft, 
When  but  love's  madows  are  fo  rich  in  joy? 

Enter  Romeo5*  Man. 

News  from  Verona  How  now  Balthazar! 

Doft  thou  not  bring  me  letters  from  the  Friar? 
How  doth  my  lady  ?  is  my  father  well  ? 
How  doth  my  Juliet?  that  I  ask  again, 
For  nothing  can  be  ill,  if  fhe  be  well, 

Man.  Then  fhe  is  well,  and  nothing  can  be  ill, 
Her  body  deeps  in  Capulefs  monument, 
And  her  immortal  part  with  angels  lives: 
I  faw  her  laid  low  in  her  kindreds  vault, 
And  prefently  took  poft  to  tell  it  you: 
O  pardon  me  for  bringing  thefe  ill  news. 


a  fiattring  truth  ofjleep. 


Rom* 

and  all  this  winged,  unaccufiom'd. 
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Rom.  Is  it  even  fo  ?  then  I  defy  you,  ftars  ? 
Thou  know'ft  my  lodging,  get  me  ink  and  paper, 
And  hire  poft-horfes.    I  will  hence  to-night. 

Man.  Pardon  me  Sir,  I  dare  not  leave  you  thus. 
Your  looks  are  pale  and  wild,  and  do  import 
Some  mifadventure. 

Rom.  Tufti,  thou  art  deceiv'd, 
Leave  me,  and  do  the  thing  I  bid  thee  do  : 
Haft  thou  no  letters  to  me  from  the  Friar  ? 
Man,  No,  good  my  lord. 
Rom.  No  matter :  Get  thee  gone, 
And  hire  thofe  horfes,  I'll  be  with  thee  ftraight.        [Exit  Man. 
Well  Jul/ety  I  will  lye  with  thee  to-night  -y 

Let's  fee  for  means  O  mifchief!  thou  art  fwift 

To  enter  in  the  thought  of  defperate  men ! 

*  I  do  remember  an  Apothecary, 

'  And  hereabouts  he  dwells,  whom  late  I  noted 
'  In  tatter'd  weeds,  with  overwhelming  brows, 
c  Culling  of  fimples  >  meager  were  his  looks, 
c  Sharp  mifery  had  worn  him  to  the  bones: 

*  And  in  his  needy  mop  a  tortoife  hung, 
1  An  alligator  ftuft,  and  other  skins 

1  Of  ill-fhap'd  fifties,  and  about  his  (helves 

c  A  beggarly  account  of  empty  boxes  j 

c  Green  earthen  pots,  bladders,  and  mufty  feeds, 

'  Remnants  of  packthread,  and  old  cakes  of  rofes 

1  Were  thinly  fcartered,  to  make  up  a  fhew. 

Noting  this  penury,  to  my  felf  I  faid, 

And  if  a  man  did  need  a  poifon  now, 

Whofe  fale  is  prefent  death  in  Mantua, 

Here  lives  a  caitiff  wretch  would  fell  it  him. 

Oh  this  fame  thought  did  but  fore-run  my  need, 

And  this  fame  needy  man  muft  fel  1  it  me. 

6  As 
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As  I  remember,  this  fhould  be  the  houfe. 
Being  holy-day,  the  beggar's  mop  is  fhut. 
What  ho!  apothecary! 

•  Enter  Apothecary. 

Ap,  Who  calls  fo  loud? 

Rom.  Come  hither  man,  I  fee  that  thou  art  poor  ^ 
Hold,  there  is  forty  ducats,  let  me  have 
A  dram  of  poifon,  fiich  foon  fpreading  geer, 
As  will  difperfe  it  felf  thro'  all  the  veins, 
That  the  life-weary  Taker  may  fall  dead ; 
And  that  the  trunk  may  be  difcharg'd  of  breath, 
As  violently,  as  hafty  powder  fir'd 
Doth  hurry  from  the  fatal  cannon's  womb. 

Ap.  Such  mortal  drugs  I  have,  but  Mantua's  law 
Is  death  to  any  he  that  utters  them. 

Rom.  £  Art  thou  Co  bare  and  full  of  wretchednefs, 

<  And  fear'ft  to  die  ?  famine  is  in  thy  cheeks, 

<  Need  and  opprefllon  ftare  within  thine  eyes, 
c  Contempt  and  beggary  hang  on  thy  back  : 

'  The  world  is  not  thy  friend,  nor  the  world's  law  -y 
i  The  world  affords  no  law  to  make  thee  rich, 
1  Then  be  not  poor,  but  break  it  and  take  this. 

Ap.  My  poverty,  but  not  my  will,  contents. 

Rom.  I  pay  thy  poverty,  and  not  thy  will. 

Ap.  Put  this  in  any  liquid  thing  you  will, 
And  drink  it  off,  and  if  you  had  the  ftrength 
Of  twenty  men  it  would  dilpatch  you  ftraight. 

Rom.  There  is  thy  gold,  worfe  poifon  to  mens  foul 
Doing  more  murther  in  this  loathfom  world, 
Than  thefe  poor  compounds  that  thou  may'ft  not  fell  : 
I  fell  thee  poifon,  thou  haft  fold  me  none. 
Farewel,  buy  food,  and  get*  thee  into  flefti. 

Vol.  VI.  Tt 

«  thy  felf  in  flejb. 
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Come  cordial,  and  not  poifon,  go  with  me 

To  Jutiefs  grave,  for  there  muft  I  ufe  thee.  \Extttnt. 


SCENE  II. 

The  Monaftery  at  Verona. 

Enter  Friar  John  to  Friar  Lawrence. 

John.  T  TOLY  Francifcan  Friar!  brother f  hof 

_L  JL      Law.  This  fame  fhould  be  the  voice  of  Friar 

John. 

Welcome  from  Mantua -y  what  fays  Romeo? 
Or  if  his  mind  be  writ,  give  me  his  letter. 

John.  Going  to  find  a  bare-foot  brother  out, 
One  of  our  order,  to  affociate  me, 
Here  in  this  city  villting  the  lick  -f 
And  finding  him,  the  fearchers  of  the  town 
Sufpecting  that  we  both  were  in  a  houfe 
Where  the  infectious  peftilence  did  reign, 
Seal'd  up  the  doors,  and  would  not  let  us  forth, 
So  that  my  fpeed  to  Mantua  there  was  ftaid. 

Law.  Who  bore  my  letter  then  to  Romeo? 

John.  I  could  not  fend  it  $  here  it  is  again, 
Nor  get  a  melTenger  to  bring  it  thee, 
So  fearful  were  they  of  infection. 

Law.  Unhappy  fortune  f  by  my  brotherhood, 
The  letter  was  not  nice,  but  full  of  charge, 
Of  dear  import,  and  the  neglecting  it 
May  do  much  danger.    Friar  John,  go  hence, 
Get  me  an  iron  crow,  and  bring  it  ftraight 
Unto  my  cell. 

John.  Brother,  I'll  go  and  bring  it  thee.  \Exii> 
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Law.  Now  mud  I  to  the  monument  alone : 
Within  thefe  three  hours  will  fair  Juliet  wake 5 
She  will  befhrew  me  much,  that  Romeo 
Hath  had  no  notice  of  thefe  accidents : 
But  I  will  write  again  to  Mantua, 
And  keep  her  at  my  cell  'till  Romeo  come. 

Poor  living  coarfe,  clos'd  in  a  dead  man's  tomb!  [Exit. 


SCENE  III. 

A  Church-yard:  In  it,  a  Monument  belonging  to  the  Capulets. 
Enter  Paris  and  his  Page,  with  a  light. 

Par.        I V  E  me  thy  torch,  boy  ,*  hence,  and  ftand  aloof. 

VJ  Yet  put  it  out,  for  I  would  not  be  feen  : 
Under  yondd  yew-trees  lay  thee  all  along, 
Laying  thy  ear  clofe  to  the  hollow  ground; 
So  mall  no  foot  upon  the  church-yard  tread, 
(Being  loofe,  unfirm,  with  digging  up  of  graves) 
But  thou  malt  hear  it :  whittle  then  to  me, 
As  flgnal  that  thou  hear'ft  fbmething  approach. 
Give  me  thofe  flow'rs.  Do  as  I  bid  thee  go. 

Page.  I  am  almoft  afraid  to  ftand  alone 
Here  in  the  church-yard,  yet  I  will  adventure.  [Exit. 

Par.  Sweet  flow'r !  with  flow'rs  thy  bridal  bed  I  ftrew  ; 

[Strewing  flowers* 

e  Fair  Jitliety  that  with  angels  doft  remain, 

Accept  this  lateft  favour  at  my  hand, 

That  living  honour'd  thee,  and  being  dead 

With  fun'ral  obfequies  adorn  thy  tomb.  [The  Boy  whifiles, 

. —  The  boy  gives  warning,  fomething  doth  approach,  

What  curfed  foot  wanders  this  way  to-night, 

Tt  1  To 

d  young  trees.  e  Thefe  four  lines  from  the  old  edition. 
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To  crofs  my  obfequies,  and  true  love's  rites  ? 
What  with  a  torch?  muffle  me,  night,  a  while. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Romeo  and  Peter  with  a  light. 

Rom.  Give  me  that  mattock,  and  the  wrenching  iron. 
Hold,  take  this  letter,  early  in  the  morning 
See  thou  deliver  it  to  my  lord  and  father. 
Give  me  the  light ;  upon  thy  life  I  charge  thee, 
Whate'er  thou  hear'ft  or  feeft,  ftand  all  aloof, 
And  do  not  interrupt  me  in  my  courfe. 
Why  I  defcend  into  this  bed  of  death, 
Is  partly  to  behold  my  lady's  face: 
But  chiefly  to  take  thence  from  her  dead  finger 
A  precious  ring,  a  ring  that  I  mud  ufe 
In  dear  employment,  therefore  hence  be  gone  : 
But  if  thou,  jealous,  doft  return  to  pry 
In  what  I  further  mall  intend  to  do, 
By  heaven  I  will  tear  thee  joint  by  joint, 
And  ftrew  this  hungry  church-yard  with  thy  limbs ; 
The  time  and  my  intents  are  favage,  wild, 
More  fierce  and  more  inexorable  far 
Than  empty  tygers,  or  the  roaring  fea. 

Pet.  I  will  be  gone  Sir,  and  not  trouble  you. 

Rom.  So  malt  thou  win  my  favour.  Take  thou  that, 
Live  and  be  profp'rous,  and  farewel  good  fellow. 

Pet.  For  all  this  fame,  I'll  hide  me  hereabout ; 
His  looks  I  fear,  and  his  intents  I  doubt.  [Exit. 

Rom.  Thou  deteftable  maw,  thou  womb  of  death, 
Gorg'd  with  the  deareft  morfel  of  the  earth ; 
Thus  I  enforce  thy  rotten  jaws  to  open, 

[Breaking  open  the  monument. 

And 
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And  in  defpight  I'll  cram  thee  with  more  food. 

Par.  This  is  that  banifht  haughty  Mount  ague 
That  murther'd  my  love's  coufin ;  (with  which  grief 
It  is  fuppofed  the  fair  creature  dy'd,) 
And  here  is  come  to  do  fome  villanous  fhame 
To  the  dead  bodies :  I  will  apprehend  him. 
Stop  thy  unhallow'd  toil,  vile  Mountague : 
Can  vengeance  be  purfu'd  further  than  death  ? 
Condemned  villain,  I  do  apprehend  thee  j 
Obey,  and  go  with  me,  for  thou  muft  die. 

Rom.  I  muft  indeed,  and  therefore  came  I  hither  

Good  gentle  youth,  tempt  not  a  defp'rate  man, 
Fly  hence  and  leave  me :  think  upon  thofe  gone, 
Let  them  affright  thee.    I  befeech  thee,  youth, 
Pull  not  another  fin  upon  my  head, 
By  urging  me  to  fury.    Oh  be  gone! 
By  heav'n  I  love  thee  better  than  my  felf  ,• 
For  I  come  hither  arm'd  againft  my  (elf.  * 

Par.  I  do  defie  thy  commiferation, 
And  apprehend  thee  for  a  felon  here. 

Rom.  Wilt  thou  provoke  me  ?  then  have  at  thee  boy. 

[They  fight,  Paris  falls. 
Page.  Oh  lord  they  fight !  I  will  go  call  the  watch. 
Par.  Oh  I  am  flain ;  if  thou  be  merciful, 
Open  the  tomb,  lay  me  with  Juliet. 

Rom.  In  faith  I  will :  let  me  perufe  this  face  

Mercutio's  kinfman !  Noble  County  Parts  f 
What  faid  my  man,  when  my  betofled  foul 
Did  not  attend  him  as  we  rode  ?  I  think 
He  told  me  Parts  mould  have  married  Juliet. 
Said  he  not  fo  ?  or  did  I  dream  it  fo  ? 
Or  am  I  mad,  hearing  him  talk  of  Juliet ; 

*  Some  lines  are  left  out  here  and  afterwards,  which  are  unworthy  of  Shakefpear, 
and  no  hint  of  them  to  be  found  in  the  old  edition. 

To 
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To  think  it  was  fo?  Oh  give  me  thy  hand, 
One  writ  with  me  in  four  misfortunes's  book, 
I'll  bury  thee  in  a  triumphant  grave. 

For  here  lyes  Juliet  Oh  my  love,  my  wife 

Death  that  hath  fuckt  the  honey  of  thy  breath, 
Hath  had  no  power  yet  upon  thy  beauty : 
Thou  art  not  concper'd,  beauty's  enfign  yet 
Is  crimfon  in  thy  lips,  and  in  thy  cheeks, 
And  death's  pale  flag  is  not  advanced  there. 
Tybalt,  ly'ft  thou  there  in  thy  bloody  meet? 
Oh  what  more  favour  can  I  do  to  thee, 
Than  with  that  hand  that  cut  thy  youth  in  twain, 
To  funder  his  that  was  thy  enemy  ? 

Forgive  me,  coufin.  Ah  dear  Juliet, 

Why  art  thou  yet  fo  fair  ?  I  will  believe 
That  unfubftantial  death  is  amorous, 
And  that  the  lean  abhorred  monfter  keeps 
Thee  here  in  dark,  to  be  his  paramour  : 
For  fear  of  that,  I  ftill  will  ftay  with  thee, 
And  never  from  this  palace  of  dim  night 
Depart  again  :  come  lye  thou  in  my  arms, 

Here's  to  thy  health.  Oh  true  apothecary  ! 

Thy  drugs  are  quick.    Here,  here  will  I  remain, 

With  worms  that  are  thy  chamber-maids ;  oh  here 

Will  I  fet  up  my  everlafting  reft ; 

And  make  the  yoke  of  inaufpicfous  (tars 

From  this  world-weary'd  flefh.    Eyes,  look  your  lad ! 

Arms,  take  vour  laft  embrace!  and  Hps,  oh  you 

The  doors  of  breath,  feal  with  a  righteous  kifs 

A  datelefs  bargain  to  engroffing  death! 

Come  bitter  condud,  come  unfavoury  guide, 

Thou  defp'rate  pilot,  now  at  once  run  on 

The  dafhing  rockbfmy  fea-fick  weary  bark  : 

Here's 

f  thy. 
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Here's  to  my  love  /  oh  true  apothecary ! 
Thy  drugs  are  quick.    Thus  with  a  kifs  I  die. 

Enter  friar  Lawrence  with  lanthorn,    crow,   and  fpade 

Frt.  St.  Francis  be  my  (peed,  how  oft  to-night 
Have  my  old  feet  (tumbled  at  graves  ?  who's  there  ? 

Pet.  Here's  one,  a  friend,  and  one  that  knows  you  well 

Frt.  Bin's  be  upon  you.    Tell  me,  good  my  friend, 
What  torch  is  yond,  that  vainly  lends  his  light  • 
To  grubs  and  eyelefs  fculls  ?  as  I  difcern, 
It  burneth  in  the  Capulets  monument. 

Pet.  It  doth  fo,  holy  Sir, 
And  there's  my  mafter,  one  you  dearly  love. 

Frt.  Who  is  it  ? 

Pet.  Romeo. 

Frt.  How  long  hath  he  been  there? 

Pet.  Full  half  an  hour. 

Frt.  Go  with  me  to  the  vault. 

Pet.  I  dare  not,  Sir. 
My  mafter  knows  not  but  I  am  gone  hence, 
And  fearfully  did  menace  me  with  death, 
If  I  did  ftay  to  look  on  his  intents. 

Frt.  Stay,  then  I'll  go  alone,-  fear  comes  upon  me^ 

0  much  I  fear  fome  ill  unlucky  thing. 

Pet.  As  I  did  lleep  under  this  yew-tree  here, 

1  dreamt  my  mafter  and  another  fought, 
And  that  my  mafter  flew  him. 

Fru  Romeo  I 
Alack,  alack,  what  blood  is  this  which  ftains 
The  ftony  entrance  of  this  fepulchre  \ 
What  mean  thefe  mafterlefs  and  goary  (words 
To  lie  difcolour'd  by  this  place  of  peace  ? 
Romeo.1  oh  pale!  who  elfe?  what  Parts  too  I 


336         Romeo  and  Juliet. 

And  fteep'd  in  blood  ?  ah  what  an  unkind  hour 
Is  guilty  of  this  lamentable  chance  ? 
The  lady  ftirs. 

Jul.  [awaking.]  Oh  comfortable  Friar,  where's  my  lord  ? 
I  do  remember  well  where  I  mould  be; 
And  there  1  am  ;  but  where  is  Romeo  ? 

Fri.  I  hear  fome  noife!  Lady,  come  from  that  neft 
Of  death,  contagion,  and  unnatural  fleep; 
A  greater  Power  than  we  can  contradict, 
Hath  thwarted  our  intents  -}  come,  come  away ; 
Thy  husband  in  thy  bofom  there  lyes  dead, 

And  Paris  too  Come,  I'll  difpofe  of  thee, 

Among  a  fifterhood  of  holy  Nuns : 

Stay  not  to  queftion,  for  the  watch  is  coming.  [Exit. 

Jul.  Go,  get  thee  hence,  for  I  will  not  away. 
What's  here?  a  cup  clos'd  in  my  true  love's  hand? 
Poifon  I  fee  hath  been  his  timelefs  end. 
Oh  churl,  drink  all,  and  leave  no  friendly  drop 
To  help  me  after  ?  I  will  kifs  thy  lips, 
Haply  fome  poifon  yet  doth  hang  on  them  ,• 
Thy  lips  are  warm. 

Enter  Boy  and  Watch. 

Watch.  Lead  boy,  which  way  ? 

Jul.  Yea,  noife? 
Then  I'll  be  brief.    O  happy  dagger!  [Finding  a  dagger. 

g  This  is  thy  (heath,  there  ruft  and  let  me  die.        [Kills  herfelf. 

Boy.  This  is  the  place,  there  where  the  torch  doth  burn. 

Watch.  The  ground  is  bloody.    Search  about  the  church-yard, 
Go  fome  of  you,  whom  e'er  you  find  attach. 
Pitiful  fight!  here  lies  the  County  flain, 
And  Juliet  bleeding,  warm,  and  newly  dead, 
Who  here  hath  lain  thefe  two  days  buried. 

Go 

%  'Tis  in  thy  Jheath. 
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Go  tell  the  Prince,  run  to  the  Capulets, 

Raife  up  the  Mountagues,  fome  others  (earch  

Enter  fome  of  the  watch  with  Romeo'*  man. 

2  Watch.  Here's  Romeo's  man,  we  found  him  in  the  church- 
yard. 

1  Watch.  Hold  him  in  fafety  'till  the  Prince  comes  hither. 
Enter  Friar  and  a  third  Watchman. 

3  Watch.  Here  is  a  Friar  that  trembles,  fighs  and  weeps: 
We  took  this  mattock  and  this  fpade  from  him, 

As  he  was  coming  from  this  church-yard  fide. 
1  Watch.  A  great  fufpicion :  ftay  the  Friar  too. 

scene  v. 

Enter  the  Prince  and  attendants. 

Prince.  What  mifadventure  is  (6  early  up, 
That  calls  our  perfon  from  our  morning's  reft? 

Enter  Capulet  and  lady  Capulet. 

Cap.  What  mould  it  be  that  they  fo  fhriek  abroad  > 

La.  Cap.  The  people  in  the  ftreet  cry  Romeo, 
Some  Juliet,  and  (bme  Paris  ,•  and  all  run 
With  open  out-cry  tow'rd  our  monument. 

Prince.  What  fear  is  this  which  ftartles  in  your  ears  ? 

Watch.  Sovereign,  here  lyes  the  County  Paris  flain, 
And  Romeo  dead,  and  Juliet  (dead  before) 
Warm  and  new  kill'd. 

Prince.  Search,  feek,  and  know  how  this  foul  murther  comes. 

Watch.  Here  is  a  Friar,  and  flaughter'd  Romeo's  man, 
With  inftruments  upon  them,  fit  to  open 
Thefe  dead  mens  tombs. 

Cap.  Oh  heav'n !  oh  wife,  look  how  our  daughter  bleeds ! 
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This  dagger  hath  mifta'eh,  for  loefthe  (heath 

Lies  empty  od  the  baclc  of  Mountague, 

The  point  mif-fheathed  in  my  daughter's  bofoai. 

La.  Cap.  Oh  me,  this  fight  of  death  is  as  a  bell, 
That  warns  my  old  age  to  a  fepulcher. 

Enter  Mountague. 

Prince.  Come  Mountague,  for  thou  art  early  up, 
To  fee  thy  fon  and  heir  now  early g  fallen. 

Moun.  Alas,  my  liege,  my  wife  is  dead  to-night, 
Grief  of  my  fon's  exile  hath  ftop'd  her  breath: 
What  further  wo  confpires  againft  my  age? 

Prince.  Look,  and  thou  malt  fee. 

Moun.  Oh  thou  untaught,  what  manners  is  in  this, 
To  prefs  before  thy  father  to  a  grave? 

Prince.  Seal  up  the  mouth  of  out-rage  for  a  while, 
'Till  we  can  clear  thefe  ambiguities, 
And  know  their  fpring,  their  head,  their  true  defcent  j 
And  then  will  I  be  general  of  your  woes, 
And  lead  you  ev'n  to  death.    Mean  time  forbear, 
And  let  mifchance  be  flave  to  patience. 
Bring  forth  the  parties  of  fufpicion. 

Fri.  I  am  the  greateft,  able  to  do  leaft, 
Yet  moft  fufpected,  as  the  time  and  place 
Doth  make  againft  me,  of  this  direful  murther  $ 
And  here  I  ftand  both  to  impeach  and  purge 
My  felf  condemned,  and  my  felf  excused. 

Prince.  Then  fay  at  once  what  thou  doft  know  in  this. 

Fri.  I  will  be  brief,  for  my  ftiort  date  of  breath 
Is  not  fo  long  as  is  a  tedious  tale. 
Romeo,  there  dead,  was  husband  to  that  Juliet  $ 
And  me  there  dead,  that  Romeo's  faithful  wife  : 

f  i  he  his  houfe 

Is  empty  on  the  back  ef  Mountague, 

And  is  mis-Jbeathed  ■  8  down. 
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I  married  them,-  and  their  ftoln  marriage  day 
Was  Tybalt's  dooms-day,  whofe  untimely  death 
Banifh'd  the  new-made  bridegroom  from  this  city, 
For  whom,  and  not  for  Tybalt,  Juliet  pin'd. 
You,  to  remove  that  fiege  of  grief  from  her, 
Betroth'd,  and  would  have  married  her  perforce 
To  County  Parts.    Then  comes  fhe  to  me, 
And,  with  wild  looks,  bid  me  devife  fbrne  means 
To  rid  her  from  this  fecond  marriage, 
Or  in  my  cell  there  would  (he  kill  her  felf. 
Then  gave  I  her  (fo  tutor'd  by  my  art) 
A  fleeping  potion,  which  fo  took  effect 
As  I  intended,  for  it  wrought  on  her 
The  form  of  death.    Mean  time  I  write  to  Romeo, 
That  he  mould  hither  come,  as  this  dire  night, 
To  help  to  take  her  from  her  borrowed  grave, 
Being  the  time  the  potion's  force  fhould  ceafe. 
But  he  which  bore  my  letter,  Friar  John, 
Was  ftaid  by  accident,  and  yefternight 
Return'd  my  letter  back  ;  then  all  alone, 
At  the  prefixed  hour  of  her  awaking, 
Came  I  to  take  her  from  her  kindreds  vault; 
Meaning  to  keep  her  clofely  at  my  cell, 
'Till  I  conveniently  could  fend  to  Romeo. 
But  when  I  came  (fome  minute  ere  the  time 
Of  her  awaking)  here  untimely  lay 
The  noble  Paris,  and  true  Romeo  dead. 
She  wakes,  and  I  intreat  her  to  come  forth, 
And  bear  this  work  of  heav'n  with  patience : 
But  then  a  noife  did  fcare  me  from  the  tomb, 
And  fhe  too  defp'rate  would  not  go  with  me, 
But,  as  it  feems,  did  violence  on  her  felf. 
All  this  I  know,  and  to  the  marriage 
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Her  nurfe  is  privy:  but  if  ought  in  this 
Mifcarried  by  my  fault,  let  my  old  life 
Be  facrific'd,  fome  hour  before  its  time, 
Unto  the  rigour  of  fevereft  law. 

Prince.  We  dill  have  known  thee  for  an  holy  man. 
Where's  Romeo's  man  ?  what  can  he  fay  to  this  ? 

Peter.  I  brought  my  mafter  news  of  Juliet's  death, 
And  then  in  poft  he  came  from  Mantua 
To  this  fame  place,  to  this  fame  monument. 
This  letter  he  early  bid  me  give  his  father, 
And  threatned  me  with  death,  going  to  the  vault, 
If  I  departed  not,  and  left  him  there. 

Prince.  Give  me  the  letter,  I  will  look  on  it. 
Where  is  the  County's  page  that  rais'd  the  watch  ? 
Sirrah,  what  made  your  mafter  in  this  place  ? 

Page.  He  came  with  flowers  to  ftrew  his  lady's  grave, 
And  bid  me  ftand  aloof,  and  To  I  did : 
Anon  comes  one  with  light  to  ope  the  tomb, 
And  by  and  by  my  mafter  drew  on  him, 
And  then  I  ran  away  to  call  the  watch  ? 

Prince.  This  letter  doth  make  good  the  Friar's  words, 
Their  courfe  of  love,  the  tidings  of  her  death  : 
And  here  he  writes,  that  he  did  buy  a  poifon 
Of  a  poor  'pothecary,  and  therewithal 
Came  to  this  vault  to  die,  and  lye  with  Juliet . 
Where  be  thefe  enemies  ?  Capulet  /  Mountague  / 
See  what  a  fcourge  is  laid  upon  your  hate, 
That  heav'n  finds  means  to  kill  your  joys  with  love? 
And  I,  for  winking  at  your  difcords  too, 
Have  loft  a  brace  of  kinfmen :  all  are  punifh'd  ! 

Cap.  Oh  brother  Mountague,  give  me  thy  hand, 
This  is  my  daughter's  jointure  $  for  no  more 
Can  I  demand. 
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Moun.  But  I  can  give  thee  more, 
For  I  will  raife  her  ftatue  in  pure  gold, 
That  while  Verona  by  that  name  is  known, 
There  mall  no  figure  at  that  rate  be  fet, 
As  that  of  true  and  faithful  Juliet. 

Cap.  As  rich  mall  Romeo  by  his  lady  lye, 
Poor  facrifices  of  our  enmity! 
Prince.  A  gloomy  peace  this  morning  with  it  brings, 

The  fun  for  fbrrow  will  not  fhew  his  head ; 
Go  hence  to  have  more  talk  of  thefe  fad  things; 

Some  fhall  be  pardon'd,  and  fbme  punifhed. 
For  never  was  a  ftory  of  more  woe, 

Than  this  of  Juliet  and  her  Romeo.  [Exeunt  omnes. 
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ACT   I.   SCENE  I. 


An  open  Place  before  the  palace. 

Enter  Bernardo  and  Francifco,  two  centineh. 

Bernardo. 

>HO's  there? 

Fran.  Nay,    anfwer  me:    ftand   and  unfold 

your  felf. 
Ber.  Long  live  the  King. 
Fran.  Bernardo? 
Ber.  He. 

Fran.  You  come  moil:  carefully  upon  your  hour. 

Ber.  'Tis  now  ftruck  twelve,  get  thee  to  bed,  Francifco. 

Fran.  For  this  relief,  much  thanks:  'tis  bitter  cold, 
And  I  am  fick  at  heart. 

Ber.  Have  you  had  quiet  guard? 

Fran.  Not  a  moufe  ftirring. 

Ber.  Well,  good-night. 
If  you  do  meet  Horath  and  Marcelhs, 
The  rivals  of  my  watch,  bid  them  make  hafte. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Marcellus. 

Fran.  I  think  I  hear  them.    Stand;  who's  there? 
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Hor.  Friends  to  this  ground. 
Mar.  And  liege-men  to  the  Dane, 
Fran.  Give  you  good- night. 

Mar.  Oh  farewel,  honeft  foldier ;  who  hath  reliev'd  you? 
Fran.  Bernardo  has  my  place :  give  you  good-night. 

[Exit  Francifco. 

Mar.  Holla,  Bernardo. 

Ber.  Say,  what  is  Horatio  there? 

Hor.  A  piece  of  him. 

Ber.  Welcome  Horatio ,  welcome  good  Marcellus. 

Mar.  What,  has  this  thing  appear'd  again  to-night? 

Ber.  I  have  feen  nothing. 

Mar.  Horatio  fays,  'tis  but  our  phantafie, 
And  will  not  let  belief  take  hold  of  him, 
Touching  this  dreaded  fight,  'twice  feen  of  us  ,• 
Therefore  I  have  intreated  him  along 
With  us,  to  watch  the  minutes  of  this  night, 
That  if  again  this  apparition  come, 
He  may  approve  our  eyes,  and  (peak  to  it. 

Hor.  Turn,  tufh,  'twill  not  appear. 

Ber.  Sit  down  a  while, 
And  let  us  once  again  afTail  your  ears, 
That  are  fo  fortified  againft  our  ftory, 
What  we  have  two  nights  feen. 

Hor.  Well,  fit  we  down, 
And  let  us  hear  Bernardo  fpeak  of  this. 

Ber.  Laft  night  of  all, 
When  yon  fame  ftar,  that's  weftward  from  the  pole, 
Had  made  his  courfe  t'illume  that  part  of  heav'n 
Where  now  it  burns,  Marcellus  and  my  felf. 

The  bell  then  beating  one  

Mar%  Peace,  break  thee  off ; 

Emter 
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Enter  the  Ghoft. 

Look  where  it  comes  again. 

Ber,  In  the  fame  figure,  like  the  King  that's  dead. 
Mar.  Thoia  art  a  fcholar,  /peak  to  it,  Horatio. 
Ber.  Looks  it  not  like  the  King  ?  mark  it,  Horatio. 
Hor.  Moft  like:  it  harrows  me  with  fear  and  wonder. 
Ber.  It  would  be  (poke  to. 
Mar.  Speak  to  it,  Horatio. 

Hor.  What  art  thou  that  ufurp'ft  this  time  of  night, 
Together  wkh  that  fair  and  warlike  form, 
In  which  the  majefty  of  buried  Denmark 
Did  fometime  march  ?  by  Heav'n  I  charge  thee  (peak. 

Mar.  It  is  offended. 

Ber.  See!  it  ftalks  away. 

Hor.  Stay  -y  fpeak ;  I  charge  thee,  fpeak.  [Ex.  Ghofl, 

Mar.  'Tis  gone,  and  will  not  anfwer.  ' 

Ber.  How  now,  Horatio  ?  you  tremble  and  look  pale. 
Is  not  this  fomething  more  than  phantafie  ? 
What  think  you  of  it  ? 

Hor.  Before  my  God,  I  might  not  this  believe, 
Without  the  fenfible  and  true  avouch 
Of  mine  own  eves. 

Mar.  Is  it  not  like  the  King? 

Hor.  As  thou  art  to  thy  felf. 
Such  was  the  very  armour  he  had  on, 
When  he  th'  ambitious  Norway  combated  : 
So  frown'd  he  once,  when  in  an  angry  parle, 
He  fmote  the  (leaded  a  Polack  on  the  ice. 
'Tis  ftrange  

Mer,  Thus  twice  before,  and  juft  at  this  b  dead  hour, 
With  martial  ftalk,  hath  he  gone  by  our  watch. 

*  Pole-axe  in  the  common  editions  \  he  fpeaks  of  a  prince  of  Poland  whom  he  flew  in 
battle.    He  pies  the  word  Polack  again,  all.  z.  fcene  4.  b  fame. 
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Hor.  In  what  particular  thought  to  work,  I  know  not 
But  in  the  grofs  and  fcope  of  my  opinion, 
This  bodes  fome  Grange  eruption  to  our  date. 

Mar.  Good  now  fit  down,  and  tell  me,  he  that  know 
Why  this  fame  ftrict  and  mod  obfervant  watch 
So  nightly  toils  the  fubjects  of  the  land? 
And  why  fuch  daily  caft  of  brazen  cannon, 
And  foreign  mart  for  implements  of  war  ? 
Why  fuch  imprefs  of  fhipwrights,  whofe  fore  task 
Does  not  divide  the  funday  from  the  week  ? 
What  might  be  toward,  that  this  fweaty  hafte 
Doth  make  the  night  joint  labourer  with  the  day: 
Who  is't  that  can  inform  me? 

Hor.  That  can  I, 
At  leaft  the  whifper  goes  fo.    Our  laft  King, 
Whofe  image  even  but  now  appear'd  to  us, 
Was,  as  you  know,  by  Fort'mbras  of  Norway, 
(Thereto  prickt  on  by  a  mod  emulate  pride) 
Dar'd  to  the  fight.    In  which,  our  valiant  Hamlety 
(For  fo  this  fide  of  our  known  world  efteem'd  him) 
Did  flay  this  Fort'mbras:  who  by  feal'd  compact, 
Well  ratified  by  law  and  heraldry, 
Did  forfeit  (with  his  life)  all  thofe  his  lands 
Which  he  flood  feiz'd  of  to  the  Conqueror: 
Againft  the  which,  a  moiety  competent 
Was  gaged  by  our  King;  which  had  return 
To  the  inheritance  of  Fortmbras, 
Had  he  been  vanquifher,  as  by  that  cov'nant 
And  carriage  of  the  articles  defign'd, 
His  fell  to  Hamlet.    Now  young  Fort'mbras, 
Of  unimproved  mettle  hot  and  full, 
Hath  in  the  skirts  of  Norway,  here  and  there, 
Shark'd  up  a  lift  of  landlefs  refolutes, 
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For  food  and  dyet,  to  fome  enterprize 

That  hath  a  ftomach  in't :  which  is  no  other, 

And  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  ftate, 

But  to  recover  of  us  by  ftrong  hand 

And  terms  compulfative,  thofe  forefaid  lands 

So  by  his  father  loft :  and  this,  I  take  it, 

Is  the  main  motive  of  our  preparations, 

The  fource  of  this  our  watch,  and  the  chief  head 

Of  this  poft-hafte  and  romage  in  the  land. 

Ber.  I  think  it  be  no  other,  but  even  fb: 
Well  may  it  fort  that  this  portentous  figure 
Comes  armed  through  our  watch  fo  like  the  King, 
That  was  and  is  the  queftion  of  thefe  wars. 

Hor.  A  mote  it  is  to  trouble  the  mind's  eye. 
In  the  moft  high  and  f  palmy  ftate  of  Rome, 
A  little  ere  the  mightieft  Julius  fell, 
The  graves  ftood  tenantlefs,  the  fheeted  dead 
Did  fcjueak  and  gibber  in  the  Roman  ftreets, 
Stars  (hon  with  trains  of  fire,  dews  of  blood  fell, 
Difafters  veil'd  the  fun,  and  the  moift  ftar 
Upon  whofe  influence  Neptune's  empire  ftands, 
Was  fick  almoft  to  doom's-day  with  eclipfe. 
And  even  the  like  precurfe  of  fierce  events, 
As  harbingers  preceding  ftill  the  fates, 
And  prologue  to  the  omen  coming  on, 
Have  heav'n  and  earth  together  demonftrated 
Unto  our  climatures  and  courftry-men. 

Enter  Ghofi  again* 

Butfoft,  behold!  lo,  where  it  comes  again f 
111  crofs  it,  though  it  blaft  me.    Stay,  illufion ! 

[Spreading  his  arms. 

If 

f  palmy  for  viftoriousj  in  th&  other  editions  flouriihing. 
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If  thou  haft  any  found,  or  ufe  of  voice, 
Speak  to  me. 

If  there  be  any  good  thing  to  be  done, 
That  may  to  thee  do  eaie,  and  grace  to  me; 
Speak  to  me. 

If  thou  art  privy  to  thy  country's  fate, 
Which  happily  foreknowing  may  avoid, 
Oh  fpeak!  

Or,  if  thou  haft  uphoorded  in  thy  life 

Extorted  treafure  in  the  womb  of  earth,  [Cock  crows. 

For  which,  they  fay,  you  fpirits  oft  walk  in  death, 

Speak  of  it.    Stay,  and  fpeak  Stop  it,  Marcellus  

Mar.  Shall  I  ftrike  it  with  my  partizan? 

Hor.  Do,  if  it  will  not  ftand. 

Ber.  ;Tis  here  

Hor.  'Tis  here  

Mer.  5Tis  gone.  \£x}t  Qhoft. 

We  do  it  wrong,  being  fo  majeftical, 
To  offer  it  the  fliew  of  violence ; 
For  it  is  as  the  air,  invulnerable, 
And  our  vain  blows,  malicious  mockery. 

Ber.  It  was  about  to  fpeak,  when  the  cock  crew. 

Hor.  And  then  it  ftarted  like  a  guilty  thing 
Upon  a  fearful  fummons.    I  have  heard, 
The  cock  that  is  the  trumpet  to  the  morn, 
Doth  with  his  lofty  and  fhrill-founding  throat 
Awake  the  God  of  day  ,•  and  at  his  warning, 
Whether  in  fea  or  fire,  in  earth  or  air, 
Th5  extravagant  and  erring  fpirit  hyes 
To  his  confine.    And  of  the  truth  herein, 
This  prefent  object  made  probation. 

Mar.  It  faded  on  the  crowing  of  the  cock. 
Some  fay,  that  ever  'gainft  that  feafon  comes 
Wherein  our  Saviour's  birth  is  celebrated,  The 
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The  bird  of  dawning  fingeth  all  night  long : 
And  then,  they  fay,  no  Ipirit  walks  abroad, 
The  nights  are  wholfbme,  then  no  planets  ftrike, 
No  Fairy  takes,  no  witch  hath  power  to  charm 
So  hallow'd  and  fo  gracious  is  the  time. 

Hor.  So  have  I  heard,  and  do  in  part  believe  it. 
But  look,  the  morn  in  ruffet  mantle  clad, 
Walks  o'er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eaftern  hill  ,• 
Break  we  our  watch  up,  and  by  my  advice 
Let  us  impart  what  we  have  feen  to-night 
Unto  young  Hamlet,    For  upon  my  life, 
This  fpirit,  dumb  to  us,  will  Ipeak  to  him: 
Do  you  content  we  mall  acquaint  him  with  it, 
As  needful  in  our  loves,  fitting  our  duty? 

Mar.  Let's  do't,  I  pray,  and  I  this  morning  know 
Where  we  (hall  find  him  moft  conveniently.  [Exeunt. 


scene  n. 

The  Palace. 

Enter  Claudius  Ktng  of  Denmark,  Gertrude  the  §hteen,  Hamlet, 
Polonius,  Laertes,  Voltimand,  Cornelius,  lords  and  attendants. 

King.  r  I  H  HOUGH  yet  of  Hamlet  our  dear  brother's  death 

X    The  memory  be  green ;  and  that  it  fitted 
To  bear  our  hearts  in  grief,  and  our  whole  kingdom 
To  be  contracted  in  one  brow  of  woe  j 
Yet  fo  far  hath  difcretion  fought  with  nature, 
That  we  with  wifeft  forrow  think  on  him, 
Together  with  remembrance  of  our  felves. 
Therefore  our  fometime  fitter,  now  our  Queen, 
Th'  imperial  jointrefs  of  this  warlike  ftate, 
Have  we,  as  'twere,  with  a  defeated  joy, 

With 
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With  one  aufpicious,  and  one  dropping  eye, 

With  mirth  in  funeral,  and  with  dirge  in  marriage, 

In  equal  fcale  weighing  delight  and  dole, 

Taken  to  wife.    Nor  have  we  herein  barr'd 

Your  better  wifdoms,  which  have  freely  gone 

With  this  affair  along,  (for  all,  our  thanks.) 

Now  follows,  that  you  know  young  Fortinbras, 

Holding  a  weak  fuppofal  of  our  worth  ,• 

Or  thinking  by  our  late  dear  brother's  death 

Our  ftate  to  be  disjoint  and  out  of  frame, 

Colleagued  with  this  dream  of  his  advantage; 

He  hath  not  fail'd  to  pefter  us  with  meflage, 

Importing  the  furrender  of  thofe  lands 

Loft  by  his  father,  by  all  bands  of  law 

To  our  mod  valiant  brother.    So  much  for  him. 

Now  for  our  felf,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting : 

Thus  much  the  bufinefs  is.    We  have  here  writ 

To  Norway,  uncle  of  young  Fortinbras, 

Who  impotent  and  bed-rid,  fcarcely  hears 

Of  this  his  nephew's  purpofe,  to  fupprefs 

His  further  gate  herein^    In  that  the  levies, 

The  lifts,  and  full  proportions  are  all  made 

Out  of  his  fubje&i^and  we  here  difpatch 

You,  good  Cornelius,  and  you  Volt'imand, 

For  bearers  of  this  greeting  to  old  Norway ; 

Giving  to  you  no  further  perfonal  power 

Of  treaty  with  the  King,  more  than  the  fcope 

Which  thefe  dilated  articles  allow. 

Farewel,  and  let  your  hafte  commend  your  duty. 

Vol.  In  that,  and  all  things,  will  we  (hew  our  duty. 
King.  We  doubt  in  nothing,  heartily  farewel. 

[Exeunt  Voltimand  and  Cornelius. 
And  now  Laertes^  what's  the  news  with  you? 

-  You 
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You  told  us  of  fome  fuit.    What  is't,  Laertes? 

You  cannot  (peak  of  reafbn  to  the  Dane, 

And  lofe  your  voice.    What  would'ft  thou  beg,  Laertes , 

That  fhall  not  be  my  offer,  not  thy  asking  > 

The  head  is  not  more  native  to  the  heart, 

The  hand  more  inftrumental  to  the  mouth, 

Than  is  the  Throne  of  Denmark  to  thy  father. 

What  wouldfl  thou  have,  Laertes? 

Laer.  My  dread  lord, 
Your  leave  and  favour  to  return  to  France  ; 
From  whence,  though  willingly  I  came  to  Denmark 
To  {hew  my  duty  in  your  coronation  ,• 
Yet  now  I  rauft  confefs,  that  duty  done, 
My  thoughts  and  wifhes  bend  again  tow'rd  France : 
And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  leave  and  pardon. 

King.  Have  you  your  father's  leave  ?  what  fays  Polon'ms 

Pol.  He  hath,  my  lord,  by  labourfome  petition, 
Wrung  from  me  my  flow  leave  -y  and  at  the  laft 
Upon  his  will  I  feal'd  my  hard  confent. 
I  do  befeech  you  give  him  leave  to  go. 

King.  Take  thy  fair  hour,  Laertes,  time  be  thine, 
And  thy  beft  graces  -}  fpend  it  at  thy  will. 
But  now,  my  coufin  Hamlet,  and  my  fon  

Ham.  A  little  more  than  kin,  and  lefs  than  kind. 

King.  How  is  it  that  the  clouds  ftill  hang  on  you? 

Ham.  Not  fo  my  lord,  I  am  too  much  i'th'  fun. 

Queen.  Good  Hamlet  caft  thy  b  nighted  colour  off, 
And  let  thine  eye  look  like  a  friend  on  Denmark. 
Do  not,  for  ever,  with  thy  veiled  lids, 
Seek  for  thy  noble  father  in  the  duft; 
Thou  know'ft  'tis  common,  all  that  live  mud  die, 
Parting  through  nature  to  eternity. 

Ham.  Ay,  madam,  it  is  common. 
Vol.  VI,  Y  y 
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354     Hamlet,  Prince  of  Denmark. 

Queen.  If  it  be; 
Why  feems  it  fo  particular  with  thee? 

Ham.  Seems,  madam  ?  nay,  it  is ;  I  know  not  feems 
'Tis  not  alone  my  inky  cloak,  good  mother, 
Nor  cuftomary  fuits  of  folemn  black, 
Nor  windy  fufpiration  of  forc'd  breath, 
No,  nor  the  fruitful  river  in  the  eye, 
Nor  the  dejected  'haviour  of  the  vifage, 
Together  with  all  forms,  moods,  {hews  of  grief, 
That  can  denote  me  truly.    Thefe  may  feem, 
For  they  are  actions  that  a  man  might  play ; 
But  I  have  that  within,  which  parTeth  fhow : 
Thefe,  but  the  trappings,  and  the  fuits  of  woe. 

King.  'Tis  fweet  and  commendable  in  your  nature, 
To  give  thefe  mourning  duties  to  your  father  : 
But  you  mud:  know,  your  father  loft:  a  father, 
That  father  his,  and  the  furviver  bound 
In  filial  obligation,  for  fome  term 
To  do  obfequious  forrow.    But  to  perfevere 
In  obftinate  condolement,  is  a  courfe 
Of  impious  ftubbornefs,  unmanly  grief. 
It  (hews  a  will  moll;  incorrect  to  heav'n, 
A  heart  unfortify'd,  a  mind  impatient, 
An  underftanding  fimple,  and  unfchool'd  : 
For  what  we  know  muft  be,  and  is  as  common 
As  any  the  muft  vulgar  thing  to  fenfe, 
Why  mould  we,  in  our  peevifh  oppofition, 
Take  it  to  heart  ?  fie !  'tis  a  fault  to  heav'n, 
A  fault  againft  the  dead,  a  fault  to  nature, 
To  reafon  moft  abfurd,  whofe  common  theam 
Is  death  of  fathers,  and  who  ftill  hath  cry'd, 
From  the  firft  coarfe,  'till  he  that  died  to-day, 
"  This  muft  befo."    We  pray  you  throw  to  earth 
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This  unprevailing  woe,  and  think  of  us 

As  of  a  father:  for  let  the  world  take  note, 

You  are  the  mod  immediate  to  our  throne, 

And  with  no  left  nobility  of  love, 

Than  that  which  deareft  father  bears  his  fon, 

Do  I  impart  tow'rd  you.    For  your  intent 

In  going  back  to  fchool  to  Wittenberg, 

It  is  moft  retrograde  to  our  defire  : 

And  we  befeech  you,  bend  you  to  remain 

Here  in  the  cheer  and  comfort  of  our  eye, 

Our  chiefeft  courtier,  coufin,  and  our  fon. 

Queen.  Let  not  thy  mother  lofe  her  prayers,  Hamlet: 
I  pr'ythee  ftay  with  us,  go  not  to  Wittenberg. 

Ham.  I  (hall  in  all  my  beft  obey  you,  madam. 

King.  Why  'tis  a  loving,  and  a  fair  reply, 
Be  as  our  felf  in  Denmark.    Madam,  come, 
This  gentle  and  unforc'd  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  fmiling  to  my  heart,  in  grace  whereof 
No  jocund  health  that  Denmark  drinks  to-day, 
But  the  great  cannon  to  the  clouds  fhall  tell ; 
And  the  King's  rowfe  the  heav'n  (hall  bruit  again 
Re-ipeaking  earthly  thunder.    Come  away.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  III. 

Manet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Oh  that  this  too-too  folid  flefh  would  melt, 
Thaw,  and  refolve  it  felf  into  a  dew,- 
Or  that  the  Everlafting  had  not  fixt 
His  cannon  'gainft  felf-flaughter.    Oh  God!  oh  God! 
How  weary,  Hale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 
Seem  to  me  all  the  ufes  of  this  world  ? 
Fie  on't !  oh  fie !  'tis  an  unweeded  garden 

Yy  2  That 
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That  grows  to  feed;  things  rank,  and  grofs  in  nature 
Poflefs  it  meerly.that  it  mould  come  thus. 

But  two  months  dead!  nay,  not  fo  much;  not  two,  

So  excellent  a  King,  that  was,  to  this, 
Hyperion  to  a  fatyr:  fo  loving  to  my  mother, 
That  he  permitted  not  the  winds  of  heav'n 
Vifit  her  face  too  roughly.    Heav'n  and  earth ! 

Muft  I  remember?  why,  fhe  would  hang  on  him, 

As  if  increafe  of  appetite  had  grown 

By  what  it  fed  on ;  yet  within  a  month  ?  

Let  me  not  think  Frailty,  thy  name  is  woman ! 

A  little  month!  or  e'er  thofe  mooes  were  old 

With  which  me  follow'd  my  poor  father's  body, 

Like  Niobe,  all  tears  —  Why  fhe,  ev'n  (lie,  

Oh  heav'n!  a  beaft  that  wants  difcourfe  of  reafon 

Would  have  mourn'd  longer  married  with  mine  uncle, 

My  father's  brother;  no  more  like  my  father, 

Than  I  to  Hercules.    Within  a  month!  

Ere  yet  the  fait  of  moft  unrighteous  tears 

Had  left  the  flufhing  in  her  gauled  eyes, 

She  married.    Oh  moft  wicked  fpeed,  to  poll; 

With  fueh  dexterity  to  inceftuous  meets  : 

It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  come  to  good. 

But  break,  my  heart,  for  I  muft  hold  my  tongue. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Horatio,  Bernardo,  and  Marcellus. 

Hor.  Hail  to  your  lordfliip. 
Ham.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  well, 
Horatio?  or  I  do  forget  my  felf? 

Hor.  The  fame,  my  lord,  and  your  poor  fervant  ever. 
Ham.  Sir,  my  good  friend,  I'll  change  that  name  with  you : 

And 
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And  what  make  you  from  Wittenbergy  Horatio? 

MarceJlus  !  

Mar.  My  good  lord  

Ham.  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you;  good  even,  Sir. 
But  what,  in  faith,  make  you  from  Wittenberg? 

Hor.  A  truant  difpofition,  good  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  would  not c  hear  your  enemy  fay  fb ; 
Nor  (hall  you  do  mine  ear  that  violence, 
To  make  it  trufter  of  your  own  report 
Againft  your  felf.    I  know  you  are  no  truant; 
But  what  is  your  affair  in  Elfmoor? 
We'll  teach  you  to  drink  deep  ere  you  depart. 

Hor.  My  lord,  I  came  to  fee  your  father's  funeral. 

Ham.  I  pr'ythee  do  not  mock  me,  fellow-ftudent  ; 
I  think  it  was  to  fee  my  mother's  wedding. 

Hor.  Indeed,  my  lord,  it  follow'd  hard  upon. 

Ham.  Thrift,  thrift,  Horatio :  the  funeral  bak'd  meats 
Did  coldly  furnim  forth  the  marriage  tables. 
Would  I  had  met  my  deareft  foe  in  heav'n, 
Or  ever  I  had  feen  that  day,  Horatio. 
My  father  methinks  I  fee  my  father. 

Hor.  Oh  where,  my  lord? 

Ham.  In  my  mind's  eye,  Horatio. 

Hor.  I  faw  him  once,  he  was  a  goodly  King. 

Ham.  He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 
I  (hall  not  look  upon  his  like  again. 

Hor.  My  lord,  I  think  I  faw  him  yefternight. 

Ham.  Saw!  who?  — 

Hor.  My  lord,  the  King  your  father. 

Ham.  The  King  my  father! 

Hor.  Seafon  your  admiration  for  a  while 
With  an  attentive  ear $  'till  I  deliver 
Upon  the  witnefs  of  thefe  gentlemen^ 

This  marvel  to  you.  Ham. 

«  have 
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Ham.  For  heaven's  love,  let  me  hear. 

Hor.  Two-nights  together  had  thefe  gentlemen, 
Marcellus  and  Bernardo,  on  their  watch, 
In  the  dead  wafte  and  middle  of  the  night, 
Been  thus  encountred.    A  figure  like  your  father, 
Arm'd  at  all  points  exactly,  Cap-a-pe, 
Appears  before  them,  and  with  fblemn  march 
Goes  flow  and  ftately  by  them;  thrice  he  walk'd, 
By  their  oppreft:  and  fear-furprized  eyes, 
Within  his  truncheon's  length  ,•  whilft  they  (diftilPd 
Almoft  to  jelly  with  the  acl:  of  fear) 
Stand  dumb,  and  fpeak  not  to  him.    This  to  me 
In  dreadful  fecrecy  impart  they  did, 
And  I  with  them  the  third  night  kept  the  watch, 
Where  as  they  had  deliver'd  both  in  time, 
Form  of  the  thing,  each  word  made  true  and  good, 
The  apparition  comes.    I  knew  your  father  : 
Thefe  hands  are  not  more  like. 

Ham.  But  where  was  this  I 

Mar.  My  lord,  upon  the  platform  where  we  watcht. 

Ham.  Did  you  not  fpeak  to  it? 

Hor.  My  lord,  I  did  ,• 
But  anfwer  made  it  none  ,•  yet  once  methought 
It  lifted  up  its  head,  and  did  addrefs 
It  felf  to  motion,  like  as  it  would  fpeak: 
But  even  then  the  morning  cock  crew  loud ; 
And  at  the  found  it  fhrunk  in  hafte  away, 
And  vanifht  from  our  fight. 

Ham.  JTis  very  ftrange. 

Hor.  As  I  do  live,  my  honour'd  lord,  'tis  true,- 
And  we  did  think  it  writ  down  in  our  duty 
To  let  you  know  of  it. 

Ham*  Indeed,  Sirs,  but  this  troubles  me. 

Hold 
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Hold  you  the  watch  to-night? 
Both.  We  do,  my  lord. 
Ham.  Arm'd,  fay  you  ? 
Both.  Arm'd,  my  lord. 
Ham.  From  top  to  toe? 
Both.  My  lord,  from  head  to  foot. 
Ham.  Then  faw  you  not  his  face  ? 
Hor.  Oh  yes,  my  lord,  he  wore  his  beaver  up. 
Ham.  What,  look'd  he  frowningly  ? 
Hor.  A  count'nance  more  in  forrow  than  in  anger. 
Ham.  Pale,  or  red  ? 
Hor.  Nay,  very  pale. 
Ham.  And  fixt  his  eyes  upon  you  ? 
Hor.  Moft  conftantly. 
Ham.  I  would  I  had  been  there. 
Hor.  It  would  have  much  amaz'd  you. 
Ham.  Very  like,-  {laid  it  long? 

Hor.  While  one  with  moderate  hafte  might  tell  a  hundred. 

All.  Longer,  longer. 

Hor.  Not  when  I  faw't. 

Ham.  His  beard  was  grifly  ? 

Hor.  It  was,  as  I  have  feen  it  in  his  life, 
A  fable-filver'd. 

Ham.  I'll  watch  to-night  -y  perchance  'twill  walk  again. 

Hor.  I  warrant  you  it  will, 

Ham.  If  it  alfume  my  noble  father's  perfbn, 
I'll  fpeak  to  it,  tho'  hell  it  felf  mould  gape 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.    I  pray  you  all, 
If  you  have  hitherto  conceai'd  this  fight 
Let  it  be d  treble  in  your  filence  ftill  : 
And  whatfbever  mail  befall  to-night, 
Give  it  an  underftanding,  but  no  tongue ; 
I  will  requite  your  loves :  fo,  fare  ye  well. 

Upon 
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Upon  the  platform  'twixt  eleven  and  twelve 
Til  vifit  you. 

All.  Our  duty  to  your  honour.  [Exeunt. 

Ham.  Your  love,  as  mine  to  you  :  farewel. 
My  father's  fpirit  in  arms !  all  is  not  well ; 
I  doubt  fome  foul  play :  would  the  night  were  come ; 
'Till  then  fit  ftill,  my  foul  :  foul  deeds  will  rife, 
(Tho*  all  the  earth  o'erwhelm  them)  to  mens  eyes.  [Exit. 


SCENE  V. 

An  Apartment  m  Polonius's  houfe. 

Enter  Laertes  and  Ophelia. 

Laer.  "\  /f  Y  neceflfaries  are  imbark'd,  farewel  • 

JlVX  And  fifter,  as  the  winds  give  benefit, 
And  convoy  is  affiftant  ;  do  not  deep, 
But  let  me  hear  from  you. 
Oph.  Do  you  doubt  that  ? 

Laer.  For  Hamlet,  and  the  trifling  of  his  favours, 
Hold  it  a  fafhion  and  a  toy  in  blood, 
A  violet  in  the  youth  of  primy  nature, 
Forward,  not  permanent,  tho'  fweet,  not  lading, 
cThe  perfume,  and  fuppliance  of  a  minute  j 
No  more. 

Oph.  No  more  but  fo  ? 

Laer.  Think  it  no  more; 
For  nature  crefcent  does  not  grow  alone, 
In  f  thews  and  bulk ;  but  as  his  temple  waxes, 
The  inward  fervice  of  the  mind  and  foul 
Grows  wide  withal.    Perhaps  he  loves  you  now, 
And  now  no f  foil  nor  cautel  doth  befmerch 
The  virtue  of  his s  will :  but  you  muft  fear 

His 
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His  greatnefs  weight,  his  will  is  not  his  own  : 

For  he  himfelf  is  (ubjed  to  his  birth  ; 

He  may  not,  as  unvalued  perfons  do, 

Carve  for  himfelf,-  for  on  his  choice  depends 

The  fan&ity  and  health  of  the  whole  ftate. 

And  therefore  muft  his  choice  be  circumfcrib'd 

Unto  the  voice  and  yielding  of  that  body 

Whereof  he's  head.    Then  if  he  fays  he  loves  you, 

It  fits  your  wifdom  fo  far  to  believe  it, 

Ashe  in  his  peculiar hact  and  place 

May  give  his  faying  deed;  which  is  no  further, 

Than  the  main  voice  of  Denmark  goes  withal. 

Then  weigh  what  lofs  your  honour  may  fuftain, 

If  with  too  credent  ear  you  lift  his  fongs, 

Or  lofe  your  heart    or  your  chafte  treafure  open 

To  his  unmafter'd  importunity. 

Fear  it,  Ophelia,  fear  it,  my  dear  lifter, 

And  keep  within  the  rear  of  your  affection, 

Out  of  the  mot  and  danger  of  defire. 

The  charieft  maid  is  prodigal  enough, 

If  (he  unmask  her  beauty  to  the  moon  : 

Virtue  it  felf  fcapes  not  calumnious  ftrokes, 

The  canker  galls  the  infants  of  the  fpring, 

Too  oft  before  their  buttons  be  difclos'd  $ 

And  in  the  morn  and  liquid  dew  of  youth 

Contagious  blaftments  are  moft  imminent. 

Be  wary  then,  beft  fafety  lies  in  fear,- 

Youth  to  it  felf  rebels,  though  none  elfe  near. 

Oph.  I  (hall  th'  effects  of  this  good  leffon  keep, 
As  watchman  to  my  heart.  But  good  my  brother, 
Do  not,  as  fome  ungracious  paftors  do, 
Shew  me  the  fteep  and  thorny  way  to  heav'n  ,• 
Whilft  like  a  puft  and  carelefs  libertine, 

Vol.  VI.  Z  z 
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Himfelf  the  primrofe  path  of  dalliance  treads, 
f  And  recks  not  his  own  reed. 
Laer.  Oh,  fear  me  not. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Polonius. 

I  flay  too  long;  — but  here  my  father  comes: 
A  double  bleffing  is  a  double  grace,- 
Occafion  fmiles  upon  a  fecond  leave. 

Pol.  Yet  here,  Laertes  /  get  aboard  for  fhame, 
The  wind  fits  in  the  moulder  of  your  fail, 
And  you  are  (laid  for  there.    My  blefling  with  you,- 
And  thefe  few  precepts  in  thy  memory 
See  thou  character.    '  Give  thy  thoughts  no  tongue, 
c  Nor  any  unproportion'd  thought  his  act: 
c  Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vulgar; 
'  The  friends  thou  haft,  and  their  adoption  try'd, 
1  Grapple  them  to  thy  foul  with  hooks  of  fteel: 
(  But  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entertainment 
c  Of  each  new-hatch'd,  unfledg'd  comrade.  Beware 
c  Of  Entrance  to  a  quarrel:  but  being  in, 
c  Beat't  that  th'  oppofed  may  beware  of  thee. 
1  Give  ev'ry  man  thine  ear;  but  few  thy  voice. 
1  Take  each  man's  cenfure;  but  referve  thy  judgment. 
Coftly  thy  habit  as  thy  purfe  can  buy, 
But  not  expreft  in  fancy ;  rich,  not  gaudy : 
For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  man, 
And  they  in  France  of  the  beft  rank  and  ftation 
Are  moft  felect  and  generous,  chief  in  that. 
Neither  a  borrower,  nor  a  lender  be,- 
For  loan  oft  lofes  both  it  felf  and  friend : 
A  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  husbandry. 


■\  recks  not  his  own  reed,  that  is,  heeds  not  his  own  lefibns. 
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This  above  all  to  thine  own  (elf  be  true ; 
And  it  mud  follow,  as  the  night  the  day, 
Thou  canft  not  then  be  falfe  to  any  man. 
Farewel,-  my  bleiTing  feafon  this  in  thee! 

Laer.  Moll  humbly  do  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 
Pol.  The  time  invites  you,  go,  your  fervants  tend. 
Laer.  Farewel  Ophelia,  and  remember  well 
What  I  have  faid. 

Oph.  'Tis  in  my  mem'ry  Iockt, 
And  you  your  felf  mail  keep  the  key  of  it. 

Laer.  Farewel.  [Exit  Laer. 

Pol.  What  is't,  Ophelia,  he  faid  to  you  ? 
Oph.  So  pleafe  you,  fomething  touching  the  lord  Hamlet 
Pol.  Marry,  well  bethought! 
'Tis  told  me  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 
Given  private  time  to  you    and  you  your  (elf 
Have  of  your  audience  been  moft  free  and  bounteous. 
If  it  be  fo,  as  fo  'tis  put  on  me, 
And  that  in  way  of  caution,  I  muft  tell  you, 
You  do  not  underfland  your  felf  fo  clearly, 
As  it  behoves  my  daughter,  and  your  honour. 
What  is  between  you?  give  me  up  the  truth. 

Oph.  He  hath,  my  lord,  of  late,  made  many  tenders 
Of  his  affection  to  me. 

Pol.  Affection !  pub. !  you  fpeak  like  a  green  girl, 
Unfifted  in  fuch  perilous  circumftance. 
Do  you  believe  his  tenders,  as  you  call  them  ? 

Oph.  I  do  not  know,  my  lord,  what  I  mould  think. 
Pol.  Marry  I'll  teach  you;  think  your  felf  a  baby, 
That  you  have  ta'en  his  tenders  for  true  pay, 
Which  are  not  fterling.    Tender  your  felf  more  dearly  $ 
Or  (not  to  crack  the  wind  of  the  poor  phrafe,) 
Wronging  it  thus,  you'll  tender  me  a  fool. 

Zz  z  Oph. 


364     Hamlet,  Prince  of  Denmark. 

Oph.  My  lord,  he  hath  importun'd  me  with  love, 
In  honourable  fafhion. 

Pol.  Ay,  fafhion  you  may  call't :  go  to,  go  to. 

Oph.  And  hath  giv'n  count'nance  to  his  fpeech,  my  lord, 
With  almoft  all  the  holy  vows  of  heaven. 

Pol.  Ay,  fpringes  to  catch  woodcocks.    I  do  know 
When  the  blood  burns,  how  prodigal  the  foul 
Lends  the  tongue  vows.  Thefe  blazes,  oh  my  daughter, 
Giving  more  light  than  heat,  extinct  in  both, 
Ev'n  in  their  promife  as  it  is  a  making, 
You  muft  not  take  for  fire.    From  this  time, 
Be  fomewhat  fcanter  of  your  maiden  prelence, 
Set  your  intreatments  at  a  highter  rate, 
Than  a  command  to  parley.    For  lord  Hamlet, 
Believe  fo  much  in  him,  that  he  is  young  ,• 
And  with  a  larger  f  tether  may  he  walk, 
Than  may  be  given  you.    In  few,  Ophelia, 
Do  not  believe  his  vows$  for  they  are  brokers, 
'Not  of  that  die  which  their  inveftments  fhew, 
But  meer  impiorers  of  unholy  fuits, 
Breathing  like  fanctified  and  pious  bonds, 
The  better  to  beguile.    This  is  for  all : 
I  would  not,  in  plain  terms,  from  this  time  forth, 
Have  you  fo  flander  any  moment's  leifure, 
As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  lord  Hamlet. 
Look  to't,  I  charge  you,-  come  your  way. 

Oph.  1  fhall  obey,  my  lord.  [Exeunt, 


-f  Tider,  or  tether,  teder,  a  firing  to  tye  horfes. 
*  Not  of  the  eye  which  their  invefmems  foew. 
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SCENE  VII. 

The  Platform  before  the  palace. 
Enter  Hamlet,  Horatio,  and  Marcellus. 

Ham.  h  i^HE  Air  bites  fhrewdly,-  it  is  very  cold. 

JL       Hor.  It  is  a  nipping  and  an  eager  air. 
Ham.  What  hour  now? 
Hor.  I  think  it  lacks  of  twelve. 
Mar.  No,  it  is  ftruck. 

Hor.  I  heard  it  not :  it  then  draws  near  the  feafon 
Wherein  the  fpirit  held  his  wont  to  walk. 

\Noife  of  warlike  muftck  within. 

What  does  this  mean,  my  lord? 

Ham.  The  King  doth  wake  to-night,  and  takes  his  rowfe, 
Keeps  wafTel,  and  the  fwagg'ring  upftart  reels  ,• 
And  as  he  drains  his  draughts  of  Rhenifh  down, 
The  kettle-drum  and  trumpet  thus  bray  out 
The  triumph  of  his  pledge. 

Hor.  Is  it  a  cuftom  ? 

Ham.  Ay  marry  is't : 
But  to  my  mind,  though  I  am  native  here 
And  to  the  manner  born,  it  is  a  cuftom 
More  honour'd  in  the  breach,  than  the  obfervance.  * 

Enter 

*  theft  11  lines  following  are  in  the  firfl  edition,  hut  fince  left  out,  perhaps  as 
being  thought  too  verbofe. 

This  heavy-headed  revell,  eaft  and  weft} 

Makes  us  tradue'd,  and  tax'd  of  other  nations, 

They  clip  us  drunkards,  and  with  fwinifh  phrafe 

Soil  our  addition  >  and  indeed  it  takes 

From  our  atchievements,  though  perform'd  at  height, 

The  pith  and  marrow  o£  our  attribute. 

So  oft  it  chances  in  particular  men, 

That  for  foine  vicious  mole  of  nature  in  them, 

As 
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Enter  Ghofl. 

Hor.  Look,  my  lord,  it  comes! 

Ham.  Angels  and  minifters  of  grace  defend  us! 
Be  thou  a  fpirit  of  health,  or  goblin  damn'd, 
Bring  with  thee  airs  from  heav'n,  or  blafts  from  hell, 
Be  thy k  intents  wicked  or  charitable, 
Thou  com'ft  in  fuch  a  cjueftionable  fhape, 
That  I  will  fpeak  to  thee.    I'll  call  thee  Hamlet, 
King,  Father,  Royal  Dane:  oh!  anfwer  me, 
Let  me  not  burft  in  ignorance;  but  tell 
Why  thy  canoniz'd  bones  hearfed  in  death, 
Have  burft  their  cearments  ?  why  the  fepulcher, 
Wherein  we  faw  thee  quietly  in-urn'd, 
Hath  ope'd  his  ponderous  and  marble  jaws, 
To  caft  thee  up  again  ?  What  may  this  mean  ? 
That  thou  dead  coar'e  again  in  compleat  fteel 
Revifit'ft  thus  the  glimpfes  of  the  moon, 
Making  night  hideous  ?  and  we  fools  of  nature, 
So  horridly  to  fhake  our  difpofition 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  our  fouls. 
Say,  why  is  this  ?  wherefore  ?  what  fhould  we  do  ? 

[Ghofl  beckons  Hamlet. 

Hor.  It  beckons  you  to  go  away  with  it, 

As  in  their  birth  (wherein  they  are  not  guilty, 

Since  nature  cannot  chufe  his  origin) 

By  the  o'ergrowth  of  fome  complexion, 

Oft  breaking  down  the  pales  and  forts  of  reafonj 

Or  by  fome  habit,  that  too  much  o'er-leavens 

The  form  of  plaufive  manners  3  that  thefe  men 

Carrying,  I  fay,  the  ftamp  of  one  defect, 

(Being  nature's  livery,  or  fortune's  ftar) 

His  virtues  elfe,  be  they  as  pure  as  grace, 

As  infinite  as  man  may  undergo, 

Shall  in  the  general  cenfure  take  corruption 

From  that  particular  fault.  ■■ 

Enter  Ghofi.    &c.  k  events-. 

As 
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As  if  it  fbme  impartment  did  defire 
To  you  alone. 

Mar.  Look  with  what  courteous  action 
It  waves  you  to  a  more  removed  ground  : 
But  do  not  go  with  it. 

Hor.  No,  by  no  means.  [holding  Hamlet. 

Ham.  It  will  not  /peak;  then  I  will  follow  it. 
Hor.  Do  not,  my  lord. 
Ham.  Why,  what  mould  be  the  fear  ? 
I  do  not  fet  my  life  at  a  pin's  fee,- 
And  for  my  foul,  what  can  it  do  to  that  ? 
Being  a  thing  immortal  as  it  feif. 

It  waves  me  forth  again.  I'll  follow  it  

Hor.  What  if  it  tempt  you  tow'rd  the  flood,  my  lord  ? 
Or  to  the  dreadful  fummit  of  the  cliff, 
That  beetles  o'er  his  bafe  into  the  fea  j 
And  there  aflame  fome  other  horrible  form, 
Which  might  deprive  your  (ov'reignty  of  reafon, 
And  draw  you  into  madnefs?  think  of  it. 
*  The  very  place  puts  toys  of  defperation, 
Without  more  motive,  into  ev'ry  brain, 
That  looks  Co  many  fadoms  to  the  lea ; 
And  hears  it  roar  beneath. 

Ham.  It  waves  me  ftill :  go  on,  I'll  follow  thee  

Mar.  You  mall  not  go,  my  lord. 
Ham.  Hold  off  your  hand. 
Hor.  Be  rul'd,  you  mall  not  go. 
Ham.  My  fate  cries  out, 
And  makes  each  petty  artery  in  this  body 
As  hardy  as  the  Nemean  lion's  nerve: 

Still  am  leal  I'd?  unhand  me,  gentlemen  

[Breaking  from  them. 
By  heav'n  I'll  make  a  ghoft  of  him  that  lets  me  

*  The  ^following  lines  added  from  the  jirfi  edition.  <5 
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I  fay  away  go  on — I'll  follow  thee —  [Ex.  Ghofi  andWzm. 

Hor.  He  waxes  defp'rate  with  imagination. 
Mar.  Let's  follow ;  'tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him. 
Hor.  Have  after.    To  what  ilTue  will  this  come  ? 
Mar.  Something  is  rotten  in  the  ftate  of  Denmark. 
Hor.  Heav'n  will  direct  it. 

Mar.  Nay,  let's  follow  him.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Re-Enter  Ghofi  and  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Where  wilt  thou  lead  me?  fpeak j  I'll  go  no  further. 
Ghofi.  Mark  me. 
Ham.  I  will. 

Ghofi.  My  hour  is  almofl:  come, 
When  I  to  fulphurous  and  tormenting  flames 
Muft  render  up  my  felf. 

Ham.  Alas  poor  Ghoft! 

Ghofi.  Pity  me  not,  but  lend  thy  ferious  hearing 
To  what  I  fhall  unfold. 

Ham.  Speak,  I  am  bound  to  hear. 

Ghofi.  So  art  thou  to  revenge,  when  thou  (halt  hear. 

Ham.  What? 

Ghofi.  I  am  thy  Father's  fpirit ; 
Doom'd  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  night, 
And  for  the  day,  confin'd  to  faft  in  fires ; 
'Till  the  foul  crimes  done  in  my  days  of  nature 
Are  burnt  and  purg'd  away.    But  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  fecrets  of  my  prifon-houfe, 
I  could  a  tale  unfold,  whofe  lighted  word 
WTould  harrow  up  thy  foul,  freeze  thy  young  blood, 
Make  thy  two  eyes  like  (tars  ftart  from  their  fpheres, 
Thy  knotty  and  combined  locks  to  part, 
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And  each  particular  hair  to  (land  on  end 
Like  quills  upon  the  fretful  porcupine: 
But  this  eternal  blazon  muft  not  be 
To  ears  of  flefli  and  blood;  lift,  lift,  oh  lift/ 

If  thou  didft  ever  thy  dear  father  love  

Ham.  Oh  heav'n! 

Ghofi.  Revenge  his  foul  and  moft  unnatural  murther. 
Ham,  Murther? 

Ghofi.  Murther  moft  foul,  as  in  the  beft  it  is ; 
But  this  moft  foul,  ftrange,  and  unnatural. 

Ham.  Hafte  me  to  know,  that  I  with  wings  as  fwift 
As  meditation  or  the  thoughts  of  love, 
May  fweep  to  my  revenge. 

Ghofi.  I  find  thee  apt ; 
And  duller  fhouldft  thou  be  than  the  fat  weed 
That  rots  it  felf  in  eafe  on  Lethe's  wharf, 
Wouldft  thou  not  ftir  in  this.    Now,  Hamlet ,  hear: 
'Tis  given  out,  that  fleeping  in  my  orchard, 
A  ferpent  ftung  me.    The  whole  ear  of  Denmark 
Is  by  a  forged  procefs  of  my  death 
Rankly  abus'd :  but  know,  thou  noble  youth, 
The  ferpent  that  did  fting  thy  father's  life 
Now  wears  his  crown. 

Ham.  Oh  my  prophetick  foul!  my  uncle? 

Ghofi.  Ay,  that  inceftuous,  that  adulterate  beaft, 
With  witchcraft  of  his  wit,  with  trait'rous  gifts, 
(Oh  wicked  wit,  and  gifts  that  have  the  power 
So  to  feduce !)  won  to  his  (hameful  luft 
The  will  of  my  moft  feeming  virtuous  Queen. 
Oh  Hamlet,  what  a  falling  off  was  there ! 
From  me,  whofe  love  was  of  that  dignity, 
That  it  went  hand  in  hand  ev'n  with  the  vow 
I  made  to  her  in  marriage  $  and  to  decline 

V  o  l.  VI.  A  a  a  Upon 
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Upon  a  wretch,  whofe  nat'ral  gifts  were  poor 
To  thofe  of  mine! 

But  virtue,  as  it  never  will  be  mov'd, 
Though  lewdnefs  court  it  in  a  mape  of  heav'n  -y 
So  luft,  though  to  a  radiant  angel  iink'd, 
Will  fate  it  felf  in  a  celeftial  bed, 

And  prey  on  garbage  

But  foft,  methinks  I  fcent  the  morning  air  

Brief  let  me  be;  Sleeping  within  mine  orchard, 

My  cuftom  always  in  the  afternoon, 

Upon  my  fecure  hour  thy  uncle  ftole 

With  juice  of  curfed  hebenon  in  a  viol, 

And  in  the  porches  of  mine  ears  did  pour 

The  leperous  diftilment ;  whofe  effect 

Holds  fuch  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man, 

That  fwift  as  quick-filver  it  courfes  through 

The  nat'ral  gates  and  allies  of  the  body ; 

And  with  a  fudden  vigour  it  doth  porTet 

And  curd,  like  eager  droppings  into  milk, 

The  thin  and  wholfome  blood  :  fb  did  it  mine, 

And  a  mod  inftant  tetter1  bark'd  about, 

Moft  lazar-like,  with  vile  and  loathfome  cruft 

All  my  fmooth  body. 

Thus  was  I  flceping,  by  a  brother's  hand, 

Of  life,  of  crown,  of  Queen  at  once  difpatchtj 

Cut  off  even  in  the  bloffoms  of  my  fin, 

f  Unhouzzled,  f  unanointed,  funanel'd; 

No  reck'ning  made,  but  lent  ro  my  account 

Wich  all  my  imperfections  on  my  head. 

Oh  horrible!  oh  horrible!  moft  horrible! 

If  thou  haft  nature  in  thee,  bear  it  notj 

•f  unhouzzled,  'without  the  facrament  being  taken-. 

\  unanointed,  without  extream  unction. 

■f  unanel'd,  no  knell  rung.  1  bak'd, 
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Let  not  the  royal  bed  of  Denmark  be 
A  couch  for  luxury  and  damned  inceft. 
But  howfbever  thou  purfu'ft  this  ad, 
Taint  not  thy  mind,  nor  let  thy  (bul  contrive 
Againft  thy  mother  ought ;  leave  her  to  heav'n, 
And  to  thofe  thorns  that  in  her  bofom  lodge, 
To  prick  and  fting  her.    Fare  thee  well  at  once! 
The  glow-worm  (hews  the  matin  to  be  near, 
And  'gins  to  pale  his  unefTectual  fire. 

Adieu,  adieu,  adieu ;  remember  me.  [Exit. 
Ham.  Oh  all  you  hoft  of  heav'n!  oh  earth!  what  elfe? 

And  (hall  I  couple  hell?  oh  hold  my  heart  

And  you  my  finews,  grow  not  inftant  old  ,• 

But  bear  me  ftiffly  up$  remember  thee  

Ay,  thou  poor  ghoft,  while  memory  holds  a  (eat 

In  this  diftra&ed  globe  $  remember  thee  

Yea,  from  the  table  of  my  memory 

I'll  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  records, 

All  faws  of  books,  all  forms,  all  preffures  paft, 

That  youth  and  obfervation  copied  there  $ 

And  thy  commandment  all  alone  (hall  live 

Within  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain, 

Unmixt  with  bafer  matter.    Yes,  by  heav'n: 

Oh  mod  pernicious  woman ! 

Oh  villain,  villain,  fmiling  damned  villain ! 

My  tables,  meet  it  is  I  (et  it  down, 

That  one  may  fmile,  and  fmile,  and  be  a  villain  $ 

At  leaft  I'm  fure  it  may  be  fo  in  Denmark,  \Wrtt\ng. 

So  uncle,  there  you  are  5  now  to  my  word  $ 

It  is  j  Adieu,  adieu,  remember  me : 

I've  fworn  it  


A  a  a  2 
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SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Marcellus. 

Hor.  My  lord,  my  lord. 

Mar.  Lord  Hamlet. 

Hor.  Heav'n  fecure  him. 

Mar.  So  be  it. 

Hor.  Illo,  ho,  ho,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Hillo,  ho,  ho,  boy $  come  boy,  come. 

Mar.  How  is't,  my  noble  lord  ? 

Hor.  What  news,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Oh  wonderful! 

Hor.  Good  my  lord,  tell  it 

Ham.  No,  you'll  reveal  it. 

Hor.  Not  I,  my  lord,  by  heav'n. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Ham.  How  fay  you  then,  would  heart  of  man  once  think  it  ? 
But  you'll  be  fecret  ?  

Both.  Ay,  by  heav'n,  my  lord. 

Ham.  There's  ne'er  a  villain  dwelling  in  all  Denmark, 
But  he  is  an  arrant  knave. 

Hor.  There  needs  no  ghoft,  my  lord,  come  from  the  grave 
To  teli  us  this. 

Ham.  Why  right,  you  are  i' th' right  j 
And  Co  without  more  circumftance  at  all, 
I  hold  it  fit  that  we  make  hands,  and  partj 
You  as  your  buhnefs  and  defires  mall  point  you, 
(For  every  man  has  bufinefs  and  defire, 
Such  as  it  i^)  and  for  my  own  poor  part, 
I  will  go  pray. 

Hor.  Thefe  are  but  wild  and  hurling  words,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I'm  forry  they  offend  you,  heartily  j 
Yes  heartily,  Hor* 
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Hor.  There's  no  offence,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Yes,  by  Sc.  Patrick,  but  there  is,  my  lord, 

And  much  offence  too.    Touching  this  vifion  here  

It  is  an  honeft  ghoft,  that  let  me  tell  you : 
For  your  defire  to  know  what  is  between  us, 
O'er-mafter't  as  you  may.    And  now,  good  friends> 
As  you  are  friends,  fcholars,  and  foldiers, 
Give  me  one  poor  requeft. 

Hor.  What  is't,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Never  make  known  what  you  have  feen  to-night. 

Both.  My  lord,  we  will  not. 

Ham.  Nay,  but  fwear't. 

Hor.  In  faith,  my  lord,  not  f. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord,  in  faith* 

Ham.  Upon  my  fword. 

Mar.  We've  fworn,  my  lord,  already. 

Ham.  Indeed,  upon  my  fword,  indeed. 

Ghoft.  Swear.  [Ghoft  cries  under  the  ftage. 

Ham.  Ah  ha  boy,  fay'ft  thoufo;  art  thou  there  truepenny  ? 
Come  on,  you  hear  this  fellow  in  the  celleridge. 
Con  fen t  to  fwear. 

Hor.  Propofe  the  oath,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Never  to  fpeak  of  this  that  you  have  feen, 
Swear  by  my  fword. 

Ghoft.  Swear. 

Ham.  Hie  &  uhiquel  then  we'll  fhift  our  ground. 
Come  hither  gentlemen, 
And  lay  your  hands  again  upon  my  fword. 
Never  to  fpeak  of  this  which  you  have  heard, 
Swear  by  my  fword. 

Ghoft.  Swear. 

Ham.  Well  faid,  old  mole,  can'ft  work  i'th'  ground  fo  faft? 
A  worthy  pioneer !  Once  more  remove,  good  friends. 

Hor. 
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Hor.  Oh  day  and  night!  but  this  is  wondrous  ftrange. 

Ham.  And  therefore  as  a  ftranger  give  it  welcome. 
There  are  more  things  in  heav'n  and  earth,  Horatio, 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  philofophy.    But  come, 
Here  as  before,  never  fo  help  you  mercy, 
(How  ftrange  or  odd  foe'er  I  bear  my  felf, 
As  1  perchance  hereafter  fhall  think  meet 
To  put  an  antick  difpofition  on) 
That  you  at  fuch  time  feeing  me,  never  mail 
With  arms  encumbred  thus,  or  this  head  make ; 
Or  by  pronouncing  of  fome  doubtful  phrafe,- 

As  well  we  know  or,  we  could,  and  if  we  would  — 

Or,  if  we  lift  to  (peak  or,  there  be  and  if  there  might  — 

Or  fuch  ambiguous  giving  out  to  note, 

That  you  know  ought  of  me ;  this  do  ye  fwear. 

So  grace  and  mercy  at  your  moft  need  help  you. 

Swear. 

Ghofi.  Swear. 

Ham.  Reft,  reft,  perturbed  fpirit.     So,  gentlemen, 
With  all  my  love  I  do  commend  me  to  you,- 
And  what  fo  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is, 
May  do  t'  exprefs  his  love  and  friending  to  you, 
God  willing,  mail  not  lack  ,•  let  us  go  in  together, 
And  ftill  your  fingers  on  your  lips  I  pray. 
The  time  is  out  of  joint;  oh  curfed  fpight, 
That  ever  I  was  born  to  fet  it  right. 

Nay,  come,  let's  go  together.  [Exeunt, 
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ACT   II.   SCENE  I. 

An  Apartment  tn  Polonius'*  houfe. 
Enter  Polonius,  and  Reynoldo. 

Polonius. 

IVE  him  this  mony,  and  thefe  notes,  Reynoldo  t 
Rey.  I  will,  my  lord. 

Pol.  You  mall  do  marvellous  wifely,  good 
Reynoldo, 

Before  you  vifit  him,  to  make  inquiry 
Of  his  behaviour. 
Rey.  My  lord,  I  did  intend  it. 

Pol.  Marry,  well  faid,  very  well  faid.    Look  you,  Sir, 
Enquire  me  rirft  what  Danskers  are  in  Paris } 
And  how,  and  who,  what  means,  and  where  they  keep, 
What  company,  at  what  expence?  and  finding 
By  this  encompafsment  and  drift  of  queftion, 
That  they  do  know  my  fbn$  come  you  more  near  j 
Then  your  particular  demands  will  touch  it, 
Take  you,  as  'twere  lome  diftant  knowledge  of  him, 
As  thus  —  I  know  his  father  and  his  friends, 
And  in  part  him — Do  you  mark  this,  Reynoldo? 

Rey.  Ay,  very  well,  my  lord. 

Pol.  And  in  part  him  but  you  may  fay  —  not  well ; 

But  if 't  be  he  I  mean,  he's  very  wild ,• 
Addicted  fo  and  fb  —  and  there  put  on  him 
What  forgeries  you  pleafe,-  marry,  none  fo  rank, 
As  may  diftionour  him  -y  take  heed  of  thatj 

But 
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But,  Sir,  fuch  wanton,  wild,  and  ufual  flips, 
As  are  companions  noted  and  mod  known 
To  youth  and  liberty. 

Rey.  As  gaming,  my  lord  

Pol.  Ay,  or  drinking,  fencing,  fwearing, 
Quarrelling,  drabbing  —  You  may  go  fo  far. 

Rey.  My  lord,  that  would  difhonour  him. 

Pol.  Faith  no,  as  you  may  feafon  it  in  the  charge; 
You  muft  not  put  another  fcandal  on  him, 
That  he  is  open  to  incontinency, 

That's  not  my  meaning;  but  breathe  his  faults  fo  quaintly, 
That  they  may  feem  the  taints  of  liberty ; 
The  flam  and  out-break  of  a  fiery  mind, 
A  favagenefs  in  unreclaimed  blood 
Of  general  aiTault. 

Rey.  But,  my  good  lord  

Pol.  Wherefore  fhould  you  do  this? 

Rey.  Ay,  my  lord,  I  would  know  that. 

Pol.  Marry,  Sir,  here's  my  drift, 
And  I  believe  it  is  a  fetch  of  wit. 
You  laying  thefe  flight  (allies  on  my  fon, 
As  'twere  a  thing  a  little  foil'd  i'th'  working, 
Mark  you  your  party  in  converfe ;  him  you  would  found, 
Having  ever  feen  in  the  prenominate  crimes, 
The  youth  you  fpeakjof  guilty,  be  affur'd 
He  clofes  with  you  in  this  confequence; 
Good  Sir,  or  fo,  or  friend,  or  gentleman, 
(According  to  the  phrafe  or  the  addition, 
Of  man  and  country.) 

Rey.  Very  good,  my  lord. 

Pol.  And  then,  Sir,  does  he  this? 
He  do's  —  what  was  I  about  to  fay  ? 
I  was  about  to  fay  afomething?  where  did  I  leave?  — 
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Rey.  At  clofes  in  the  confluence. 
Pol  At  clofes  in  the  confluence  —  Ay  marry, 
He  clofes  thus.    I  know  the  gentleman, 
I  faw  him  yefterday,  or  t'other  day, 
Or  then,  with  fuch  and  fuch,  and  as  you  fay, 
There  was  he  gaming,  there  o'ertook  in's  rowfe, 
There  falling  out  at  tennis  ,•  or  perchance, 
I  faw  him  enter  fuch  a  houfe  of  fale, 
Videlicet,  a  brothel,  or  fo  forth —  See  you  now; 
Your  bait  of  falfhood  takes  this  carp  of  truth  ; 
And  thus  do  we  of  wifdom  and  of  reach, 
With  windlaces,  and  with  affays  of  byas, 
By  indirections  find  directions  out: 
So  by  my  former  lecture  and  advice 
Shall  you  my  fon,-  you  have  me,  have  you  not? 

Rey.  My  lord,  I  have. 

Pol.  God  b'w'  you  ,•  fare  you  well. 

Rey.  Good  my  lord  — 

Pol.  Obferve  his  inclination  in  your  felf. 

Rey.  I  fhall,  my  lord. 

Pol.  And  let  him  ply  his  mufick. 

Rey.  Well,  my  lord. 

scene  n. 

Enter  Ophelia. 

Pol.  Farewel.    How  now  Ophelia,  what's  the  matter 
Oph.  Alas  my  lord,  I  have  been  fo  affrighted/ 
Pol.  With  what,  in  the  name  of  heav'n? 
Oph.  My  lord,  as  I  was  fowing  in  my  ciofet, 
Lord  Hamlet,  with  his  doublet  all  unbrae'd, 
No  hat  upon  his  head,  his  ftockings  foul'd, 
Ungarter'd,  and  down-gyved  to  his  ancle, 
Vol.  VI.  B  b b 
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Pale  as  his  fhirt,  his  knees  knocking  each  other, 

And  with  a  look  fo  piteous  in  purport, 

As  if  he  had  been  loofed  out  of  hell, 

To  fpeak  of  horrors ;  thus  he  comes  before  me. 

Pol  Mad  for  thy  love  ? 

Oph.  My  lord,  I  do  not  know: 
But  truly  I  do  fear  it. 

Pol  What  faid  he? 

Oph.  He  took  me  by  the  wrift,  and  held  me  hard, 
Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  arm$ 
And  with  his  other  hand,  thus  o'er  his  brow, 
He  falls  to  fuch  perufal  of  my  face, 
As  he  would  draw  it,    Long  time  (laid  he  ib; 
At  laft,  a  little  making  of  my  arm, 
And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  up  and  down, 
He  rais'd  a  figh,  fo  piteous  and  profound, 
That  it  did  feem  to  (hatter  all  his  bulk, 
And  end  his  being.    Then  he  lets  me  go, 
And  with  his  head  over  his  moulder  turn'd, 
He  feem'd  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes, 
For  out-a-doors  he  went  without  their  help, 
And  to  the  laft,  bended  their  light  on  me. 

Pol  Come,  go  with  me,  I  will  go  feek  the  King. 
This  is  the  very  ecftafie  of  love, 
Whofe  violent  property  foredoes  it  felf, 
And  leads  the  will  to  defp'rate  undertakings, 
As  oft  as  any  paflion  under  heav'n, 
That  do's  afflict  our  natures.    I  am  forry,- 
What,  have  you  giv'n  him  any  hard  words  of  late? 

Oph.  No,  my  good  lord ;  but  as  you  did  command, 
I  did  repel  his  letters,  and  deny'd 
His  accefs  to  me. 

Pol  That  hath  made  him  mad. 
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I'm  forry  that  with  better b  heed  and  judgment 

I  had  not  quoted  him.    I  fear'd  he  trifTd 

And  meant  to  wrack  thee  j  but  bemrew  my  jealoufie 

It  teems  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age, 

To  caft  beyond  our  feives  in  our  opinions, 

As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  fort 

To  lack  difcretion.    Come,  go  we  to  the  King. 

This  muft  be  known,  which  being  kept  clofe,  might  move 

More  grief  to  hide,  than  hate  to  utter  love.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 

The  Palace. 

Enter  Kingy  J^ueen,  RofincrofTe,  Guildenftern,  lords 
and  other  attendants. 

King.  "TITTELCOME  dear  Rofmcrojfe  and  Guildenftern, 
V  V    Moreover,  that  we  much  did  long  to  fee  you, 
The  need  we  have  to  u(e  you  did  provoke 
Our  hafty  fending.    Something  have  you  heard 
Of  Hamlet's  transformation  j  fo  I  call  it, 
Since  not  th'  exterior,  nor  the  inward  man' 
Refembles  that  it  was.    What  it  mould  be 
More  than  his  father's  death,  that  thus  hath  put  him 
So  much  from  th'  understanding  of  himfelf, 
I  cannot  dream  of.    I  entreat  you  both, 
That  being  of  fo  young  days  brought  up  with  him, 
And  fince  fo  neighbour'd  to  his  youth  and  humour, 
That  you  vouchfafe  your  reft  here  in  our  court 
Some  little  time,  fo  by  your  companies 
To  draw  him  on  to  pleafares,  and  to  gather 
So  much  as  from  occafions  you  may  glean, 
If  ought,  to  us  unkown,  afflicts  him  thus, 

Bbb  2  That 

*>  Jpeed. 
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That  open'd  lies  within  our  remedy. 

Queen.  Good  gentlemen,  he  hath  much  talk'd  of  you; 
And  fure  I  am,  two  men  there  are  not  living, 
To  whom  he  more  adheres.    If  it  will  pleafe  you 
To  fhew  us  fo  much  gentry  and  good  will, 
As  to  extend  your  time  with  us  a  while, 
For  the  fupply  and  profit  of  our  hope, 
Your  vifitation  fhall  receive  fuch  thanks 
As  fits  a  King's  remembrance. 

Rof.  Both  your  Majefties 
Might  by  the  fovereign  power  you  have  of  us, 
Put  your  dread  pleafures  more  into  command 
Than  to  entreaty. 

Gu'iL  But  we  both  obey, 
And  here  give  up  our  felves  in  the  full  bent, 
To  lay  our  fervice  freely  at  your  feet. 

King.  Thanks,  Rofmerqffe  and  gentle  Gutldenflern. 

Queen.  Thanks,  Guildenflern  and  gentle  Rofmcrojfe 
And  1  befeech  you  inftantly  to  vifit 
My  too-much  changed  fon.    Go  fome  of  ye, 
And  bring  thefe  gentlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 

Guil.  Heav'ns  make  our  prefence  and  our  practices 
Pleafant  and  helpful  to  him!  [Exeunt  Rof  andGuiL 

Queen,  Amen. 

Enter  Polonius. 

PoL  Th'  ambaffadors  from  Norway^  my  good  lord, 
Are  joyfully  return'd. 

King.  Thou  (till  haft  been  the  father  of  good  news. 

PoL  Have  I,  my  lord  ?  arTure  you,  my  good  liege, 
I  hold  my  duty,  as  I  hold  my  foul, 
Both  to  my  God,  and  to  my  gracious  King- 
And  I  do  think  (or  elfe  this  brain  of  mine 

Hunts 
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Hunts  not  the  trail  of  policy,  fo  fare 
As  I  have  us'd  to  do)  that  I  have  found 
The  very  caufe  of  Hamlefs  lunacy. 

Ktng.  Oh  (peak  of  that,  that  I  do  long  to  hear. 

Pol.  Give  firft  admittance  to  th'  ambaffadors. 
My  news  mall  be  the  fruit  to  that  great  feaft. 

King.  Thy  felf  do  grace  to  them,  and  bring  them  in.  [Ex.  Pol 
He  tells  me,  my  fweet  Queen,  that  he  hath  found 
The  head  and  fcource  of  all  your  fon's  diftempen 

Queen.  I  doubt  it  is  no  other  but  the  main, 
His  father's  death,  and  our  o'er-hafty  marriage. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Polonius,  Voltimand,  and  Cornelius. 

Ktng.  Well,  we  mail  lift  him.  Welcome,  my  good  friends  \ 
Say  Voltimand^  what  from  our  brother  Norway? 

Volt.  Moft  fair  return  of  greetings,  and  defires. 
Upon  our  firft,  he  fent  out  to  fupprefc 
His  nephew's  levies,  which  to  him  appear'd 
To  be  a  preparation  'gainft  the  P  clack: 
But  better  lookt  into,  he  truly  found 
It  was  againft  your  highnefs.    Whereat  griev'd, 
That  fo  his  ficknefs,  age,  and  impotence 
Was  falfely  born  in  hand,  fends  out  arrefts 
On  Fort'tnbras }  which  he,  in  brief,  obeys, 
Receives  rebuke  from  Norway;  and  in  fine, 
Makes  vow  before  his  uncle,  never  more 
To  give  th'  aflay  of  arms  againft  your  Majefty. 
Whereon  old  Norway,  overcome  with  joy, 
Gives  him  three  thoufand  crowns  in  annual  fee, 
And  his  commiflion  to  employ  thofe  foldiers, 
So  levied  as  before,  againft  the  Polack : 

With 
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With  an  entreaty  herein  further  (hewn, 
That  it  might  pleafe  you  to  give  quiet  pafs 
Through  your  dominions  for  this  enterprize 
On  fuch  regards  of  fafety  and  allowance, 
As  therein  are  fet  down. 

King,  It  likes  us  well  j 
And  at  our  more  confider'd  time  we'll  read, 
Anfwer,  and  think  upon  this  bufinefs. 
Mean  time  we  thank  you,  for  your  well-took  labour. 
Go  to  your  reft,  at  night  we'll  feaft  together. 
Mod  welcome  home.  [Exit  Ambaf. 

Pol.  This  bufinefs  is  well  ended. 
My  liege  and  madam,  to  expoftulate 
What  Majefty  fhould  be,  what  duty  is, 
Why  day  is  day,  night  night,  and  time  is  time, 
Were  nothing  but  to  wafte  night,  day,  and  time. 
Therefore,  fince  brevity's  the  foul  of  wit, 
And  tedioufnefs  the  limbs  and  outward  flourifhes, 
I  will  be  brief;  your  noble  fon  is  mad. 
Mad  call  I  it  ,•  for  to  define  true  madnefs, 
What  is't,  but  to  be  nothing  elfe  but  mad. 
But  let  that  go. 

Ghteen.  More  matter,  with  lefs  art. 

Pol.  Madam,  I  fwear  I  ufe  no  art  at  all  : 
That  he  is  mad  'tis  true,-  'tis  true,  'tis  pity; 
And  pity,  it  is  true;  a  foolifh  figure, 
But  farewel  it;  for  I  will  ufe  no  art. 
Mad  let  us  grant  him  then ;  and  now  remains 
That  we  find  out  the  caufe  of  this  effect, 
Or  rather  fay,  the  caufe  of  this  defect; 
For  this  effect  defective,  comes  by  caufe, 
Thus  it  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus  —  Perpend — 
I  have  a  daughter;  have,  whilft  fhe  is  mine, 

Who 

c  well-look' d. 
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Who  i  n  her  duty  and  obedience,  mark, 
Hath  giv'n  me  this ;  now  gather,  and  furmife. 

[He  opens  a  letter,  and  reads.} 
To  the  celeftial,  and  my  foul's  idol,  the  mofl  beautified  Ophelia. 
That's  an  ill  phrafe,  a  vile  phrafe,  beautified  is  a  vile  phrafe,- 

but  you  (hall  hear  Thefe  to  her  excellent  white  bofom,  thefe 

Queen.  Came  this  from  Hamlet  to  her  ? 

Pol.  Good  madam  Hay  a  while,  I  will  be  faithful. 

Doubt  thou,  the  fiars  are  fire,  [Reading. 
Doubt,  that  the  fun  doth  move 
Doubt  truth  to  be  a  liar. 
But  never  doubt ,  /  love. 
Oh  dear  Ophelia,  /  am  ill  at  thefe  numbers  ;  I  have  not  art  to 
reckon  my  groans  ->  but  that  I  love  thee  befi,  oh  mofl  befl,  believe 
it.  Adieu. 

Thine  evermore,  mofl  dear  lady,  whilfi  this 

Machine  is  to  him,  Hamlet 
This  in  obedience  hath  my  daughter  {hewn  me: 
And  more  above,  hath  his  (bllicitings, 
As  they  fell  out  by  time,  by  means,  and  place, 
All  given  to  mine  ear. 

Kmg.  But  how  hath  (he  receiv'd  his  love  ? 
Pol.  What  do  you  think  of  me? 
King.  As  of  a  man,  faithful  and  honourable. 
Pol.  I  would  fain  prove  fo.    But  what  might  you  think } 
When  I  had  feen  his  hot  love  on  the  wing, 
(As  I  perceiv'd  it,  I  muft  tell  you  that 
Before  my  daughter  told  me,)  what  might  you, 
Or  my  dear  Majefty  your  Queen  here,  think? 
If  I  had  play'd  the  desk  or  table-book, 
Or  given  my  heart  working,  mute  and  dumb, 
Or  look'd  upon  this  love  with  idle  fight, 
What  might  you  think  ?  no,  I  went  round  to  work, 

And 
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And  my  young  miftrefs  thus  I  did  befpeak,- 
Lord  Hamlet  is  a  prince  out  of  thy  fphere, 
This  mud  not  be,-  and  then,  I  precepts  gave  her, 
That  fhe  fhould  lock  her  felf  from  his  refort, 
Admit  no  meflengers,  receive  no  tokens: 
Which  done,  fhe  took  the  fruits  of  my  advice, 
And  he  repulfed,  a  fhort  tale  to  make, 
Fell  to  a  fadnefs,  then  into  a  faft, 
Thence  to  a  watching,  thence  into  a  weaknefs, 
Thence  to  a  lightnefs,  and  by  this  declenfion 
Into  the  madnefs  wherein  now  he  raves, 
And  all  we  wail  for. 

King.  Do  you  think  this? 

Queen.  It  may  be  very  likely. 

Pol.  Hath  there  been  fuch  a  time,  I'd  fain  know  that, 
That  I  have  pofitively  faid,  'tis  fb, 
When  it  prov'd  otherwife? 

King.  Not  that  I  know. 

Pol.  Take  this  from  this,  if  this  be  otherwife, 
If  circumftances  lead  me,  I  will  find 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  center. 

King.  How  may  we  try  it  further  ? 

Pol.  You  know  fbmetimes  he  walks  four  hours  together, 
Here  in  the  lobby. 

Queen,  So  he  does  indeed. 

Pol.  At  fuch  a  time  I'll  loofe  my  daughter  to  him, 
Be  you  and  I  behind  an  arras  then, 
Mark  the  encounter:  If  he  love  her  not, 
And  be  not  from  his  reafon  fain  thereon, 
Let  me  be  no  aMiftant  for  a  ftate, 
And  keep  a  farm  and  carters. 

King.  We  will  try  it. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  V. 

Enter  Hamlet  reading. 

Queen.  But  look  where,  fadly,  the  poor  wretch  comes  reading. 

Pol.  Away,  I  do  befeech  you,  both  away. 
I'll  board  him  prefently.  [Exe.  King  and  Queen* 

Oh  give  me  leave.    How  does  my  good  lord  Hamlet? 

Ham.  Well,  God-a-mercy. 

Pol.  Do  you  know  me,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Excellent  well  j  y'  are  a  fifhmonger  ? 

Pol.  Not  I,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Then  I  would  you  were  fo  honeft  a  man. 
Pol.  Honeft,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  Sir ;  to  be  honeft  as  this  world  goes,  is  to  be  one 
pick'd  out  of  ten  thoufand. 

Pol.  That's  very  true,  my  lord. 

Ham.  For  if  the  fun  breed  maggots  in  a  dead  dog, 

Being  a  good  killing  carrion  

Have  you  a  daughter  ? 

Pol.  I  have,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Let  her  not  walk  i'th'  fun  ,•  conception  is  a  bleffing, 
but  not  as  your  daughter  may  conceive.    Friend,  look  to't. 

Pol.  How  fay  you  by  that  ?  ftill  harping  on  my  daughter  

Yet  he  knew  me  not  at  firft,-  he  faid  I  was  a  fiftimonger. 

He  is  far  gone  -y  and  truly  in  my  youth,  [a/ide. 

I  furTered  much  extremity  for  love  ,• 

Very  near  this.    Til  fpeak  to  him  again. 

What  do  you  read,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Words,  words,  words. 

Pol.  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Between  whom? 

Pol.  I  mean  the  matter  that  you  read,  my  lord. 
Vol,  VI.  C  c  c  Ham. 
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Ham.  Slanders,  Sir:  for  the  fatyrical  Have  fays  here,  that  old 
men  have  gray  beards  ?  that  their  faces  are  wrinkled;  their  eyes 
purging  thick  amber,  and  plum-tree  gum  $  and  that  they  have  a 
plentiful  lack  of  wit,  together  with  moft  weak  hams.  All  which, 
Sir,  though  I  moft  powerfully  and  potently  believe,  yet  I  hold 
it  not  honefty  to  have  it  thus  fetdown:  for  your  felf,  Sir,  fhali 
be  as  old  as-I-am,  if  like  a  crab  you  could  go  backward. 

Pol.  Though  this  be  madnefs,  yet  there's  method  in't  : 
Will  you  walk  out  of  the  air,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Into  my  grave  ? 

Pol.  Indeed  that  is  out  o'th'  air: 
How  pregnant  (fometimes)  his  replies  are?. 
A  happinefs  that  often  madnefs  hits  on, 
Which  fanicy  and  reafon  could  not  be 
So  profprouQy  deliver'd  of.    I'll  leave  him, 
And  fuddenly  contrive  the  means  of  meeting 
Between  him  and  my  daughter. 
My  honourable  lord,  I  will  moft  humbly 
Take  my  leave  of  you. 

Ham.  You  cannot,  Sir,  take  from  me  any  thing,  that  I  will 
more  willingly  part  withal,  except  my  life. 

Pol.  Fare  you  well,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Thefe  tedious  old  fools. 

Pol.  You  go  to  feek  lord  Hamlet;  there  he  is.  [Exit. 

SCENE  VI, 

Enter  Rofincrofle  and  Guildenftern. 

Rof.  God  fave  you,  Sir. 
Guild.  Mine  honour'd  lord! 
Rof.  My  moft  dear  lorcH 

Ham.  My  excellent  good  friends !  how  doft  thou  Guildenftern  ? 
Oh,  Roftncroj[fe>  good  lads !  how  do  ye  both } 

Rof. 
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Rof  As  the  indifferent  children  of  the  earth. 
Gutl.  Happy,  in  that  we  are  not  over-happy;  on  fortune's 
cap,  we  are  not  the  very  button. 
Ham.  Nor  the  foals  of  her  fhooe  ? 
Ref  Neither,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Then  you  live  about  her  wafte,  or  in  the  middle  of  her 
favours  ? 

Gutl.  Faith,  her  privates  we. 

Ham.  In  the  fecret  parts  of  fortune  ?  oh,  raoft  true  fhe  is  a 
(trumpet.    What  news  ? 

Rof.  None,  my  lord,  but  that  the  world's  grown  honed. 

Ham.  Then  is  dooms-day  near  ;  but  your  news  is  not  true. 
\  Let  me  queftion  more  in  particular:  what  have  you,  my  good 
friends,  deferved  at  the  hands  of  fortune,  that  fhe  fends  you  to 
prifon  hither  ? 

Gutl.  Prifon,  my  lord ! 

Ham.  Denmark 's  a  prifon. 

Rof.  Then  is  the  world  one. 

Ham.  A  goodly  one,    in  which  there   are  many  confines, 
wards,  and  dungeons  ,•  Denmark  being  one  o'th'  word. 
Rof.  We  think  not  fo,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why  then,  'tis  none  to  you;  for  there  is  nothing  either 
good  or  bad,  but  thinking  makes  it  fo:  to  me  it  is  a  prifon. 

Rof  Why  then  your  ambition  makes  it  one :  'tis  too  narrow 
for  your  mind. 

Ham.  Oh  God,  I  could  be  bounded  in  a  nut-fhell,  and  count 
my  felf  a  King  of  infinite  fpace ;  were  it  not  that  I  have  bad 
dreams. 

Gutl.  Which  dreams  indeed  are  ambition ;  for  the  very  fub- 
ftance  of  the  ambitious,  is  meerly  the  (hadow  of  a  dream. 
Ham.  A  dream  it  felf  is  but  a  (hadow. 

Rof  Truly,  and  I  hold  ambition  of  Co  airy  and  light  a  quality, 
that  it  is  but  a  fhadow's  {hadow. 

C  c  c  2  Ham. 

\  From  this  mark^  feveral /tecchies  are  not  in  the  old  edition. 
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Ham.  Then  are  our  beggars  bodies,  and  our  monarchs  and 
out-ftretch'd  heroes,  the  beggars  (hadows,-  Shall  we  to  th' court? 
for  by  my  fay,  I  cannot  reafon. 

Both.  We'll  wait  upon  you. 

Ham.  No  fuch  matter.  I  will  not  fort  you  with  the  reft  of 
my  fervants :  for  to  fpeak  to  you  like  an  honeft  man,  I  am  moft 
dreadfully  attended ;  but  in  the  beaten  way  of  friendfhip,  what 
make  you  at  Elfmoor? 

Rof.  To  vifit  you,  my  lord ;  no  other  occafion. 

Ham.  Beggar  that  I  am,  I  am  even  poor  in  thanks  but  I 
thank  you;  and  fure,  dear  friends,  my  thanks  are  too  dear  a 
half- penny.  Were  you  not  fent  for?  is  it  your  own  inclining?  is 
it  a  free  vifitation?  come,  deal  juftly  with  me;  come,  come; 
nay,  fpeak. 

Guil.  What  fhould  we  fay,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Any  thing  but  to  the  purpofe.  You  were  fent  for  ;  and 
there  is  a  kind  of  confctfion  in  your  looks,  which  your  modefties 
have  not  craft  enough  to  colour.  I  know  the  good  King  and 
Queen  have  fent  for  you. 

Rof.  To  what  end,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  That  you  muft  teach  me;  but  let  me  conjure  you  by 
the  rights  of  our  fellowfhip,  by  the  confonancy  of  our  youth,  by 
the  obligation  of  our  ever-preferved  love,  and  by  what  more 
dear,  a  better  propofer  could  charge  you  withal ;  be  even  and  di- 
rect with  me,  whether  you  were  fent  for  or  no  ? 
Rof.  What  fay  you? 

Ham.  Nay  then  I  have  an  eye  of  you :  if  you  love  me,  hold 
not  off. 

Guil.  My  lord,  we  were  fent  for. 

Ham.  I  will  tell  you  why;  fb  (hall  my  anticipation  prevent 
your  difcovery,  an<r*your  fecrecy  to  the  King  and  Queen  moult 
no  feather.  I  have  of  late,  but  wherefore  I  know  not,  loft  all 
my  mirth,  forgone  all  cuftom  of  exercife  $  and  indeed,  it  goes 

fo 
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fo  heavily  with  my  difpotition,  that  this  goodly  frame,  the  earth, 
teems  to  me  a  fteril  promontory ;  this  moft  excellent  canopy  the 
air,  look  you,  this  brave  o'er-hanging  firmament,  this  majeftical 
roof  fretted  with  golden  fire,  why,  it  appears  no  other  thing  to 
me,  than  a  foul  and  peftilent  congregation  of  vapours.  What  a 
piece  of  work  is  a  man!  how  noble  in  reafbn!  how  infinite  in  fa- 
culties! inform  and  moving  how  exprefs  and  admirable!  in  action 
how  like  an  angel !  in  apprehenfion  how  like  a  God!  the  beauty  of 
the  world,  the  paragon  of  animals!  and  yet  to  me,  what  is  this 
quinteffence  of  duft  ?  man  delights  not  me  ;  nor  woman  neither, 
tho'  by  your  fmiling  you  feem  to  fay  fo. 

Rof.  My  lord  there  was  no  fuch  fturT  in  my  thoughts. 

Ham.  Why  did  you  laugh,  when  1  faid,  man  delights  not  me  ? 

Rof.  To  think,  my  lord,  if  you  delight  not  in  man,  whatlen- 
ten  entertainment  the  Players  lhall  receive  from  you  ;  we  accoft- 
ed  them  on  the  way,  and  hither  are  they  coming  to  offer  you 
fervice. 

Ham.  He  that  plays  the  King  (hall  be  welcome;  his  majefty 
mail  have  tribute  of  me;  the  adventurous  knight  mall  ufe  his 
foyle  and  target;  the  lover  mall  not  figh  gratis ;  the  humorous 
man  mall  end  his  part  in  peace ;  and  the  lady  mail  fay  her  mind 
freely,  or  the  blank  verfe  mall  halt  for't.    What  players  are  they? 

Rof.  Even  thofe  you  were  wont  to  take  delight  in,  the  Trage- 
dians of  the  city. 

Ham.  How  chances  it  they  travel  ?  their  refidence  both  in  re- 
putation and  profit  was  better,  both  ways. 

Rof  I  think  their  inhibition  comes  by  the  means  of  the  late 
innovation. 

Ham.  Do  they  hold  the  fame  eftimation  they  did  when  I  was 
in  the  city  ?  are  they  fo  follow'd  ? 
Rof.  No  indeed,  they  are  not. 
Ham.  How  comes  it?  do  they  grow  rufty? 
Rof  Nay,  their  endeavour  keeps  in  the  wonted  pace;  but 

there 
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there  is,  Sir,  an  f  Airy  of  Children,  little  yafes,  that  cry  out  on 
the  top  of  queftion  -y  and  are  mod  tyrannically  clapt  for't ;  thefeare 
now  the  fafhion,  and  fo  be-rattle  the  common  ftages  (Co  they  call 
them)  that  many  wearing  rapiers  are  afraid  of  goofe  quills,  and 
dare  fcarce  come  thither. 

Ham.  What,  are  they  Children?  who  maintains  'em  t  how  are 
they  efcoted?  will  they  purfue  the  Quality  no  longer  than  they 
can  fing  ?  will  they  not  fay  afterwards,  if  they  fhould  grow  them- 
feives  to  common  players  ?  as  it  is  mod  like,  if  their  means  are 
no  better:  their  writers  do  them  wrong  to  make  them  exclaim 
againft  their  own  fucceflion. 

Rof.  Faith,  there  has  been  much  to  do  on  both  fides,-  and 
the  nation  holds  it  no  fin,  to  tarre  them  to  controverfie.  There 
was  for  a  while  no  money  bid  for  argument,  unlefs  the  poet  and 
the  player  went  to  cuffs  in  the  queftion. 

Ham.  Is't  poffible  ? 

Gutl.  Oh  there  has  been  much  throwing  about  of  brains. 
Ham.  Do  the  boys  carry  it  away  ? 

Rof.  Ay,  that  they  do,  my  lord,  Hercules  and  his  load  too. 

Ham.  It  is  not  ftrange  j  for  mine  uncle  is  King  of  Denmark, 
and  thofe  that  would  make  mowes  at  him  while  my  father  lived, 
give  twenty,  forty,  fifty,  an  hundred  ducates  a-peice,  for  his 
picture  in  little.  There  is  fbmething  in  this  more  than  natural, 
if  philofophy  could  find  it  out.  [FlourtJJj  for  the  players. 

Gut/.  There  are  the  players. 

Ham.  Gentlemen,  you  are  welcome  to  Elfinoor  your  hands: 
come  then,  the  appurtenance  of  welcome  is  fafhion  and  ceremo- 
ny. Let  me  comply  with  you  in  this  garbe,  left  my  extent  to 
the  players  (which  I  tell  you  muft  fhew  fairly  outward)  fhould 
more  appear  like  entertainment  than  yours.  You  are  welcome; 
but  my  Uncle-father  and  Aunt-mother  are  deceiv'd. 

Gu'd.  In  what,  my  dear  lord  ? 

Ham. 

•J"  Relating  to  the  playhoufes  then  contending,  the  Bankfide,  the  Fortune,  &c.  — — 
playd  by  the  Children  of  his  majefifs  chappel. 
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Ham.  I  am  but  mad  north,  north-weft:  when  the  wind  is 
fbutherly,  I  know  a  hawk  from  a  handfew. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Polonius. 
Pol.  Well  be  with  you,  gentlemen. 

Ham.  Hark  you,  Guildenftern,  and  you  too,  at  each  ear  a 
hearer,-  that  great  baby  you  fee  there,  is  not  yet  out  of  hisfwath- 
ling  clouts. 

Rof.  Haply  he's  the  fecond  time  come  to  them ;  for  they  fay, 
an  old  man  is  twice  a  child. 

Ham.  I  will  prophefie,  he  comes  to  tell  me  of  the  players. 
Mark  it,  you  fay  right,  Sir ;  for  on  Monday  morning  'twas  fo 
indeed. 

Pol  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you. 

Ham.  My  lord   1  have  news  to  tell  you, 
When  Ro/cius  was  an  actor  in  Rome  

Pol.  The  actors  are  come  hither,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Buzze,  b  zze. 

Pol.  Upon  mine  honour  

Ham.  Then  came  each  actor  on  his  afs  — — 

Pol.  The  beft  actors  in  the  world,  either  for  tragedy,  come- 
dy, hiftory,  paftoral,  paftoral-comical,  hiftorical-paftoral,  fcene 
undividable,  or  poem  unlimited.  Seneca  cannot  be  too  heavy, 
nor  Plautus  too  light,  for  the  law  of  wit,  and  the  liberty. 
Thefe  are  the  only  men. 

Ham.  Ohjephta,  judge  of  Ifrael,  what  a  treafure  hadft  thou! 

Pol.  What  a  treafure  had  he,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Why  one  fair  daughter,  and  no  more, 
The  which  he  loved  pajjing  well. 

Pol.  Still  on  my  daughter. 

Ham.  Am  I  not  i'th'  right,  old  Jephta? 

Pol 
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Pol.  If  you  call  me  Jephta,  my  lord,  I  have  a  daughter  that 
I  love  pafling  well. 

Ham.  Nay,  that  follows  not. 
Pol.  What  follows  then,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Why  as  by  lot,  God  wot  ——and  then  you  know,  ft 
came  to  pafs,  as  mofi  like  it  was ;  the  firft  row  of  the  f  rubrick 
will  fhew  you  more.     For  look  where  my  abridgements  come. 

Enter  four  or  five  players. 

Y'are  welcome  mafters,  welcome  ail.  I  am  glad  to  fee  thee  well  • 
welcome  good  friends.  Oh!  old  friend!  thy  face  is  b  valanc'd 
fince  I  faw  thee  laft:  com'ft  thou  to  beard  me  in  Denmark? 
What  my  young  lady  and  miftrefs?  berlady  your  ladyfhip  is  nea- 
rer heaven  then  whan  I  faw  you  laft,  by  the  altitude  of  af  chiop- 
pine.     Pray  God  your  voice,  like  a  piece  of  uncurrent  gold,  be 

not  crack'd  within  the  ring.  Mafters,  you  are  all  welcome,- 

we'll  e'en  to't  like0  friendly  faulconers,  fly  at  anything  we  fee, - 
we'll  have  a  fpeech  ftraight.  Come,  give  us  a  tafte  of  your  qua- 
lity,- come,  a  paflionate  fpeech. 

1  Play.  What  fpeech,  my  good  lord? 

Ham.  I  heard  thee  fpeak  me  a  fpeech  once,  but  it  was  never 
acted :  or  if  it  was,  not  above  once,  for  the  play  I  remember 
pleas'd  not  the  million,  'twas  Caviar  to  the  general  ,•  but  it  was, 
(as  I  receiv'd  it,  and  others,  whofe  judgment  in  fuch  matters,  cry- 
ed  in  the  top  of  mine)  an  excellent  play  •>  well  digefted  in  the 
fcenes,  fet  down  with  as  much  modefty  as  cunning.  I  remember 
one  faid,  there  was  no  d  falts  in  the  lines,  to  make  the  matter 
favoury  j  nor  no  matter  in  the  phrafe,  that  might  indite  the  au- 
thor of  affection -y  but  call'd  it,  an  boneft  method.  One  fpeech  in 
it  I  chiefly  lov'd  $  'twas  ALneas'  tale  to  Dido,  and  thereabout  of 
it  efpecially,  where  he  fpeaks  of  Priam' %  flaughter.     If  it  live  in 

■f  Rubrick.  It  is  Pons  chanfons  in  the  firfi  folio  edition,  'the  old  ballads  fungonbrid~ 
ges,  and  from  thence  call'd  Pons  chanfons.  Hamlet  is  here  repeating  ends  of  old  fongs. 

-  b  valiant.     \  Chioppine,  a  high-heel' 'd  Jhoe,  or  a  flipper.     c  frencb.     d  fallets. 

your 
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your  memory,  begin  at  this  line,  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee  The 

rugged  Pyrrhus^  like  th'  Hyrcanian  bead.  It  is  not  fo—  -it  be- 
gins with  Pyrrhus. 

The  rugged  Pyrrhus,  he  whofe  fable  arms 
Black  as  his  purpofe,  did  the  night  refemble 
When  he  lay  couched  in  the  ominous  horfe 
Hath  now  his  dread  and  black  completion  fmear'd 
With  heraldry  more  difmal  -y  head  to  foot 
Now  is  he  total  geules ;  horridly  trickt 
With  blood  of  fathers,  mothers,  daughters,  fons, 
Bak'd  and  impafted  with  the  parching  6  fires, 
That  lend  a  tyrannous  and  damned  light 
To  murthers  vile.    Roafted  in  wrath  and  fire, 
And  thus  o'er-cifed  with  coagulate  gore, 
With  eyes  like  carbuncles,  the  hellim  Pyrrhus 
Old  granfire  Priam  feeks. 

Pol.  'Fore  God,  my  lord,  well  (poken,  with  good  accent,  and 
good  difcretion. 

i  Play.  Anon  he  finds  him, 
Striking,  too  fhort,  at  Greeks.    His  antique  fword, 
Rebellious  to  his  arm,  lies  where  it  falls 
Repugnant  to  command    unequal  match'd, 
Pyrrhus  at  Priam  drives,  in  rage  ftrikes  wide ; 
But  with  the  whif  and  wind  of  his  fell  fword 
Th'  unnerved  father  falls.    Then  fenfelefs  Ilium, 
Seeming  to  feel  this  blow,  with  flaming  top 
Stoops  to  his  bafe,  and  with  a  hideous  crafh 
Takes  prifoner  Pyrrhu?  ear.    For  lo,  his  fword, 
Which  was  declining  on  the  milky  head 
Of  rev'rend  Priam,  feem'd  i'th'  air  to  ftick : 
So  as  a  painted  tyrant  Pyrrhus  ftood, 
And  like  a  neutral  to  his  will  and  matter, 
Did  nothing. 

Vol.  VI.  Ddd  But 

c  fireets. 
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But  as  we  often  fee  againft  fome  ftorm, 

A  filence  in  the  heav'ns,  the  rack  (land  dill, 

The  bold  winds  fpeechlefs,  and  the  orb  below 

As  hum  as  death :  anon  the  dreadful  thunder 

Doth  rend  the  region.    So  after  Pyrrhus3  paufe, 

A  rowfed  vengeance  fets  him  new  a-work, 

And  never  did  the  Cyclops  hammers  fall 

On  Mars  his  armour,  forg'd  for  proof  eterne, 

With  lefs  remorfe  than  Pyrrhus3  bleeding  fword 

Now  falls  on  Prtam.  

Out,  out,  thou  (trumpet-fortune !  all  you  gods, 
In  general  fynod  take  away  her  power: 
Break  all  the  (pokes  and  fellies  from  her  wheel, 
And  bowl  the  round  nave  down  the  hill  of  heav'n, 
As  low  as  to  the  fiends. 
Pol.  This  is  too  long. 

Ham.  It  (hall  to  th}  barber's  with  your  beard.  Pr'ythee  (ay 
on;  he's  for  a  jigg,  or  a  tale  of  bawdry,  or  he  deeps.  Say  on, 
come  to  Hecuba. 

i  Play.  But  who,  oh  who,  had  feen  the  f  mobled  Queen  ? 

Ham.  The  mobled  Queen? 

Pol.  That's  good  ,•  mobled  Queen,  is  good. 

i  Play.  Run  bare-foot  up  and  down,  threatning  the  flames 
With  birTon  rheum  j  a  clout  upon  that  head, 
Where  late  the  diadem  flood,  and  for  a  robe 
About  her  lank  and  all  o'er-teemed  loyns, 
A  blanket  in  th'  alarm  of  fear  caught  up. 
Who  this  had  feen,  with  tongue  in  venom  fteep'd, 
'Gainft  fortune's  ftate  would  treafon  have  pronoune'd  : 
But  if  the  gods  themfelves  did  fee  her  then, 
When  (he  faw  Pyrrhus  make  malicious  fport 
In  mincing  with  his  fword  her  husband's  limbs,- 
The  inftant  burft  of  clamour  that  (he  made, 

(Var 

f  In  the  firji  folio  edition,  it  is  tb'  enobled  Queen. 
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(Unlefs  things  mortal  move  them  not  at  all) 
Would  have  made  5  melt  the  burning  eyes  of  heav'n, 
And  paflion  in  the  gods. 

Pol.  Look  if  he  has  not  turn'd  his  colour,  and  has  tears  in's 
eyes.    Pr'ythee  no  more. 

Ham.  'Tis  well,  I'll  have  thee  fpeak  out  the  reft  of  this  foon. 
Good  my  lord,  will  you  fee  the  players  well  beftow'd.  Do  ye 
hear,  let  them  be  well  us'd ;  for  they  are  the  abftracl:,  and  brief 
chronicles  of  the  time.  After  your  death,  you  were  better  have 
a  bad  epitaph,  then  their  ill  report  while  you  liv'd. 

Pol.  My  lord,  I  will  ufe  them  according  to  their  defert. 

Ham.  Gods  bodikins  man,  much  better.  Ufe  every  man  af- 
ter his  defert,  and  who  (hall  fcape  whipping?  ufe  them  after 
your  own  honour  and  dignity.  The  lefs  they  deferve,  the  more 
merit  is  in  your  bounty.    Take  them  in. 

Pol.  Come,  Sirs.  [Exit  Polonius. 

Ham.  Follow  him,  friends:  we'll  hear  a  play  to-morrow. 
Doft  thou  hear  me,  old  friend,  can  you  play  the  murther  of 
Gonzago  ? 

Play.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  We'll  ha't  to-morrow  night.  You  could  for  a  need 
ftudy  a  fpeech  of  fome  dozen  or  fixteen  lines,  which  I  would  fet 
down,  and  infert  in't  ?  could  ye  not? 

Play.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Very  well.  Follow  that  lord,  and  look  you  mock  him 
not.  My  good  friends,  III  leave  you  'till  night,  you  are  wel- 
come to  Elfinoor. 

Rof.  Good  my  lord.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  VIII. 

Manet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Ay  fo,  God  b'  w*  ye :  now  I  am  alone. 

Ddd  z  Oh 

B  milch. 
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Oh  what  a  rogue  and  peafant  (lave  am  I? 
Is  it  not  monftrous  that  this  player  here, 
But  in  a  fiction,  in  a  dream  of  paflion, 
Could  force  his  foul  fo  to  his  own  conceit, 
That  from  her  working,  all  his  vifage  warm'd  : 
Tears  in  his  eyes,  diftradtion  in  his  afpect, 
A  broken  voice,  and  his  whole  function  fuiting 
With  forms,  to  his  conceit?  and  all  for  nothing  ? 
For  Hecuba? 

What's  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba, 

That  he  mould  weep  for  her  ?  what  would  he  do, 

Had  he  the  motive  and  the  cue  for  paflion 

That  I  have?  he  would  drown  the  ftage  with  tears, 

And  cleave  the  gen'ral  ear  with  horrid  fpeech, 

Make  mad  the  guilty,  and  appall  the  free, 

Confound  the  ign'rant,  and  amaze  indeed 

The  very  faculty  of  eyes  and  ears.  

h  Yet  I  fay  nothing  ,•  no,  not  for  a  King, 

Upon  whofe  property  and  moft  dear  life 

A  damn'd  defeat  was  made.    Am  I  a  coward? 

Who  calls  me  villain,  breaks  my  pate  a-crofi, 

Plucks  off  my  beard,  and  blows  it  in  my  face? 

Tweaks  me  by  th'  nofe,  gives  me  the  lye  i'th'  throat, 

As  deep  as  to  the  lungs  ?  who  does  me  this  ? 

1  Yet  I  mould  take  it  —  for  it  cannot  be, 

But  I  am  pigeon-liver'd,  and  lack  gall 

To  make  oppreilion  bitter ;  or  ere  this, 

I  mould  have  fatted  all  the  region  kites 

With  this  Have's  offal.    Bloody,  bawdy  villain! 

Remorfelefs,  treacherous,  letcherous,  kindlefs  villain? 

•      h  Yet  /, 

A  dull  and  muddy  metled  rafcal  peak 

Like  John-a- dreams,  unpregnant  of  my  caufe 

And  can  fay  nothing  

*  Ha!  why  fhouJd  I  tale  it? 
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Why  what  an  afs  am  I?  this  is  mod  brave, 

That  I,  the  fbn  of  a  dear  father  murthered, 

Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  heav'n  and  hell, 

Muft,  like  a  whore,  unpack  my  heart  with  words, 

And  fall  a  curfing  like  a  very  drab  

A  k  ftallion!  fye  upon't!  foh!  about  my  brain  

I've  heard,  that  guilty  creatures,  at  a  play, 

Have  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  fcene 

Been  ftruck  fo  to  the  foul,  that  prefently 

They  have  proclaim'd  their  malefactions. 

For  murther,  though  it  have  no  tongue,  will  /peak 

With  moft  miraculous  organ.    I'll  obferve  his  looks, 

Play  fomething  like  the  murther  of  my  father, 

Before  mine  uncle.    I'll  obferve  his  looks, 

I'll  tent  him  to  the  quick  j  if  he  but  blench, 

I  know  my  courfe.    The  fpirit  that  I  have  teen 

M  ay  be  the  devil,  and  the  devil  hath  power 

T'affume  a  pleafing  (hape,  yea,  and  perhaps 

Out  of  my  weaknefs  and  my  melancholy, 

(As  he  is  very  potent  with  fuch  fpirits) 

Abufes  me  to  damn  me.    I'll  have  grounds 

More  relative  than  this:  The  play's  the  thing, 

Wherein  I'll  catch  the  confcience  of  the  King,  [Ex$t. 

k  fcullion. 
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ACT   in.   SCENE  I 

The  P  A  L  A  C  E. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Polonius,  Ophelia,  Rofincrofle, 
Guildenftern,  and  Lords. 

King. 

!ND  can  you  by  no  drift  of a conference 
Get  from  him  why  he  puts  on  this  b  confufion, 
Grating  fo  harfhly  all  his  days  of  quiet, 
With  turbulent  and  dang'rous  lunacy  ? 

Rof  He  does  confefs  he  feels  himfelf  diftrafted ; 
But  from  what  caufe  he  will  by  no  means  (peak. 
Gull.  Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  founded  • 
But  with  a  crafty  madnefs  keeps  aloof, 
When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  fome  confeflion 
Of  his  true  (late. 

Queen.  Did  he  receive  you  well? 
Rof  Moft  like  a  gentleman. 
Guil.  But  with  much  forcing  of  his  diipofition. 
Rof.  Niggard  of  queftion,  but  of  our  demands 
Mod  free  in  his  reply. 

Queen.  Did  you  aflfay  him  to  any  paftime? 
Rof.  Madam,  it  fo  fell  out,  that  certain  players 
We  o'er-took  on  the  way  ,•  of  thefe  we  told  him ; 
And  there  did  feem  in  him  a  kind  of  joy 
To  hear  of  it:  they  are  about  the  court, 
And  (as  I  think)  they  have  already  order 
This  night  to  play  before  him. 


circumflance. 


b  confetfwn. 


Pol, 
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Pol.  'Tis  mod  true  : 
And  he  befeech'd  me  to  entreat  your  majeflies 
To  hear  and  fee  the  matter. 

King.  With  all  my  heart,  and  it  doth  much  content  me 
To  hear  him  fo  inclin'd. 
Good  gentlemen,  give  him  a  further  edge, 
And  drive  his  purpofe  into  thefe  delights. 

Rof.  We  (hall,  my  lord.  [£ 

King.  Sweet  Gertrude,  leave  us  too, 
For  we  have  clofely  fent  for  Hamlet  hither, 
That  he,  as  'twere  by  accident,  may  here 
Affront  Ophelia.    Her  father,  and  my  felf, 
Will  fo  beftow  our  felves,  that  feeing  unfeen 
We  may  of  their  encounter  frankly  judge, 
And  gather  by  him,  as  he  is  behaved, 
If't  be  th'  affliction  of  his  love,  or  no, 
That  thus  he  fuffers  for. 

Queen.  I  mall  obey  you: 
And  for  my  part,  Ophelia,  I  do  wifh 
That  your  good  beauties  be  the  happy  caufe 
Of  Hamlefs  wildnefs.    So  I  hope  your  virtues 
May  bring  him  to  his  wonted  way  again, 
To  both  your  honours. 

Oph.  Madam,  I  wifh  it  may. 

Pol.  Ophelia,  walk  you  here.    Gracious,  fo  pleafe  ye, 
We  will  beftow  our  felves  :  read  on  this  book  -y 
That  {hew  of  fuch  an  exercife  may  colour 
Your  lonelinefs.    We're  oft  to  blame  in  this, 
'Tis  too  much  prov'd,  that  with  devotion's  vifage, 
And  pious  action  we  do  fuger  o'er 
The  devil  himfelf. 

Ktng.  Oh  'tis  too  true. 
How  fmart  a  lafh  that  fpeech  doth  give  my  confcience!  \afu 
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The  harlot's  cheek  beautied  with  plaftring  art 
Is  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it, 
Than  is  my  deed  to  my  molt  painted  word. 
Oh  heavy  burthen  I 

Pol,  I  hear  him  coming,  let's  withdraw  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Ophelia. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham,  To  be,  or  not  to  be  ?  that  is  the  queftion  — 
Whether  'tis  nobler  in  the  mind,  to  lufTer 
The  flings  and  arrows  of  outragious  fortune 
Or  to  take  arms  againft  a  f  fea  of  troubles, 

And  by  oppofing  end  them?  —  To  die,  to  deep  - — 

No  more ;  and  by  a  fleep  to  fay  we  end 

The  heart-ache  and  the  thoufand  natural  (hocks 

That  flefh  is  heir  to  j  'tis  a  confummation 

Devoutly  to  be  wifh'd.    To  die  to  fleep  

To  fleep?  perchance  to  dream,-  ay,  there's  the  rub  

For  in  that  fleep  of  death  what  dreams  may  come, 

When  we  have  fhuffled  off  this  mortal  coil, 

Muft  give  us  paufe.    There's  the  refpect 

That  makes  calamity  of  fo  long  life. 

For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  fcorns  of  time, 

Th'  oppreffor's  wrong,  the c  proud  man's  contumely, 

The  pang  of  defpis'd  love,  the  law's  delay, 

The  infolence  of  office,  and  the  fpurns 

That  patient  merit  of  th'  unworthy  takes,- 

When  he  himfelf  might  his  Quietus  make 

With  a  bare  bodkin?  who  would  fardles  bear, 

■f  Perhaps  fiege,  which  continues  the  metaphor  of  flings,  arrows,  taking  arms* 
uind  reprefents  the  king  encompajs'd  on  all  fides  with  troubles,         c  poor. 

1  To 
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To  groan  and  fweat  under  a  weary  life? 

But  that  the  dread  of  fomething  after  death, 

(That  undifcover'd  country,  from  whofe  bourne 

No  traveller  returns)  puzzles  the  will, 

And  makes  us  rather  bear  thofe  ills  we  have, 

Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of. 

Thus  conference  does  make  cowards  of  us  all: 

And  thus  the  native  hue  of  refolution 

Is  ficklied  o'er  with  the  pale  caft  of  thought  ,♦ 

And  enterprizes  of  great  pith  and  moment, 

With  this  regard,  their  currents  turn d  awry 

And  lofe  the  name  of  action.  —  Soft  you  now,       [Seeing  Oph. 

The  fair  Ophelia  ?  nymph,  in  thy  oraifons 

Be  all  my  fins  remembred. 

Oph.  Good  my  lord, 
How  does  your  honour  for  this  many  a  day  ? 

Ham.  I  humbly  thank  you,-  well,  

Oph.  My  lord,  I  have  remembrances  of  yours, 
That  I  have  longed  much  to  re-deliver. 
I  pray  you  now  receive  them. 

Ham.  No,  I  never  gave  you  ought. 

Oph.  My  honour'd  lord,  1  know  right  well  you  did, 
And  with  them  words  of  fo  fweet  breath  compos'd, 
As  made  the  things  more  rich :  that  perfume  loft, 
Take  thefe  again  j  for  to  the  noble  mind 
Rich  gifts  wax  poor,  when  givers  prove  unkind. 
There,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Ha,  ha!  are  you  honeft? 

Oph.  My  lord  

Ham.  Are  you  fair? 

Oph.  What  means  your  lordlhip  ? 

Ham.  That  if  you  be  honeft  and  fair,  you  mould  admit  no 
difcourfe  to  your  beauty. 

V  o  l.  VI.  E  e  e  Oph. 


d  away. 
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Oph.  Could  beauty,    my  lord,   have  better  commerce  than 

with  honefty  ? 

Ham.  Ay  truly ;  for  the  power  of  beauty  will  fooner  trans- 
form honefty  from  what  it  is,  to  a  bawd;  than  the  force  of  ho- 
nefty can  tranflate  beauty  into  its  likenefs.  This  was  fbmetimes 
a  paradox,  but  now  the  time  gives  it  proof.  I  did  love  you  once. 

Oph.  Indeed,  my  lord,  you  made  me  believe  Co. 

Ham.  You  mould  not  have  believed  me.  For  virtue  cannot 
fo  '  innoculate  our  old  ftock,  but  we  mall  relifti  of  it.  fI  lov'd 
you  not. 

Oph.  I  was  the  more  deceived. 

Ham.  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery.  Why  wouldft  thou  be  a  bree- 
der of  finners?  I  am  my  felf  indifferent  honeft,  but  yet  I  could 
accufe  me  of  fuch  things,  that  it  were  better  my  mother  had  not 
born  me.  I  am  very  proud,  revengeful,  ambitious,  with  more 
offences  at  my  beck,  than  I  have  thoughts  to  put  them  in,  ima- 
gination to  give  them  fhape,  or  time  to  act  them  ia  What 
mould  fuch  fellows  as  I  do  crawling  between  heav'n  and  earth  ? 

we  are  arrant  knaves,  believe  none  of  us  Go  thy  ways  to  a 

nunnery  Where's  your  father  ? 

Oph.  At  home,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Let  the  doors  be  (hut  upon  him,  that  he  may  play  the 
fool  no  where  but  in's  own  houfe.  Farewel. 
Oph.  Oh  help  him,  you  fweet  heav'ns ! 

Ham.  If  thou  doft  marry,  I'll  give  thee  this  plague  for  thy 
dowry.    Be  thou  as  chafte  as  ice,  as  pure  as  fnow,  thou  malt  not 

efcape  calumny  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery,  farewel —  Or 

if  thou  wilt  needs  marry,  marry  a  fool  ,•  for  wife  men  know  well 

enough,  what  monfters  you  make  of  them  To  a  nunnery 

go  and  quickly  too  :  farewel. 

Oph.  Heav'nly  powers!  reftore  him. 

Ham.  I  have  heard  of  your g  painting  too,  well  enough  :  God 
has  given  you  one h  face,  and  you  make  your  felf  another.  You  jig, 

you 

«  evacuate  in  the  firfi  edition.       f  I  did  love  you  once.      S  pratUng.       t  pace. 
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you  amble,  and  you  lifp,  and  nick-name  God's  creatures,  and 
make  your  wantonnefs  your  ignorance.  Go,  I'll  no  more  on't, 
it  hath  made  me  mad.  I  fay,  we  will  have  no  more  marriages. 
Thofe  that  are  married  already,  all  but  one,  {hall  live,  the  reft 
mall  keep  as  they  are.    To  a  nunnery,  go.  [Exit  Hamlet. 

Oph.  Oh  what  a  noble  mind  is  here  o'erthrown ! 
The  courtiers,  foldiers,  fcholars,  eye,  tongue,  fword  \ 
Th'  expectancy  and  rofe  of  the  fair  ftate, 
The  glafs  of  fafhion,  and  the  mould  of  form, 
Th*  obferv'd  of  all  obfervers,  quite,  quite  down  ? 
I  am  of  ladies  mod  deject  and  wretched, 
That  fuck'd  the  hony  of  his  mufick  vows : 
Now  fee  that  noble  and  moil  fovereign  reafbn, 
Like  fweet  bells  jangled  out  of  tune,  and  harfh; 
That  unmatch'd  form  and  feature  of  blown  youth, 
Blafted  with  ecftafie.    Oh  woe  is  me ! 
T'have  feen  what  I  have  feen ;  fee  what  I  fee. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  King  and  Polonius. 

King.  Love !  his  affections  do  not  that  way  tend, 
Nor  what  he  fpake,  tho'  it  lack'd  form  a  little, 
Was  not  like  madnels.    Something's  in  his  foul, 
O'er  which  his  melancholy  fits  on  brood, 
And  I  do  doubt  the  hatch  and  the  difclofe 
Will  be  fome  danger,  which  how  to  prevent, 
I  have  in  quick  determination 
Thus  fet  it  down.    He  mall  with  fpeed  to  England, 
For  the  demand  of  our  neglected  tribute : 
Haply  the  feas  and  countries  different, 
With  variable  objects,  mail  expel 
This  fomething  fettled  matter  in  his  heart  $ 

E  e  e  2  Where- 
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Whereon  his  brains  ft  ill  beating,  puts  him  thus 
From  fafhion  of  himfelf.    What  think  you  on't  ? 

Pol.  It  {hall  do  well.    But  yet  do  I  believe 
The  origin  and  commencement  of  this  grief 
Sprung  from  neglected  love.    How  now,  Ophelia? 
You  need  not  tell  us  what  lord  Hamlet  faid, 
We  heard  it  all.    My  lord,  do  as  you  pleafe  $ 
But  if  you  hold  it  fit  after  the  play, 
Let  his  Queen-mother  all  alone  intreat  him 
To  mew  his  griefs ;  let  her  be  round  with  him : 
And  I'll  be  piac'd,  fo  pleafe  you,  in  the  ear 
Of  all  their  conf'rence.    If  fhe  find  him  not, 
To  England  fend  him ;  or  confine  him  where 
Your  wifdom  beft  (hall  think. 

King.  It  fhall  be  fo  : 
Madnefs  in  great  ones  muft  not  unwatch'd  go.  \Exeunu 


SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Hamlet,  and  two  or  three  of  the  Players. 

Ham.  PEAK  the  fpeech  I  pray  you,  as  I  pronounc'd  it  to 
v3  you,  trippingly  on  the  tongue.  But  if  you  mouth  it> 
as  many  of  our  Players  do,  I  had  as  Jieve  the  town-crier  had 
Ipoke  my  lines.  And  do  not  faw  the  air  too  much  with  your 
hand  thus,  but  ufe  all  gently ;  for  in  the  very  torrent,  tempeft, 
and,  as  I  may  fay,  whirl-wind  of  your  paflion,  you  muft  acquire 
and  beget  a  temperance  that  may  give  it  fmoothnefs.  Oh,  it 
offends  me  to  the  foul,  to  hear  a  robuftous  periwig-pated  fellow 
tear  a  paflion  to  tatters,  to  very  rags,  to  fplit  the  ears  of  the 
groundlings:  who  (for  the  moft  part)  are  capable  of  nothing, 
but  inexplicable  dumb  fhews,  and  noife:  I  could  have  fuch  a  fel- 
low whipt  for  o'er-doing  termagant;  it  out-herods  Herod.  Pray 
you  avoid  it. 

Play, 
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Play.  I  warrant  your  honour. 

Ham.  Be  not  too  tame  neither  -y  but  let  your  own  difcretion  be 
your  tutor.  Sute  the  action  to  the  word,  the  word  to  the  action  ,• 
with  this  fpecial  obfervance,  that  you  o'er-ftep  not  the  modefty 
of  nature  j  for  any  thing  fo  overdone  is  from  the  purpofe  of 
playing  j  whofe  end  both  at  the  firft  and  now,  was  and  is,  to 
hold  as  'twere  the  mirror  up  to  nature  ->  to  fhew  virtue  her  own 
feature,  fcorn  her  own  image,  and  the  very  age  and  body  of  the 
time,  his  form  and  preflure.  Now  this  over-done,  or  come 
tardy  off,  tho'  it  make  the  unskilful  laugh,  cannot  but  make  the 
judicious  grieve:  the  cenfure  of  which  one,  muft  in  your  allow- 
ance o'er-fway  a  whole  theatre  of  others.  Oh,  there  be  Players 
that  I  have  feen  play,  and  heard  others  praife  and  that  highly, 
(not  to  (peak  it  prophanely)  that  neither  having  the  accent  of 
chriftian,  or  the  gate  of  chriftian,  pagan,  1  or  man,  have  fo 
ftrutted  and  bellow'd,  that  1  have  thought  lome  of  nature's  jour- 
ney-men had  made  men,  and  not  made  them  well  •  they  imitar 
ted  humanity  fo  abominably. 

Play.  I  hope  we  have  reform'd  that  indifferently  with  us. 

Ham.  Oh  reform  it  altogether.  And  let  thofe  that  play  your 
clowns,  fpeak  no  more  than  is  fet  down  for  them :  For  there  be 
of  them  that  will  themfelves  laugh,  to  fet  on  fome  quantity  of 
barren  fpectators  to  laugh  too,  though  in  the  mean  time  jfome 
neceflary  queftion  of  the  play  be  then  to  be;  confidered:  That's 
villanous,  and  mews  a  moft  pitiful  ambition  in  the  fool  that  ufes 
it.    Go  make  you  ready.  [Exeunt  Players. 

Enter  Polonius,  Rofincrofle,  and  Guildenftern. 

How  now,  my  lord  ?  will  the  King  hear  this  piece  of  work  ? 

Pol.  And  the  Queen  too,  and  that  prefently. 

Ham.  Bid  the  Players  make  hafte.  [Exit  Polonius. 

Will  you  two  help  to  haften  them  ? 

Both.  We  will,  my  lord,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 

*  or  Norman. 
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SCENE  V. 

Enter  Horatio  to  Hamlet. 

Ham.  What  ho,  Horatio  7 
Hor.  Here,  fweet  lord,  at  your  fervice. 
Ham.  Horatio,  thou  art  e'en  as  juft  a  man 
As  e'er  my  converfation  coap'd  withal. 

Hor.  Oh  my  dear  lord  

Ham.  Nay,  do  not  think  I  flatter: 
For  what  advancement  may  I  hope  from  thee, 
That  no  revenue  haft,  but  thy  good  Ipirits 
To  feed  and  cloath  thee  ?    Should  the  poor  be  flatter'd 
No,  let  the  candied  tongue  lick  abfurd  pomp, 
And  crook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  knee, 
Where  thrift  may  follow  fawning.    Doft  thou  hear? 
Since  my  dear  foul  was  miftrefs  of  her  choice, 
And  could  of  men  diftinguifh,  her  election 
Hath  feal'd  thee  for  her  felf.    For  thou  haft  been 
As  one,  in  fufTering  all  that  fufTers  nothing. 
A  man,  that  fortune's  buffets  and  rewards 
Hath  ta'en  with  equal  thanks.    And  bleft  are  thofe, 
Whofe  blood  and  judgment  are  (6  well  co-mingled, 
That  they  are  not  a  pipe  for  fortune's  ringer 
To  found  what  ftop  fhe  pleafe.    Give  me  that  man 
That  is  not  parlion's  Have,  and  I  will  wear  him 
In  my  heart's  core :  ay,  in  my  heart  of  heart, 

As  I  do  thee.  Something  too  much  of  this.  

There  is  a  play  to-night  before  the  King, 
One  fcene  of  it  comes  near  the  circumftance 
Which  I  have  told  thee,  of  my  father's  death. 
I  pr'ythee,  when  thou  feeft  that  act  a-foot, 
Ev'n  with  the  very  comment  of  thy  foul 
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Obferve  mine  uncle:  if  his  occult  guilt 
Do  not  it  felf  unkennel  in  one  ipeech, 
It  is  a  damned  ghoft  that  we  have  feen: 
And  my  imaginations  are  as  foul 
As  Vulcan' %  f  ftithy.    Give  him  heedful  note, 
For  I  mine  eyes  will  rivet  to  his  face, 
And  after  we  will  both  our  judgments  join, 
To  cenfure  of  his  feeming. 

Hor.  Well,  my  lord. 
If  he  fteal  ought  the  whilft  this  play  is  playing, 
And  fcape  detecting,  I  will  pay  the  theft. 

SCENE  VI 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Polonius,  Ophelia,  RofincrofTe,  Guilden- 
ftern,  and  other  lords  attendant,  with  a  guard  carrying  torches, 
Danifh  march,    Sound  a  flourifh. 

Ham.  They're  coming  to  the  play  ^  I  muft  be  idle. 
Get  you  a  place. 

King.  How  fares  our  coufin  Hamlet? 

Ham.  Excellent  i'faith,  of  the  camelion's  dim :  I  eat  the  air, 
promife-cramm'd :  you  cannot  feed  capons  fo. 

King.  I  have  nothing  with  this  anfwer,  Hamlet,  thefe  words 
are  not  mine. 

Ham  No,  nor  mine  now,  my  lord.  You  plaid  once  i'th1 
univerfity,  you  fay  ?  [To  Polonius, 

Pol.  That  I  did,  my  lord,  and  was  accounted  a  good  actor. 
Ham.  And  what  did  you  enact? 

Pol.  I  did  enact  Julius  Cafar,  I  was  kill'd  i'th'  capitol :  Brutus 
kill'd  me. 

Ham.  It  was  a  brute  part  of  him,  to  kill  fo  capital  a  calf 
there.    Be  the  players  ready  ? 

Rof. 

■f  Stithy,  a  faith's  anvil 


4c8    (  Hamlet,  Prince  of  Denmark. 

Rof.  Ay,  my  lord,  they  ftay  upon  your  patience. 
Qjteen.  Come  hither,  my  dear  Hamlet,  fit  by  me. 
Ham.  No,  good  mother,  here's  mettle  more  attra&ive. 
Pol.  Oh  ho,  do  you  mark  that  ? 
Ham,  Lady,  {hail  I  lye  in  your  lap.5 

[Lying  down  at  Ophelia'*  feet. 

Oph.  No,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Do  you  think  I  meant  country  matters? 
Oph.  I  think  nothing,  my  lord. 

Ham.  That's  a  fair  thought  to  lye  between  a  maid's  legs. 

Oph.  What  is,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Nothing. 

Oph.  You  are  merry,  my  lord 

Ham,  Who,  I? 

Oph.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Oh  God,  your  only  jig-maker;  what  mould  a  man  do, 
but  be  merry  ?  For  look  you  how  chearfully  my  mother  looks, 
and  my  father  dy'd  within  thefe  two  hours. 

Oph.  Nay,  'tis  twice  two  months,  my  lord. 

Ham.  So  long?  nay  then  let  the  devil  wear  black,  for  I'll 
have  a  fuit  of  fables.  Oh  heav'ns!  dye  two  months  ago,  and 
not  forgotten  yet!  then  there's  hope,  a  great  man's  memory 
may  out-live  bis  life  half  a  year:  but  by'r-lady  he  rauft  build 
churches  then  -}  or  elfe  fhall  he  fuffer  not  thinking  on,  with  the 
hobby-horfe  5  whofe  epitaph  is  For  oh,  for  oh,  the  hobby-horfe  is 
forgot. 

SCENE  VII. 

Hautboys  play.    The  dumb  fhew  enters. 

Enter  a  King  and  Queen,  very  lovingly,  the  Queen  embracing 
him,  and  he  her.    He  takes  her  up,  and  declines  his  head  upon 

her 
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he  r  neck.  Lays  him  down  upon  a  bank  of  flowers.  She  feeing 
htm  afleep,  leaves  htm.  Anon  comes  in  a  fellow,  takes  off  his 
crown,  kiffes  it,  and  pours  poifon  in  the  King's  ears,  and  Exit. 
The  Queen  returns,  finds  the  King  dead,  and  makes  pajflonate 
a&ion.  The  poyfoner,  with  fome  two  or  three  mutes  come  in  a- 
gain,  feeming  to  lament  with  her.  The  dead  body  is  carried  a- 
way.  The  poifoner  wooes  the  Queen  with  gifts,  fhe  feems  loth 
and  unwilling  a  while,  but  in  the  end  accepts  his  love.  [Exeunt. 
Oph.  What  means  this,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Marry  this  is  miching  Malicho,  that  means  miichief. 

Oph.  Belike  this  (hew  imports  the  argument  of  the  play  ? 

Ham.  We  {hall  know  by  this  fellow:  the  Players  cannot 
keep  couniel,  they'll  tell  all. 

Oph.  Will  he  tell  us  what  this  {hew  meant? 

Ham.  Ay,  or  any  (hew  that  you'll  {hew  him.  Be  not  you 
amamed  to  fhew,  he'll  not  (hame  to  tell  you  what  it  means. 

Oph.  You  are  naught,  you  are  naught,  I'll  mark  the  pky. 

Enter  Prologue. 
For  us,  and  for  our  tragedy, 
Here  /looping  to  your  clemency, 
We  beg  your  hearing  patiently. 

Ham.  Is  this  a  prologue,  or  the  pofie  of  a  ring  ? 
Oph.  'Tis  brief,  my  lord. 
Ham.  As  woman's  love. 

Enter  King  and  Queen,  Players. 

King.  Full  thirty  times  hath  Phoebus'  car  gone  round 
Neptune's  fait  warn,  and  lellus'  orbed  ground  j 
And  thirty  dozen  moons  with  borrowed  fheen 
About  the  world  have  time  twelve  thirties  been, 
Since  love  our  hearts,  and  Hymen  did  our  hands 
Unite  commutual,  in  moil  lacred  bands. 

Vol.  VI.  Fff  Queen. 
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Queen.  So  many  journeys  may  the  fun  and  moon 
Make  us  again  count  o'er,  ere  love  be  done. 
But  woe  is  me,  you  are  Co  fick  of  late, 
So  far  from  cheer  and  from  your  former  ftate, 
That  I  diftruft  you ;  yet  though  I  diftruft, 
Difcomfort  you,  my  lord,  it  nothing  muft: 
And  womens  fear  and  love  hold  quantity, 
'Tis  either  none,  or  in  extremity ; 
Now  what  my  love  is,  proof  hath  made  you  know, 
And  as  my  love  is  fix'd,  my  fear  is  fo. 

King.  Faith  I  muft  leave  thee,  love,  and  mortly  too : 
My  operant  powers  their  functions  leave  to  do, 
And  thou  malt  live  in  this  fair  world  behind, 
Honour'd,  belov'd,  and  haply  one  as  kind 
For  husband  (halt  thou  

Queen.  Oh  confound  the  reft.' 
Such  love  muft  needs  be  treafon  in  my  breaft  : 
In  fecond  husband  let  me  be  accurft, 
None  wed  the  fecond,  but  who  kill'd  the  firft. 

Ham.  Wormwood,  wormwood  I 

Ghieen.  The  inftances  that  fecond  marriage  move, 
Are  bafe  refpe&s  of  thrift,  but  none  of  love. 
A  fecond  time  I  kill  my  husband  dead, 
When  fecond  husband  kiffes  me  in  bed. 

King.  I  do  believe  you  think  what  now  you  fpeak  ,• 
But  what  we  do  determine,  oft  we  break : 
Purpofe  is  but  the  Have  to  memory, 
Of  violent  birth,  but  poor  validity  : 
Which  now,  like  fruits  unripe,  fticks  on  the  tree, 
But  fall  unmaken,  when  they  mellow  be. 
Moft  neceffary  'tis  that  we  forget, 
To  pay  our  felves  what  to  our  felves  is  debt : 

What 


T 


Ha  mleT)  Prince  ^Denmark  413 

What  to  our  felves  in  paflion  we  propofe, 

The  paflion  ending,  doth  the  purpofe  lofe; 

The  violence  of  either  grief  or  joy, 

Their  own  enactors  with  themfelves  deftroy  : 

Where  joy  moft  revels,  grief  doth  mod  lament  ; 

Grief  joys,  joy  grieves  on  flender  accident. 

This  world  is  not  for  aye,  and  'tis  not  ftrange 

That  ev'n  our  loves  (hould  with  our  fortunes  change. 

For  'tis  a  queftion  left  us  yet  to  prove, 

Whether  love  fortune  lead,  or  fortune  love. 

The  great  man  down,  you  mark  his  fav'rite  flies,- 

The  poor,  advanc'd,  makes  friends  of  enemies: 

And  hitherto  doth  love  on  fortune  tend, 

For  who  not  needs,  fhall  never  lack  a  friend , 

And  who  in  want  a  hollow  friend  doth  try, 

Directly  feafbns  him  his  enemy. 

But  orderly  to  end  where  I  begun, 

Our  wills  and  fates  do  fo  contrary  run, 

That  our  devices  ftill  are  overthrown, 

Our  thoughts  are  ours,  their  ends  none  of  our  own. 

So  think  thou  wilt  no  (econd  husband  wed, 

But  die  thy  thoughts,  when  thy  firft  lord  is  dead. 

Queen.  Nor  earth  to  give  me  food,  nor  heaven  light, 
Sport  and  repofe  lock  from  me,  day  and  night  j 
Each  oppofite  that  blanks  the  face  of  joy, 
Meet  what  I  would  have  well,  and  it  deftroy, 
Both  here,  and  hence,  purfue  me  lading  ftrife! 
If  once  a  widow,  ever  I  be  wife. 

Ham,  If  (he  mould  break  it  now  

King.  'Tis  deeply  fwornj  fweet,  leave  me  here  a  while, 
My  fpirits  grow  dull,  and  fain  I  would  beguile 
The  tedious  day  with  lleep.  [Sleeps, 


Fff  z 
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Queen.  Sleep  rock  thy  brain, 
And  never  come  mifchance  beetween  us  twain!  [Exit. 
Ham.  Madam,  how  like  you  this  play  ? 
Queen.  The  lady  protefts  too  much,  methinks. 
Ham.  Oh  but  (he'll  keep  her  word. 

King.  Have  you  heard  the  argument,  is  there  no  offence  in't  ? 
Ham.  No,  no,  they  do  but  jeft,  poifbn  in  jeft,   no  offence 
i'th'  world. 

King.  What  do  you  call  the  play  ? 

Ham.  The  Moufe-trap.  Marry  how?  topically.  This  play 
is  the  image  of  a  murther  done  in  Vienna ;  Gonzago  is  the  duke's 
name,  his  wife  Baptifia  -y  you  fhall  fee  anon,  'tis  a  knavifh  piece 
of  workj  but  what  o'  that?  your  majefty,  and  we  that  have  free 
fouls,  it  touches  us  not}  let  the  gall'd  jade  winch,  our  withers 
are  unwrung. 

Enter  Lucianus. 

This  is  one  Lucianus}  nephew  to  the  King. 

Oph.  You  are  as  good  as  a  chorus,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  could  interpret  between  you  and  your  love  -3  if  I  could 
fee  the  puppets  dallying. 

Oph.  You  are  keen,  my  lord,  you  are  keen. 

Ham.  It  would  coft  you  a  groaning,  to  take  off  my  edge. 

Oph.  Still  worfe  and  worfe. 

Ham.  So  you  muft  take  your  husbands. 
Begin  murtherer.    Leave  thy  damnable  faces,  and  begin. 
Come,  the  croaking  raven  doth  bellow  for  revenge. 

Luc.  Thoughts  black,  hands  apt,  drugs  fit,  and  time  agreeing  : 
Confederate  feafon,  elfe  no  creature  feeing : 
Thou  mixture  rank,  of  midnight-weeds  collected, 
With  Hecate's  bane,  thrice  blafted,  thrice  infected, 
Thou  natural  magick,  and  dire  property, 

On  wholfome  life  ufurp  immediately.  [Pours  the  poifon  in  his  ears. 

Ham. 
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Ham.  He  poyfbns  him  i'th'  garden  for's  eftatej  his  name's 
Gonzago  ;  the  ftory  is  extant,  and  writ  in  choice  Italian.  You 
(hall  fee  anon  how  the  murtherer  gets  the  Jove  of  Gonzago's 
wife. 

Oph.  The  King  rifes. 

Gfueen.  How  fares  my  lord  ? 

Pol.  Give  o'er  the  play. 

King.  Give  me  fome  light.  Away. 

All.  Lights,  lights,  lights!  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Manent  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham.  Why  let  the  ftrucken  deer  go  weep, 
The  hart  ungalled  play : 
For  fome  muft  watch,  whilft  fome  muft  fleep  ; 

So  runs  the  world  away. 
Would  not  this,  Sir,  and  a  foreft  of  feathers,  (if  the  reft  of  my 
fortunes  turn  Turk  with  me)  with  two  provincial  roles  on  my 
m  rayed  (hooes,  get  me  a  fellowfhip  in  a  cry  of  Players,  Sir  ? 
Hor.  Half  a  mare. 
Ham.  A  whole  one  I. 
For  thou  doft  know,  oh  Damon  dear, 

This  realm  difmantled  was 
Of  Jove  himfelf,  and  now  reigns  here 
A  very  very  n  peacock. 
Hor.  You  might  have  rim'd. 

Ham.  Oh  good  Horatio,   Til  take  the  ghoft's  word  for  a 
thoufand  pounds.    Didft  perceive? 
Hor.  Very  well,  my  lord. 
Ham.  Upon  the  talk  of  the  poifoning  ? 
Hor.  I  did  very  well  note  him. 

Enter 

mrack'd,  rac'd.      n  pajock.   this  alludes  to  a  Fahlt  of  the  Birds  chufmg  a  King; 
injlead  of  the  Eagle,  a  Peacock,  3 
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Enter  RofincrofTc  and  Guildenfterrj. 

Ham.  Oh,  ha?  come  fome  mufick.    Come  the  recorders. 
For  if  the  King  like  not  the  comedy  -y 
Why  then  belike  he  likes  it  not  perdy. 
Come,  fbme  mufick. 

Guil.  Good  my  lord,  vouchfafe  me  a  word  with  you. 

Ham.  Sir,  a  whole  hiftory. 

Guil.  The  King,  Sir  

Ham.  Ay  Sir,  what  of  him? 

Guil.  Is  in  his  retirement,  marvellous  diftemper'd  

Ham.  With  drink,  Sir? 

Guil.  No,  my  lord,  with  choler. 

Ham.  Your  wifdom  mould  mew  it  felf  more  rich  to  fignifie 
this  to  his  doctor:  for  me  to  put  him  to  his  purgation,  would 
perhaps  plunge  him  into  more  choler. 

Guil.  Good  my  lord,  put  your  difcourfe  into  fbme  frame,  and 
ftart  not  Co  wildly  from  my  affair. 

Ham.  I  am  tame,  Sir,  pronounce. 

Guil.  The  Queen  your  mother,  in  moft  great  affliction  of  fpi- 
rit,  hath  fent  me  to  you. 
Ham.  You  are  welcome. 

Guil.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  this  courtefie  is  not  of  the  right 
breed.  If  it  mall  pleafe  you  to  make  me  a  wholfom  anfwer, 
I  will  do  your  mother's  commandment;  if  not,  your  par- 
don, and  my  return  mail  be  the  end  of  my  bufinefs. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  cannot. 

Guil.  What,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Make  you  a  wholfom  anfwer:  my  wit's  difeas'd. 
But,  Sir,    fuch  anfwers  as  I  can  make,   you  fliall  command  $ 

or  rather  you  fay,  my  mother  therefore  no  more  but  to 

the  matter  my  mother,  you  fay  — - 

Rof. 
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Rof,  Then  thus  me  fays ;  your  behaviour  hath  (truck  her  into 
amazement,  and  admiration. 

Ham,  Oh  wonderful  fon,  that  can  fb  aftonifh  a  mother.  But 
is  there  no  fequel  at  the  heels  of  this  mother- admiration  ? 

Rof.  She  defires  tofpeak  with  you  in  her  clofet  ere  you  go  to 
bed. 

Ham,  We  fhall  obey,  were  (lie  ten  times  our  mother.  Have 
you  any  further  trade  with  us  ? 

Rof.  My  lord,  you  once  did  love  me. 

Ham.  So  I  do  ftill,  by  thefe  pickers  and  ftealers. 

Rof.  Good  my  lord,  what  is  your  caufe  of  diftemper  ?  you  do 
furely  bar  the  door  of  your  own  liberty,  if  you  deny  your  griefs 
to  your  friend. 

Ham,  Sir,  1  lack  advancement. 

Rof.  How  can  that  be,  when  you  have  the  voice  of  the  King 
himfelf,  for  your  fucceflion  in  Denmark! 

Ham.  Ay,  but  while  the  graft  grows  —  the  proverb  is  (bme- 
thing  mufty. 

Enter  one  with  a  Recorder. 

Oh  the  recorders,  let  me  fee  one.     To  withdraw  with  you  

why  do  you  go  about  to  recover  the  wind  of  me,  as  if  you  would 
drive  me  into  a  toil  ? 

Guil.  Oh  my  lord,  if  my  duty  be  too  bold,  my  love  is  too 
unmannerly. 

Ham,  I  do  not  well  underftand  that.     Will  you  play  upon 
this  pipe? 

Guil.  My  lord,  I  cannot. 

Ham.  I  pray  you. 

Guil.  Believe  me,  I  cannot. 

Ham.  I  do  befcech  you. 

Guil,  I  know  no  touch  of  it,  my  lord. 

Ham,  JTis  as  eafie  as  lying  j  govern  thefe  ventiges  with  your 

fin-; 
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fingers  and  thumb,  give  it  breath  with  your  mouth,  and  it  will 
difcourfe  mod  eloquent  mufick.     Look  you,  thefe  are  the  ftops. 

Gu'il.  But  thefe  cannot  I  command  to  any  utterance  of  harmo- 
ny, I  have  not  the  skill. 

Ham,  Why  look  you  now,  how  unworthy  a  thing  you  make 
of  me  j  you  would  play  upon  me,  you  would  feem  to  know  my 
{lops;  you  would  pluck  out  the  heart  of  my  myftery,  you  would 
found  me  from  my  loweft  note,  to  the  top  of  my  compafs ;  and 
there  is  much  mufick,  excellent  voice,  in  this  little  organ,  yet 
cannot  you  make  it  fpeak.  Why  do  you  think  that  I  am  eafier 
to  be  plaid  on  than  a  pipe?  call  me  what  inftrument  you  will, 
though  you  can  fret  me,  you  cannot  play  upon  me.  God  blels 
you,  Sir. 

Enter  Polonius. 

Pol.  My  lord,  the  Queen  would  (peak  with  you,  and  prefently. 
Ham.  Do  you  fee  yonder  cloud,  that's  almoft  in  (nape  of  a 

Camel? 

Pol.  By  the  mafs,  and  it's  like  a  Camel  indeed. 
Ham.  Methinks  it  is  like  an  f  Ouzle. 
Pol.  It  is  black  like  an  Ouzle. 
Ham.  Or  like  a  Whalel 
Pol.  Very  like  a  Whale. 

Ham.  Then  will  I  come  to  my  mother  by  and  by  j  they  fool 
me  to  the  top  of  my  bent.    I  will  come  by  and  by.   Leave  me 
friends.    I  will  fay  fo.    By  and  by  is  eafily  faid.  [Exeunt. 
5Tis  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night, 
When  church-yards  yawn,  and  hell  it  felf  breaths  out 
Contagion  to  this  world.    Now  could  I  drink  hot  blood, 
And  do  fuch  bitter  bufinefs  as  the  day 
Would  quake  to  look  on.    Soft,  now  to  my  mother  — 
Oh  heart,  lofe  not  thy  nature  j  let  not  ever 

The 
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The  foul  of  Nero  enter  this  firm  bofbm  ; 
Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural  ; 
I  will  fpeak  daggers  to  her,  but  ufe  none. 
My  tongue  and  foul  in  this  be  hypocrites? 

s  c  E  N  E  IX. 

Enter  King,  RofincrofTe,  and  Guildenftern. 

King.  I  like  him  not,  nor  ftands  it  fafe  with  us 
To  let  his  madnefs  rage.    Therefore  prepare  you ; 
I  your  commiflion  will  forthwith  difpatch, 
And  he  to  England  fhall  along  with  you. 
The  terms  of  our  eftate  may  not  endure 
Hazard  fo  near  us,  as  doth  hourly  grow 
Out  of  his  lunacies. 

Guild.  We  will  provide  our  felves  j 
Moft  holy  and  religious  fear  it  is, 
To  keep  thofe  many  bodies  fafe,  that  live 
And  feed  upon  your  majefty. 

Rof.  The  fingle  and  peculiar  life  is  bound 
With  all  the  ftrength  and  armour  of  the  mind, 
To  keep  it  felf  from  noyance,-  but  much  more, 
That  fpirit,  on  whofe  °  weal  depends  and  refts 
The  lives  of  many.     The  deceafe  of  majefty 
Dies  not  alone,  but  like  a  gulf  doth  draw 
What's  near  it  with  it.  It's  a  malfy  wheel 
Fixt  on  the  fummit  of  the  higheft  mount, 
To  whofe  huge  fpoaks  ten  thoufand  lelfer  things 
Are  mortiz'd  and  adjoin'd  j  which  when  it  falls, 
Each  fmall  annexment,  petty  conlequence, 
Attends  the  boiftrous  ruin.     Ne'er  alone 
Did  the  King  figh,  but  with  a  general  groan. 

King.  Arm  you,  I  pray  you,  to  this  fpeedy  voyage 
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For  we  will  fetters  put  upon  this  fear, 
Which  now  goes  too  free-footed. 

Both.  We  will  hafte  us.  [Exeunt  Gem. 

Enter  Polonius. 

Pol.  My  lord,  he's  going  to  his  mother's  clofet; 
Behind  the  arras  I'll  convey  my  felf 
To  hear  the  procefs.  I'll  warrant  fhe'll  tax  him  home. 
And  as  you  faid,  and  wifely  was  it  faid, 
'Tis  meet  that  fome  more  audience  than  a  mother, 
(Since  nature  makes  them  partial^  mould  o'er-hear 
The  fpeech  of  vantage.     Fare  you  well  my  liege, 
I'll  call  upon  you  ere  you  go  to  bed, 

And  tell  you  what  I  know.  [Exit. 

King.  Thanks,  dear  my  lord. 
c  Oh  my  offence  is  rank,  it  fmells  to  heav'n, 
1  It  hath  the  primal  elded  curfe  upon't,- 
1  A  brother's  murther.     Pray  I  cannot, 
'  Though  inclination  be  as  {harp  as  will : 
(  My  ftronger  guilt  defeats  my  ftrong  intent, 

*  And  like  a  man  to  double  bufmefs  bound, 
1  I  ftand  in  paufe  where  I  mail  firft  begin, 

c  And  both  neglect.  What  if  this  curfed  hand 
'  Were  thicker  than  it  felf  with  brother's  blood  ? 
<  Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  fweet  heav'ns 

*  To  warn  it  white  as  fnow?  whereto  ferves  mercy, 
€  But  to  confront  the  vifage  of  offence  ? 

1  And  what's  in  prayer,  but  this  two-fold  force, 
g  To  before-ftalled  ere  we  come  to  fall, 
'  Or  pardon'd  being  down  ?  then  I'll  look  up. 
'  My  fault  is  paft.    But  oh  what  form  of  prayer 
'  Can  ferve  my  turn ;  Forgive  me  my  foul  murther ! 

*  That  cannot  be,  (ince  I  am  ftill  porTeft 
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(  Of  thofe  effects  for  which  I  did  the  murther, 

c  My  crown,  mine  own  ambition,  and  my  Queen. 

c  May  one  be  pardon'd,  and  retain  th'  offence  ? 

c  In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  world, 

c  Offence's  gilded  hand  may  move  by  juftice,- 

c  And  oft  'tis  feen,  the  wicked  prize  it  felf 

c  Buys  out  the  law  ,•  but  'tis  not  fo  above : 

c  There  is  no  muffling,  there  the  action  lies 

c  In  his  true  nature,  we  our  felves  compell'd 

c  Ev'n  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults, 

'  To  give  in  evidence.'    What  then  ?  what  refts  ? 

Try  what  repentance  can.     What  can  it  not? 

Yet  what  can  it,  when  one  cannot  repent  ? 

Oh  wretched  (late!  oh  bofom,  black  as  death! 

Oh  limed  foul,  that  ftruggling  to  be  free, 

Art  more  engag'd!  help  angels,  make  aflfay! 

Bow  flubborn  knees,  and  heart  with  firings  of  fleel 

Be  foft  as  finews  of  the  new-born  babe! 

All  may  be  well.  [The  King  kneels. 

scene  x. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Now  might  I  do  it  pat,  now  he  is  praying, 

And  now  I'll  do't  and  fo  he  goes  to  heav'n, 

And  fo  am  I  reveng'd  ?  that  would  be  fcann'd,  

A  villain  kills  my  father,  and  for  that 

I,  his  fole  fon,  do  this  fame  villain  fend 

To  heav'n — O  this  is  phire  and  fallery,  not  revenge. 

He  took  my  father  grofly,  full  of  bread, 

With  all  his  crimes  broad  blown,  as  q  fiufh  as  May  j 

And  how  his  audit  (lands,  who  knows,  fave  heav'n  ? 

But  in  our  circumflance  and  courfe  of  thought, 
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Tis  heavy  with  him.     Am  I  then  reveng'd, 

To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  foul, 

When  he  is  fit  and  feafon'd  for  his  pafTage? 

Up  fword,  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  r  time : 

When  he  is  drunk,  afleep,  or  in  his  rage, 

Or  in  th'  inceftuous  pleafure  of  his  bed, 

At  gaming,  fwearing,  or  about  fome  a£t 

That  has  no  relifb  of  falvation  in't, 

Then  trip  him,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  heav'n, 

And  that  his  foul  may  be  as  damn'd  and  black 

As  hell,  whereto  it  goes.     My  mother  (lays  ,• 

This  phyfick  but  prolongs  thy  fickly  days.  [Exit. 

King.  My  words  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain  below ; 
Words,  without  thoughts,  never  to  heaven  go.  [Exit. 


SCENE  XI. 

The  Queen's  Apartment. 
Enter  Queen  and  Polonius. 

P*?*  T  T  E  will  come  flraight    look  you  lay  home  to  him, 

JL  X  Tell  him  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to  bear  with, 
And  that  your  Grace  hath  fcreen'd,  and  flood  between 
Much  heat  and  him.     I'll  filence  me  e'en  here; 
Pray  you  be  round. 

Queen.  I'll  warrant  you,  fear  me  not. 
Withdraw,  I  hear  him  coming. 

[Polonius  hides  himfelf  behind  the  Arras, 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Now,  mother,  what's  the  matter? 

Queen.  Hamlet,  thou  haft  thy  father  much  offended. 

Ham. 

*  bent 
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Ham.  Mother,  you  have  my  father  much  offended. 

Queen.  Come,  come,  you  anfwer  with  an  idle  tongue. 

Ham.  Go,  go,  you  queftion  with  fa  wicked  tongue. 

Queen.  Why  how  now,  Hamlet? 

Ham.  What's  the  matter  now  ? 

Queen.  Have  you  forgot  me  ? 

Ham.  No,  by  the  rood,  not  fo; 
You  are  the  Queen,  your  husband's  brother's  wife, 
And  (would  it  were  not  fo)  you  are  my  mother. 

Queen.  Nay,  then  I'll  fet  thofe  to  you  that  can  fpeak. 

Ham.  Come,  come,  and  fit  you  down  ;  you  fhall  not  budge ; 
You  go  not  'till  I  fet  you  up  a  glafs 
Where  you  may  fee  the  inmoft  part  of  you. 

Queen.  What  wilt  thou  do  ?  thou  wilt  not  murther  me  ? 
Help,  ho. 

Pol.  What  ho,  help.  [Behind  the  Arras. 

Ham.  How  now,  a  rat?  dead  for  a  ducate,  dead. 

Pol.  Oh  I  am  (lain.  [Ham.  kills  Polonium 

Queen.  Oh  me,  what  haft  thou  done  ? 

Ham.  Nay  I  know  not :  is  it  the  King  ? 

Queen.  Oh,  what  a  ram  and  bloody  deed  is  this! 

Ham.  A  bloody  deed,  almoft  as  bad,  good  mother, 
As  kill  a  King,  and  marry  with  his  brother. 

Queen.  As  kill  a  King  ? 

Ham.  Ay  lady,  'twas  my  word. 
Thou  wretched,  rafh,  intruding  fool,  farewel,     [To  Polonius, 
I  took  thee  for  thy  better  ,•  take  thy  fortune 
Thou  find'ft,  to  be  too  bufie,  is  fome  danger. 
Leave  wringing  of  your  hands,  peace,  fit  you  down, 
And  let  me  wring  your  heart,  for  fo  I  fhall 
If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  fluff,- 
If  damned  cuftom  have  not  braz'd  it  fo, 
That,  it  is  proof  and  bulwark  again  ft  fenfe, 
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Queen*  What  have  I  done,  that  thou  dar'ft  wag  thy  tongue 
In  noife  fo  rude  againft  me  ? 

Ham.  Such  an  act, 
That  blurs  the  grace  and  blufh  of  modefty, 
Calls  virtue  hypocrite,  takes  off  the  rofe 
From  the  fair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love, 
And  fets  a  blifter  there ;  makes  marriage-vows 
As  falfe  as  dicers  oaths.     O  fuch  a  deed, 
As  from  the  body  of  contraction  plucks 
The  very  foul,  and  fweet  religion  makes 
A  rhapfody  of  words.    Heav'n's  face  doth  glow 
O'er  this  folidity  and  compound  mafs, 
With  triftful  vifage  as  againft  the  doom. 
'Tis  thought-lick  at  the  act. 

Queen.  Ay  me,  what  act, 
That  roars  fb  loud,  and  thunders  in  the  index? 

Ham.  Look  here  upon  this  picture,  and  on  this, 
The  counterfeit  prefentment  of  two  brothers : 
See  what  a  grace  was  feated  on  this  brow, 
Hyperion's  curies,  the  front  of  Jove  himfelf, 
An  eye  like  Mars,  to  threaten  or  command, 
A  ftation  like  the  herald  Mercury 
New-lighted  on  a  heav'n-kifling  hill; 
A  combination,  and  a  form  indeed, 
Where  every  God  did  feem  to  fet  his  feal, 
To  give  the  world  arfurance  of  a  man. 

This  was  your  husband.         Look  you  now  what  follows, 

Here  h  your  husband,  like  a  mildew'd  ear, 
Blading  his  wholefome  brother.     Have  you  eyes? 
Could  you  on  this  fair  mountain  leave  to  feed, 
And  batten  on  this  moore?  ha!  have  you  eyes? 
You  cannot  call  it  love  •  for  at  your  age, 
The  hey-day  in  the  blood  is  tame,  it's  humble, 

And 
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And  waits  upon  the  judgment ;  and  what  judgment 
Would  ftep  from  this  to  this  ?  what  devil  was't, 
That  thus  hath  cozen'd  you  at  hoodman  blind  ? 
O  (name !  where  is  thy  blufh  ?  rebellious  hell, 
If  thou  canft  mutiny  in  a  matron's  bones, 
To  flaming  youth  let  virtue  be  as  wax, 
And  melt  in  her  own  fire.     Proclaim  no  fhame, 
When  the  compulfive  ardour  gives  the  charge, 
Since  froft  it  felf  as  actively  doth  burn, 
And  reafon  'pardons  will. 

Ghieen.  O  Hamlet ,  Ipeak  no  more. 
Thou  turn'ft  mine  eyes  into  my  very  foul, 
And  there  I  fee  fuch  black  and  grained  fpots 
As  will  not  leave  their  tinct:. 

Ham.  Nay,  but  to  live 
In  the  rank  fweat  of  an  inceftuous  bed, 
Stew'd  in  corruption,   honying  and  making  love 
Over  the  nafty  fty. 

Sheen.  Oh  fpeak  no  more, 
Thefe  words  like  daggers  enter  in  mine  ears. 
No  more,  fweet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  A  murderer,  and  a  villain! 
A  Have,  that  is  not  twentieth  part  the  tythe 
Of  your  precedent  lord.    A  vice  of  Kings, 
A  cutpurfe  of  the  empire  and  the  rule, 
That  from  a  fhelf  the  precious  diadem  ftole 
And  put  it  in  his  pocket. 

Enter  Ghoft. 
A  King  of  jfhreds  and  patches  

Save  me!  and  hover  o'er  me  with  your  wings      [Starting  up* 
You  heav'nly  guards!  what  would  your  gracious  figure? 
Queen.  Alas  he's  mad. 

Ham,  Do  you  not  come  your  tardy  fon  to  chide, 

That 
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That  laps'd  in  time  and  paflion,  lets  go  by 

Th'  important  ading  of  your  dread  command?  O  fay. — 

Ghofi.  Do  not  forget :  this  vifitation 
Is  but  to  whet  thy  almoft  blunted  purpofe. 
But  look!  amazement  on  thy  mother  fits; 
O  ftep  between  her  and  her  fighting  foul : 
Conceit  in  weakeft  bodies  ftrongeft  works. 
Speak  to  her  Hamlet. 

Ham.  How  is  it  with  you,  lady  ? 

Queen.  Alas,  how  is't  with  you  ? 
That  thus  you  bend  your  eye  on  vacancy, 
And  with  th'  incorporal  air  do  hold  difcourfe? 
Forth  at  your  eyes  your  fpirits  wildly  peep, 
And  as  the  fleeping  foldiers  in  th'  alarm, 
Your  bedded  hairs,  like  life  in  excrements, 
Start  up,  and  (land  an  end.     O  gentle  fbn, 
Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  <liftemper 
Sprinkle  cool  patience.     Whereon  do  you  look  ? 

Ham.  On  him!  on  him!  look  you  how  pale  he  glares! 

His  form  and  caufe  conjoin'd,  preaching  to  ftones, 
Would  make  them  capable.     Do  not  look  on  me, 
Left  with  this  pitious  action  you  convert 
My  ftern  effects  ;  then  what  I  have  to  do, 
Will  want  true  colour  -y  tears  perchance  for  blood. 

Queen.  To  whom  do  you  fpeak  this  ? 

Ham.  Do  you  fee  nothing  there?        [Pointing  to  the  Ghofi. 
Queen.  Nothing  at  all,  yet  all  that  is  I  fee. 
Ham.  Nor  did  you  nothing  hear  ? 
Queen.  No,  nothing  but  our  felves. 
Ham.  Why  look  you  there?  look  how  it  fteals  away! 
My  father  in  his  habit  as  he  lived! 

Look  where  he  goes  ev'n  now  out  at  the  portal.      [Exit  Ghofi. 
Queen.  This  is  the  very  coinage  of  your  brain, 
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This  bodilefs  creation  Ecftafie 
Is  very  canning  in. 

Ham.  What  ecftafie? 
My  pulfe,  as  yours,  doth  temp'rately  keep  time, 
And  makes  as  healthful  mufick.    'Tis  not  madncfs 
That  I  have  utter'd    bring  me  to  the  teft 
And  I  the  matter  will  re-word  ,•  which  madnefs 
Would  gamboll  from.     Mother,  for  love  of  grace, 
Lay  not  that  nattering  un&ion  to  your  foul, 
That  not  your  trefpafs,  but  my  madnefs  (peaks : 
It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  ulcerous  place, 
Whilft  rank  corruption  Running  all  within, 
Infects  unfeen.     Confefs  your  felf  to  heav'n, 
Repent  what's  paft,  avoid  what  is  to  come, 
And  do  not  fpread  the  compoft  on  the  weeds 
To  make  them  ranker.  Forgive  this  my  virtue, 
For  in  the  fatnefs  of  thefe  purfie  times^, 
Virtue  it  felf  of  vice  muft  pardon  beg, 
Yea,  curb,  and  wooe,  for  leave  to  do  it  good. 

Queen.  Oh  Hamlet  f  thou  haft  cleft  my  heart  in  twain. 

Ham.  O  throw  away  the  worfer  part  of  it, 
And  live  the  purer  with  the  other  half. 
Good  night  j  but  go  not  to  mine  uncle's  bed. 
AfTume  a  virtue,  if  you  have  it  not. 
That  monfter  cuftom,  who  all  fenfe  doth  eat, 
Of  habit's  devil,  is  angel  yet  in  this  > 
That  to  the  ufe  of  actions  fair  and  good, 
He  likewife  gives  a  frock  or  livery 
That  aptly  is  put  on :  Refrain  to-night, 
And  that  fhall  lend  a  kind  of  eafmefs 
To  the  next  abftinencej  the  next  more  eafiej 
For  ufe  can  almoft  change  the  ftamp  of  nature, 
And  mafter  ev'n  the  devil,  or  throw  him  out 
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With  wondrous  potency.    Once  more,  good  night! 
And  when  you  are  defirous  to  be  bled, 

III  bleffing  beg  of  you.    For  this  fame  lord,    {Pointing  to  Pol. 
I  do  repent :  but  heav'n  hath  pleas'd  it  fo, 
To  punifh  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me, 
That  I  mud  be  their  fcourge  and  minifter. 
I  will  beftow  him,  and  will  anfwer  well 
The  death  I  gave  him  j  fo  again,  good  night. 
I  muft  be  cruel,  only  to  be  kind ; 
Thus  bad  begins,  and  worfe  remains  behind. 
Queen.  What  (hall  I  do? 

Ham.  Not  this  by  no  means  that  I  bid  you  do. 
fLet  the  fond  King  tempt  you  again  to  bed, 
Pinch  wanton  on  your  cheek,  call  you  his  moufe, 
And  let  him  for  a  pair  of  reechy  kiffes, 
Or  padling  in  your  neck  with  his  damn'd  fingers, 
Make  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  out, 
That  I  effentially  am  not  in  madnefs, 
But  mad  in  craft.    'Twere  good  you  let  him  know. 
For  who  that's  but  a  Queen,  fair,  fbber,  wife, 
Would  from  a  paddock,  from  a  bat,  a  gibbe, 
Such  dear  concernings  hide?  who  would  do  (b? 
No,  in  defpight  of  fenie  and  fecrecy, 

Unpeg  the  basket  on  the  houfe's  top, 

Let  the  birds  fly,  and  like  the  famous  ape 

To  try  conclufions in  the  basket  creep, 

And  break  your  own  neck  down. 

Queen.  Be  thou  aflur'd,  if  words  be  made  of  breath, 

And  breath  of  life :  I  have  no  life  to  breathe 

What  thou  haft  faid  to  me. 

Ham.  I  muft  to  England,  you  know  that  ? 
Queen.  Alack,  I  had  forgot  -y  'tis  fo  concluded  on. 

Ham. 

■f  In  the  old  edition  it  is,  Let  the  blote  King— the  word  Jignifies  fond,  or  putif'd 
up,  or  full-blooded,  rubore  fufufus,  Skinner. 
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t  Ham.  There's  letters  feal'd,  and  my  two  fchool-fellows, 
(Whom  I  will  truft  as  I  will  adders  fang'd,) 
They  bear  the  mandate  j  they  muft  fweep  my  way 

And  marflial  me  to  knavery :  let  it  work  

For  'tis  the  fport  to  have  the  engineer 

Hoift  with  his  own  petar :  an't  (hall  go  hard 

But  I  will  delve  one  yard  below  their  mines, 

And  blow  them  at  the  moon.    O  'tis  moft  fweet 

When  in  one  line  two  crafts  dire&ly  meet! 

This  man  {hall  fet  me  packing; 

I'll  lug  the  guts  into  the  neighbour  room 

Mother,  good  night.     Indeed  this  counfellor 

Is  now  moft  ftill,  moft  fecret,  and  moft  grave, 

Who  was  in  life  a  foolifh  prating  knave. 

Come,  Sir,  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you. 

Good  night,  mother.  [Exit  Hamlet,  tugging  in  Polonius. 


ACT   IV.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

A  Royal  Apartment. 

Enter  King  and  Queen. 
King. 

Here's  matter  in  thefe  fighs ;  thefe  profound  heaves 
You  muft  tranflate,  'tis  fit  we  underftand  them. 
Where  is  your  fon  ?  [nignt  • 

Queen,  Ah,  my  good  lord,  what  have  I  feen  to 
King.  What,  Gertrude?  how  does  Hamlet? 
Queen.  Mad  as  the  feas,  and  wind,  when  both  contend 
Which  is  the  mightier,-  in  his  lawlefs  fit, 

H  h  h  2  Behind 

•f  The  ten  following  verfes  are  added  out  of  the  old  edition. 
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Behind  the  arras  hearing  fomething  ftir, 
He  whips  his  rapier  out,  and  cries,  a  rat! 
And  in  his  brainifh  apprehenfion,  kills 
The  unfeen  good  old  man. 

King.  Oh  heavy  deed! 
It  had  been  Co  with  us,  had  we  been  there: 
His  liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all, 
To  you  your  felf,  to  us,  to  every  one. 
Alas,  how  mail  this  bloody  deed  be  anfwer'd  ? 
It  will  be  laid  to  us,  whofe  providence 
Should  have  kept  fhort,  reftrain'd,  and  out  of  haunt 
This  mad  young  man.     But  fo  much  was  our  love, 
We  would  not  underftand  what  was  mod  fit; 
But  like  the  owner  of  a  foul  difeafe, 
To  keep  it  from  divulging,  lets  it  feed 
Ev*n  on  the  pith  of  life.     Where  is  he  gone  ? 

Queen.  To  draw  apart  the  body  he  hath  kill'd, 
O'er  whom  his  very  madnefs,  like  fome  ore 
Among  a  mineral  of  metals  bafe, 
Shews  it  felf  pure.     He  weeps  for  what  is  done. 

King.  Oh  Gertrude,  come  away : 
The  fun  no  fooner  fhall  the  mountains  touch, 
But  we  will  fhip  him  hence ;  and  this  vile  deed 
We  mud,  with  all  our  majefty  and  skill, 
Both  countenance,  and  excufe.     Ho!  Guildenftern  / 

Enter  Rofincroffe  and  Guildenftern. 

Priends  both,  go  join  you  with  fome  further  aid  : 

Hamlet  in  madnefs  hath  Polonius  flain, 

And  from  his  mother's  clofet  hath  he  drag'd  him. 

Go  feek  him  out,  fpeak  fair,  and  bring  the  body 

Into  the  chappel.     Pray  you  hafte  in  this.    [Ex.  Rof  and  Guil. 

Come,  Gertrude^  we'll  call  up  our  wifeft  friends, 

And 
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And  let  them  know  both  what  we  mean  to  do, 

And  what's  untimely  done.    Oh  come  away, 

My  foul  is  full  of  difcord  and  difmay.  [Exeunt, 

s  c  E  N  E  11. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Safely  flowed  

Gentlemen  within.  Hamlet  /  lord  Hamlet  f 
Ham.  What  noife?  who  calls  on  Hamlet? 
Oh  here  they  come. 

Enter  Rofincroffe  and  Guildenftern. 

Rof.  What  have  you  done,  my  lord,  with  the  dead  body  ? 
Ham.  Compounded  it  with  duft,  whereto  'tis  kin. 
Rof  Tell  us  where  'tis,  that  we  may  take  it  thence, 
And  bear  it  to  the  chappel. 
Ham.  Do  not  believe  it. 
Rof  Believe  what? 

Ham.  That  I  can  keep  your  counfel,  and  not  mine  own. 
Befides,  to  be  demanded  of  a  fpunge,  what  replication  fhould 
be  made  by  the  fon  of  a  King  ? 

Rof.   Take  you  me  for  a  fpunge,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  Sir,  that  fbkes  up  the  King's  countenance,  his 
rewards,  his  authorities ;  but  fuch  officers  do  the  King  beft  fer- 
vice  in  the  end ;  he  keeps  them  like  an a  apple  in  the  corner  of  his 
jaw  j  firft  mouth'd,  to  be  laft  fwallow'd  :  when  he  needs  what 
you  have  glean'd,  it  is  but  fqueezing  you,  and  fpunge,  you 
mail  be  dry  again. 

Rof  I  underftand  you  not,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  am  glad  of  it ;  a  knavifh  fpeech  lleeps  in  a  foolifh 
ear. 

Rof  My  lord,  you  rauft  tell  us  where  the  body  is,  and  go 
with  us  to  the  King.  Ham, 

a  ape 
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Ham.  The  body  is  with  the  King,  but  the  King  is  not  with 

the  body.    The  King  is  a  thing  

Guild.  A  thing,  my  lord? 

Ham,  Of  nothing :  bring  me  to  him,  hide  fox,  and  all 
after.  [Exeunt. 

scene  m. 

Enter  King, 

King.  I've  fent  to  feck  him,  and  to  find  the  body,- 
How  dang'rous  is  it  that  this  man  goes  loofe! 
Yet  muft  not  we  put  the  ftrong  law  on  him; 
He's  lov'd  of  the  diffracted  multitude, 
Who  like  not  in  their  judgment,  but  their  eyes: 
And  where  'tis  fo,  th'  offender's  fcourge  is  weigb'd, 
But  never  the  offence.    To  bear  all  fmooth, 
This  fudden  fending  him  away,  muft  feem 
Deliberate  paufe:  difeafes  defp'rate  grown, 
By  defperate  appliance  are  relieved, 
Or  not  at  all. 

Enter  Rofincroffe. 

How  now  ?  what  hath  befall'n  ? 

Rof.  Where  the  dead  body  is  beftow'd,  my  lord, 
We  cannot  get  from  him. 

King.  But  where  is  he  ? 

Rof.  Without,  my  lord,  guarded  to  know  yonr  plealure. 

King.  Bring  him  before  us. 

Rof.  Ho,  Guildenftern  /  bring  in  my  lord. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Guildenftern. 

King.  Now,  Hamlet ,  where's  Poloniusi 
Ham.  At  fupper. 


Ktng. 
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King,  At  fupper?  where? 

Ham,  Not  where  he  eats,  but  where  he  is  eaten,  a  certain 
convocation  of  politique  worms  are  at  him.  Your  worm  is 
your  only  emperor  for  diet.  We  fat  all  creatures  elie  to  fat 
us,  and  we  fat  our  felves  for  maggots.  Your  fat  King  and 
your  lean  beggar  is  but  variable  fervice,  two  dimes  to  one  ta- 
ble, that's  the  end. 

King.  Alas,  alas ! 

Ham.  f  A  man  may  fifh  with  the  worm  that  hath  eat  of  a 
King,  and  eat  of  the  fifti  that  hath  fed  of  that  worm. 

King,  What  doft  thou  mean  by  this  ? 

Ham.  Nothing  but  to  {hew  you  how  a  King  may  go  a 
progrefs  through  the  guts  of  a  beggar. 

King.  Where  is  Polonius? 

Ham.  In  heav'n,  fend  thither  to  fee.  If  your  meffenger 
find  him  not  there,  feek  him  i'th'  other  place  your  felf.  But 
indeed,  if  you  find  him  not  this  month,  you  (hall  nofehim  as  you 
go  up  the  Hairs  into  the  lobbey. 

King,  Go  feek  him  there. 

Ham.  He  will  (lay  'till  ye  come. 

King,  Hamlet ,  this  deed,  for  thine  efpecial  fafety 
(Which  we  do  tender,  as  we  dearly  grieve 
For  that  which  thou  haft  done)  muft  fend  thee  hence 
With  fiery  quicknefs ;  then  prepare  thy  felf, 
The  bark  is  ready,  and  the  wind  at  help, 
Th'  affociates  tend,  and  every  thing  is  bent 
For  England, 

Ham.  For  England? 

King.  Ay,  Hamlet, 

Ham.  Good. 

King.  So  is  it,  if  thou  knew'ft  our  purpofes. 
Ham.  I  fee  a  Cherub  that  fees  them  $  but  come,  for  Eng- 
land/ farewel,  dear  mother. 

King, 

\added  from  the  old  edit. 
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King.  Thy  loving  father,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  My  mother :  father  and   mother  is  man  and  wife^ 
man  and  wife  is  one  fleiii,  and  Co  my  mother.     Come,  for 
England.  [Exit. 

King.  Follow  him  at  foot,  tempt  him  with  fpeed  aboard; 
Delay  it  not,  I'll  have  him  hence  to-night. 
Away,  for  every  thing  is  feal'd  and  done 
That  elfe  leans  on  th'  affair    pray  you  make  hafte. 
And  England!  if  my  love  thou  hold'fl  at  ought, 
As  my  great  power  thereof  may  give  thee  fenfe, 
Since  yet  thy  cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 
After  the  Danijh  fword,  and  thy  free  awe 
Pays  homage  to'  us ;  thou  may'fl:  not  coldly  fet 
Our  fovereign  procefs,  which  imports  at  full 
By  letters  bcongruing  to  that  cnvct, 
The  prefent  death  of  Hamlet.     Do  it  England: 
For  like  the  he&ick  in  my  blood  he  rages, 
And  thou  rauft  cure  me;  'till  1  know  'tis  done, 
How-e'er  my  haps,  my  joys  will  ne'er  begin.  [Exit. 


SCENE  IV. 

A  Camp. 

Enter  Fortinbras  with  an  army. 

For.         O,  captain,  from  me,  greet  the  Danijh  King, 

VJ   Tell  him  that  by  his  licenfe,  Fortinbras 
Claims  the  conveyance  of  a  promis'd  march 
Over  his  realm.    You  know  the  rendevouz. 
If  that  his  majefty  would  ought  with  us, 
We  (ball  exprefs  our  duty  in  his  eye, 
And  let  him  know  fo. 

Capt. 

b  conjuring 
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Capt.  I  will  do't,  my  lord. 

For.  Go  foftly  on.  [Exit  Forcinbras. 

Enter  Hamlet,  RofincroflTe,  &c. 

Ham.  Good  Sir,  whofe  powers  are  thefe? 

Capt.  They  are  of  Norway,  Sir. 

Ham.  How  cpurpos'd  Sir,  I  pray  you? 

Capt.  Againft  fome  part  of  Poland. 

Ham.  Who  commands  them,  Sir? 

Capt.  The  nephew  of  old  Norway,  Fort'mbras. 

Ham.  Goes  it  againft  the  main  of  Poland,  Sir, 
Or  for  fbme  frontier? 

Capt.  Truly  to  (peak  it,  and  with  no  addition, 
We  go  to  gain  a  little  patch  of  ground 
That  hath  in  it  no  profit  but  the  name. 
To  pay  five  ducats,  five  I  would  not  farm  it, 
Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norway  or  the  Pole 
A  ranker  rate,  mould  it  be  dfold  in  fee. 

Ham.  Why  then  the  Polacke  never  will  defend  it, 

Capt.  Yes,  'tis  already  garrifbn'd. 

Ham.  Two  thoufand  fouls,  and  twenty  thoufand  ducats 
Will  not  debate  the  queftion  of  this  ftraw  5 
This  is  th'  impofthume  of  much  wealth  and  peace 
That  inward  breaks,  and  fhews  no  caule  without 
Why  the  man  dies.    I  humbly  thank  you,  Sir. 

Cap.  God  b'w'ye,  Sir. 

Rof.  Will't  pleafe  you  go,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  I'll  be  with  you,  go  a  little  before.  [Exeunt, 

Manet  Hamlet. 

How  all  occafions  do  inform  againft  me, 
And  fpur  my  dull  revenge?  what  is  a  man, 
If  his  chief  good  and  market  of  his  time 

Vol.  VI.  Iii  Be 

cj>ropofd     d  fo 
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Be  but  to  deep  and  feed  ?  a  beaft,  no  more. 

Sure  he  that  made  us  with  fuch  large  difcourfe, 

Looking  before  and  after,  gave  us  not 

That  capability  and  god-like  reafon 

To  ruft  in  us  unus'd.    Now  whether  it  be 

Beftial  oblivion,  or  fome  craven  fcruple 

Of  thinking  too  precifely  on  th'  event, 

(A  thought  which  quarter'd  hath  but  one  part  wifdom, 

And  ever  three  parts  coward :)  I  do  not  know 

Why  yet  I  live  to  fay  this  thing's  to  do, 

Sith  I  have  caufe,  and  will,  and  ftrength,  and  means 

To  do't.    Examples  grofs  as  earth  exhort  me; 

Witnefs  this  army  of  fuch  mafs  and  charge, 

Led  by  a  delicate  and  tender  prince, 

Whofe  fpirit  with  divine  ambition  puft 

Makes  mouths  at  the  invifible  event, 

Expofing  what  is  mortal  and  unfure 

To  all  that  fortune,  death,  and  danger  dare, 

Ev'n  for  an  egg-fhell.    'Tis  not  to  be  great, 

Never  to  ftir  without  great  argument  ,• 

But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  ftraw, 

When  honour's  at  the  ftake.    How  ftand  I  then, 

That  have  a  father  kill'd,  a  mother  ftain'd, 

(Excitements  of  my  reafon  and  my  blood) 

And  let  all  deep,  while  to  my  (hame  I  fee 

The  imminent  death  of  twenty  thoufand  men, 

That  for  a  fantafie  and  trick  of  fame 

Go  to  their  graves  like  beds,  fight  for  a  Ipot 

Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  caufe, 

Which  is  not  tomb  enough  and  continent 

To  hide  the  (lain  ?  O  then  from  this  time  forth, 

My  thoughts  be  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  V. 

A  Palace. 

Enter  Queen ,  Horatio,  and  a  Gentleman. 

Queen.  T  Will  not  fpeak  with  her. 

JL    Gent.  She  is  importunate, 
Indeed  diftra6t$  her  mood  will  needs  be  pitied. 

Queen.  What  would  (he  have  ? 

Gent.  She  fpeaks  much  of  her  father    fays  (he  hears 
There's  tricks  i'th'  world,  and  hems,  and  beats  her  heart, 
Spurns  envioufly  at  ftraws,  fpeaks  things  in  doubt 
That  carry  but  half  fenfe:  her  fpeech  is  nothing, 
Yet  the  unlhaped  ufe  of  it  doth  move 
The  hearers  to  collection  -y  they  aim  at  it, 
And  botch  the  words  up  fit  to  their  own  thoughts, 
Which  as  her  winks,  and  nods,  and  geftures  yield  them, 
Indeed  would  make  one  think  there  might  be  thought ; 
Though  nothing  fure,  yet  much  unhappily. 

Hor.  'Twere  good  (he  were  fpoken  with,  for  (he  may  ftrow 
Dangerous  conjectures  in  ill-breeding  minds. 
Let  her  come  in  

Queen.  To  my  fick  foul,  as  fin's  true  nature  is, 
Each  toy  feems  prologue  to  fbme  great  amife, 
So  full  of  artlefs  jealoufie  is  guilt, 
It  fpills  it  felf  in  fearing  to  be  fpilt. 

Enter  Ophelia  diflraBed. 

Oph.  Where  is  the  beauteous  majefty  of  Denmark? 
Queen.  How  now,  Ophelia? 

Oph.  How  Jhould  I  your  true  love  knew  from  another  one? 
By  his  cockle  hat  and  ftaff,  and  his  fandal  Jhoon.  [Singing. 

I  i  i  ^  Queen. 
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Queen.  Alas,  fweet  lady ,•  what  imports  this  fong  > 
Oph.  Say  you  ?  nay,  pray  you  mark. 

He's  dead  and  gone,  lady,  he  is  dead  and  gone, 
At  his  head  a  grafs-green  turf,  at  his  heels  a  flone. 

Enter  King. 

Queen.  Nay,  but  Ophelia. — 
Oph.  Pray  you  mark. 

White  his  Jhrowd  as  the  mountain  /now. 
Queen.  Alas,  look  here,  my  lord. 
Oph.  Larded  with  fweet  flowers*. 

Which  bewept  to  the  grave  did  go, 

With  true-love  fhowers. 
King.  How  do  ye,  pretty  lady  ? 

Oph.  Well,  God  dil'd  you.  They  fay  the  owl  was  a  baker's 
daughter.  Lord,  we  know  what  we  are,  but  know  not  what 
we  may  be.     God  be  at  your  table. 

King.  Conceit  upon  her  father. 

Oph.  Pray  let  us  have  no  words  of  this,-  but  when  they  ask 
you  what  it  means,  fay  you  this: 

To-morrow  is  St.  Valentine'?  day,  all  in  the  morn  betime> 
And  I  a  maid  at  your  window,  to  be  your  Valentine. 
Then  up  he  rofe,  and  dotfd  his  cloaths,  and  dupt  the  chamber-door 
Let  in  a  maid,  that  out  a  maid  never  departed  more. 
King.  Pretty  Ophelia/ 

Oph.  Indeed?  without  an  oath,  I'll  make  an  end  on't. 

By  Gis,  and  by  S.  Charity-, 

Alack  y  and  fie  for  fhame, 
Toung  men  will  do't,  if  they  come  to'ty 

By  cock  they  are  to  blame" 
Q:wth  Jhe,  before  you  tumbled  me, 

Tou  promised  me  to  wed: 

So 
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So  would  I  ha1  done,  by  yonder  fun, 
And  thou  hadft  not  come  to  my  bed. 
King.  How  long  hath  {he  been  thus  ? 

Oph.  I  hope  all  will  be  well.  We  muftbe  patient,  but  I  cannot 
chufe  but  weep,  to  think  they  fhould  lay  him  i'th'  cold  ground ,• 
my  brother  mall  know  of  it,  and  fb  I  thank  you  for  your  good 
counfcl.  Come,  my  coach;  good-night,  ladies ;  good-night, 
fweet  ladies,-  good-night,  good-night.  [Exit. 

King.  Follow  her  clofe,  give  her  good  watch,  I  pray  you 
This  is  the  poifbn  of  deep  grief,  it  fprings 
All  from  her  father's  death.    O  Gertrude,  Gertrude  / 
When  forrows  come,  they  come  not  fingle  fpies, 
But  in  battalions.    Firft,  her  father  (lain, 
Next  your  fbn  gone,  and  he  moft  violent  author 
Of  his  own  juft  remove  ,•  the  people  muddied, 
Thick  and  nnwholfome  in  their  thoughts  and  whifpers, 
For  good  Polonius*  death.    We've  done  but  greenly, 
In  private  to  inter  him  ,•  poor  Ophelia 
Divided  from  her  felf,  and  her  fair  judgment, 
(Without  the  which  we're  pictures,  or  mere  beads :) 
Laft,  and  as  much  containing  as  all  thefe, 
Her  brother  is  in  fecret  come  from  France, 
Feeds  on  this  wonder,  keeps  himfelf  in  clouds, 
And  wants  not  buzzers  to  infect  his  ear 
With  peftilent  fpeeches  of  his  father's  death ; 
Wherein  neceflity,  of  matter  beggar'd, 
Will  nothing  ftick  our  perfons  to  arraign 
In  ear  and  ear.    O  my  dear  Gertrude,  this, 
Like  to  a  murdering  piece  in  many  places, 
Gives  me  (uperfluous  death !  \A  Noife  with'm. 
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SCENE  VI. 

Enter  a  Mejjenger. 

King.  Where  are  my  Switzers  ?  let  them  guard  the  door. 
What  is  the  matter  ? 

Mef.  Save  your  felf,  my  lord. 
The  ocean  over-peering  of  his  lift 
Eats  not  the  flats  with  more  impetuous  hafte, 
Than  young  Laertes,  in  a  riotous  head, 
O'er-bears  your  officers ;  the  rabble  call  him  lord, 
And  as  the  world  were  now  but  to  begin, 
Antiquity  forgot,  cuftom  not  known, 
The  ratifiers  and  props  of  every  word ; 
They  cry,  chufe  we  Laertes  for  our  King. 
Caps,  hands,  and  tongues,  applaud  it  to  the  Clouds. 
Laertes  (hall  be  King,  Laertes  King. 

Queen.  How  chearfully  on  the  falfe  trail  they  cry, 
Oh  this  is  counter,  you  falfe  Dan'tjh  dogs.  [Noife  unthm. 

Enter  Laertes. 

King.  The  doors  are  broke. 

Laer.  Where  is  the  King ?  Sirs!  ftand  you  all  without. 
All.  No  let's  come  in. 
Laer.  I  pray  you  give  me  leave. 
All.  We  will,  we  will. 
Laer.  I  thank  youj  keep  the  door. 
O  thou  vile  King,  give  me  my  father. 
Queen.  Calmly,  good  Laertes. 

Laer.  That  drop  of  blood  that's  calm,  proclaims  me  baftard, 
Crys  cuckold  to  my  father,  brands  the  harlot 
Even  here  between  the  chafte  and  unfmich'd  brow 
Of  my  true  mother. 

King. 
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King,  What  is  the  caufe,  Laertesy 
That  thy  rebellion  looks  fo  giant-like  ? 
Let  him  go,  Gertrude ;  do  not  fear  our  perfon : 
There's  fuch  divinity  doth  hedge  a  King 
That  treafbn  can  but  peep  to  what  it  would, 
Acts  little  of  its  will.    Tell  me,  Laertesy 
Why  are  you  thus  incenft  ?  Let  him  go,  Gertrude. 
Speak  man. 

Laer.  Where  is  my  father  ? 

King.  Dead. 

Queen.  But  not  by  him. 

King.  Let  him  demand  his  fill. 

Laer.  How  came  he  dead  ?  I'll  not  be  juggled  with. 
To  hell,  allegiance!  vows,  to  the  black  devil! 
Confcience  and  grace,  to  the  profoundeft  pit ; 
I  dare  damnation ;  to  this  point  I  ftand, 
That  both  the  worlds  I  give  to  negligence, 
Let  come  what  comes  \  only  I'll  be  reveng'd 
Mod  throughly  for  my  father. 

King.  Who  (hall  ftay  you? 

Laer.  My  will,  not  all  the  world's. 
And  for  my  means,  I'll  husband  them  fb  well? 
They  fhall  go  far  with  little. 

King.  Good  Laertes: 
If  you  defire  to  know  the  certainty 
Of  your  dear  father's  death,  in  your  revenge, 
(That  fweep-ftake,)  you  will  draw  both  friend  and  foe, 
Winner  and  lofer. 

Laer.  None  but  his  enemies. 

King.  Will  you  know  them  then  ? 

Laer.  To  his  good  friends  thus  wide  I'll  ope  my  arms 
And  like  the  kind  life-rendring  pelican, 
RepaL  i  :m  with  my  blood. 
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King.  Why  now  you  (peak 
Like  a  good  child,  and  a  true  gentleman. 
That  I  am  guiltlefs  of  your  father's  death, 
And  am  moft  fenfibly  in  grief  for  it, 
It  fhall  as  level  to  your  judgment  pierce, 

As  day  does  to  your  eye.  \A No'ife  within. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Ophelia  fantaflically  dreji  with  jlraws  and  flowers. 

Laer.  Let  her  come  in.    How  now?  what  noife  is  that? 
O  heat  dry  up  my  brains,  tears  feven  times  fait 
Burn  on  the  fenfe  and  vertue  of  mine  eye. 
By  heav'n,  thy  madncfs  fhall  be  paid  with  weight, 
'Till  our  fcale  turn  the  beam.    O  rofe  of  May  / 
Dear  maid,  kind  fitter,  fweet  Ophelia  / 
O  heav'ns,  is't  poffible  a  young  maid's  wits 
Should  be  as  mortal  as  an  old  man's  life  ? 
e  Nature  is  fine  in  love,  and  where  'tis  fine, 
It  fends  fome  precious  inftance  of  it  felf 
After  the  thing  it  loves. 

Oph.  They  bore  him  bare-fac'd  on  the  bier, 
And  on  his  grave  rains  many  a  tear. 
Fare  you  well,  my  dove. 

Laer.  Hadft  thou  thy  wits,  and  didft  perfwade  revenge,  it 
could  not  move  thus. 

Oph.  You  muft  ring,  down  a-down,  and  you  call  him  a-down- 
a.  O  how  the  wheel  becomes  it  ?  it  is  the  falfe  fteward  that  ftole 
his  matter's  daughter. 

Laer. 

c  Or,  perhaps, 

Nature  is  fire  in  love9  and  where  'tis  fire 
ft  fends  fome  precious  incenfe  of  it  felf 
After  the  thing  it  loves. 
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Laer.  This  nothing's  more  than  matter. 

Oph.  There's  rofemary,  that's  for  remembrance  -y  pray  love 
remember  j  and  there's  pancies,  that's  for  thoughts. 

Laer,  A  document  in  madnefs,  thoughts  and  remembrance 
fitted. 

Oph.  There's  fennel  for  you,  and  columbines ;  there's  rue  for 
you,  and  here's  fome  for  me.  We  may  call  it  herb  of  grace  a 
Sundays :  you  may  wear  your  rue  with  a  difference.  There's  a 
dafie  -y  I  would  give  you  fome  violets,  but  they  withered  all  when 
my  father  dy'd:  they  fay,  he  made  a  good  end; 

For  bonny  fweet  Robin  is  all  my  joy. 

Laer.  Thought,  and  affliction,  paffion,  hell  it  felfj 
She  turns  to  favour,  and  to  prettinefi. 

Oph.  And  will  he  not  come  again  ? 
And  will  he  not  come  again? 
No,  nOy  he  is  dead,  go  to  thy  death-bed. 
He  never  will  come  again. 
His  beard  as  white  as  fnow, 
All  flaxen  was  his  pole : 

He  is  gone,  he  h  gone,  and  we  cafi  away  mone, 
Gramercy  on  his  foul. 

And  of  all  chriftian  fouls !  God  b'w'ye.  [Exit  Ophelia. 

Laer.  Do  you  fee  this,  you  Gods? 

King.  Laertes ,  I  muft  commune  with  your  grief, 
Or  you  deny  me  right :  go  but  a-part, 
Make  choice  of  whom  your  wifeft  friends  you  will, 
And  they  mall  hear  and  judge  'twixt  you  and  me  j 
If  by  direct  or  by  collateral  hand 
They  find  us  touch'd,  we  will  our  kingdom  give, 
Our  crown,  our  life,  and  all  that  we  call  ours 
To  you  in  fatisfaction.    But  if  not, 
Be  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  us, 
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And  we  mall  jointly  labour  with  your  foul, 
To  give  it  due  content. 

Laer.  Let  this  be  fb. 
His  means  of  death,  his  obfcure  funeral ; 
No  trophy  fword,  nor  hatchment  o'er  his  bones, 
No  noble  rite,  nor  formal  oftentation 
Cry  to  be  heard,  as  'twere  from  heav'n  to  earth, 
That  I  muft  call  in  queftion. 

King.  So  you  mall : 
And  where  th'  offence  is,  let  the  great  ax  fall. 
I  pray  you  go  with  me.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Horatio,  with  an  attendant. 

Hor.  T  li  7  H  A  T  are  they  that  would  fpeak  with  me? 

V  V        Ser.  Sailors,  Sir,they  fay  they  have  letters  for  you. 
Hor.  Let  them  come  in. 
I  do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  world 
I  mould  be  greeted,  if  not  from  lord  Hamlet. 

Enter  Sailors. 

Sail.  God  blefs  you,  Sir. 
Hor.  Let  him  blefs  thee  too. 

Sail.  He  fhall,  Sir,  an't  pleafe  him.  There's  a  letter  for  you, 
Sir :  It  comes  from  th'  ambafTador  that  was  bound  for  England, 
if  your  name  be  Horatio,  as  I  am  let  to  know  it  is. 

Hor.  reads  the  letter. 

TT  ORATIO,  when  thou  Jhalt  have  overlook  d  this,  givethefe 
JLjl  fellows  fome  means  to  the  King:  they  have  letters  for  him. 
Ere  we  were  two  days  old  at  fea,   a  pirate  of  very  warlike  appoint- 
ment 
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ment  gave  us  chace.  Finding  our  J elves  too  flow  of fail,  we  put  on  a 
compelled  valour ,  and  in  the  grapple  I  boarded  them:  on  the  in- 
Jlant  they  got  clear  of  our  fhip,  fo  I  alone  became  their  prifoner. 
They  have  dealt  with  me,  like  thieves  of  mercy,  but  they  knew  what 
they  did.  I  am  to  do  a  good  turn  for  them.  Let  the  King  have 
the  letters  I  have  fent,  and  repair  thou  to  me  with  as  much  hafle 
as  thou  wouldefi  fly  death.  I  have  words  to  fpeak  in  thy  ear,  will 
make  thee  dumb,  yet  are  they  much  too  light  for  the  matter.  Thefe 
good  fellows  will  bring  thee  where  I  am.  Rofincroflfe  and  Guil- 
denftern  hold  their  courfe  for  England.  Of  them  I  have  much  to 
tell  thee,  farewel. 

[He  that  thou  knowefl  thine,  Hamlet. 
Come,  I  will  make  you  way  for  thefe  your  letters, 
And  do't  the  fpeedier,  that  you  may  direct  me 
To  him,  from  whom  you  brought  them.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IX. 

Enter  King  and  Laertes. 

King.  TVT  O  W  muft  your  confeience  my  acquittance  feal, 
LNI   And  you  muft  put  me  in  your  heart  for  friend, 
Sith  you  have  heard,  and  with  a  knowing  ear, 
That  he  which  hath  your  noble  father  flain, 
Purfued  my  life. 

Laer.  It  well  appears.    But  tell  me, 
Why  you  proceeded  not  againfl:  thefe  feats, 
So  crimeful  and  fo  capital  in  nature, 
As  by  your  fafety,  wifdom,  all  things  elfe, 
You  mainly  were  ftirr'd  up  ? 

King.  Two  fpecial  reafbns, 
Which  may  to  you,  perhaps,  feem  much  unfinew'd, 
And  yet  to  me  are  ftrong.    The  Queen,  his  mother, 
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Lives  almoft  by  his  looks;  and  for  my  felf, 
My  virtue  or  my  plague,  be't  either  which, 
She's  fo  conjunctive  to  my  life  and  foul ,• 
That  as  the  ftar  moves  not  but  in  his  fphere, 
I  could  not  but  by  her.    The  other  motive, 
Why  to  a  publick  count  I  might  not  go, 
Is  the  great  love  the  general  gender  bear  him  ; 
Who  dipping  all  his  faults  in  their  affection, 
Would,  like  the  fpring  that  turneth  wood  to  flone, 
Convert  his  gyves  to  graces.    So  my  arrows 
Too  flightly  timbred  for  fo  loud  a  wind, 
Would  have  reverted  to  my  bow  again, 
And  not  where  I  had  aim'd  them. 

Laer.  And  fo  have  I  a  noble  father  lofb, 
A  fifter  driven  into  defperate  terms, 
Whofe  worth,  if  praifes  may  go  back  again, 
Stood  challenger  on  mount  of  all  the  age 
For  her  perfections  But  revenge  will  come. 

King.  Break  not  your  deeps  for  that,  you  muft  not  think 
That  we  are  made  of  fturT  fo  flat  and  dull, 
That  we  can  let  our  beard  be  fhook  with  danger, 
And  think  it  paftime.    You  mail  foon  hear  more. 
I  iov'd  your  father,  and  we  love  your  felf, 

And  that  I  hope  will  teach  you  to  imagine  

Enter  Me/fenger. 

Mef  Thefe  to  your  Majefty :  this  to  the  Queen. 

King.  F rom  Hamlet?  who  brought  them ? 

Mef.  Sailors,  my  lord,  they  fay,  I  faw  them  not: 
They  were  giv'n  me  by  Claudio,  he  receiv'd  them. 

King.  Laertes^  you  mail  hear  them:  leave  us,  all —  [Exit  Mef . 

High  and  mighty  ^  you  jhall  know  I  am  fet  naked  on  your  king- 
dom. To-moyr$w  /hall  I  beg  leave  to  fee  your  kingly  eyes.  When 
I  /Jjall,  firfl  asking  you  pardon  thereunto,  recount  tti  occafion  of 
my  fudden  return.  Hamlet.  What 
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What  fhould  this  mean  ?  are  all  the  reft  come  back? 
Or  is  it  fbme  abu(e  —  and  no  fuch  thing? 

Laer.  Know  you  the  hand  ? 

King.  'Tis  Hamlet's  character  > 
Naked,  and  (in  a  poftfcript  here,  he  fays) 
Alone :  can  you  advife  me  ? 

Laer,  I'm  loft  in  it,  my  lord  ,•  but  let  him  come, 
It  warms  the  very  ficknefs  in  my  heart, 
That  I  fhall  live  and  tell  him  to  his  teeth, 
Thus  diddeft  thou. 

King.  If  it  be  fb,  Laertes, 

As  how  mould  it  be  fo  ?  how  otherwife  ?  

Will  you  be  rul'd  by  me? 

Laer.  I,  fo  you'll  not  o'er-rule  me  to  a  peace. 

King.  To  thine  own  peace :  if  he  be  now  return'd, 
As  liking  not  his  voyage,  and  that  he  means 
No  more  to  undertake  it  5  I  will  work  him 
To  an  exploit  now  ripe  in  my  devife, 
Under  the  which  he  fhall  not  chufe  but  fall : 
And  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  fhall  breathe, 
But  ev'n  his  mother  fhall  uncharge  the  pra&ice, 
And  call  it  accident. 

Laer.  I  will  be  rul'd, 
The  rather  if  you  could  devife  it  fb 
That  I  might  be  the  inftrument. 

King.  It  falls  right : 
You  have  been  talkt  of  fince  your  travel  much, 
And  that  in  Hamlet's  hearing,  for  a  quality 
Wherein  they  fay  you  fhine  -y  your  fum  of  parts 
Did  not  together  pluck  fuch  envy  from  him, 
As  did  that  one,  and  that  in  my  regard 
Of  the  unworthieft  fiege. 

Laer.  What  part  is  that,  my  lord? 

Kmg.  A  very  feather  in  the  cap  of  youth, 
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Yet  needful  too,  for  youth  no  lefs  becomes 

The  light  and  carelefs  livery  that  it  wears, 

Than  fettled  age  his  fables,  and  his  weeds, 

Importing  health  and  gravenefs.    Two  months  fince 

Here  was  a  gentleman  of  Normandy  -y 

I've  feen  my  fclf  and  ferv'd  again  ft  the  French , 

And  they  can  well  on  horfe-back;  but  this  gallant 

Had  witchcraft  in't,  he  grew  unto  his  feat  ; 

And  to  fuch  wondrous  doing  brought  his  horfe, 

As  he  had  been  incorps'd  and  demy-natur'd 

With  the  brave  beafl:  •>  fo  far  he  paft  my  thought, 

That  I  in  forgery  of  fhapes  and  tricks, 

Come  fliort  of  what  he  did. 

Laer.  A  Norman  was't  ? 

King.  A  Norman, 

Laer.  Upon  my  life,  Lamond. 

King,  The  very  fame. 

Laer.  I  know  him  well,  he  is  the  brooch  indeed, 
And  gem  of  all  the  nation. 

King.  He  made  confeflfion  of  you, 
And  gave  you  fuch  a  mafterly  report, 
For  art  and  exercife  in  your  defence  j 
And  for  your  rapier  moft  efpecial, 
That  he  cry'd  out,  'twould  be  a  fight  indeed, 
If  one  could  match  you.    This  report  of  his 
Did  Hamlet  fo  envenom  with  his  envy, 
That  he  could  nothing  do,  but  wifh  and  beg 
Your  fudden  coming  o'er  to  play  with  him. 
Now  out  of  this  

Laer.  What  out  of  this,  my  lord? 

King.  Laertes,  was  your  father  dear  to  you? 
Or  are  you  like  the  painting  of  a  forrow, 
A  face  without  a  heart? 

Laer.  Why  ask  you  this  ? 


H  amleT)  Prince  of  Denmark. 

King.  Not  that  I  think  you  did  not  love  your  father, 
But  that  I  know  love  is  begun  by  time; 
And  that  I  fee  in  paflfages  of  proof, 
Time  qualifies  the  fpark  and  fire  of  it : 
There  lives  within  the  very  flame  of  love 
A  kind  of  wick  or  fnufF  that  will  abate  it, 
And  nothing  is  at  a  like  goodnefs  ftill  ; 
For  goodnefs  growing  to  a  pleurifie, 
Dies  in  his  own  too  much ;  What  we  would  do, 
We  mould  do  when  we  would ;  .  for  this  would  changes, 
And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many 
As  there  are  tongues,  are  hands,  are  accidents, 
And  then  this  fhould  is  like  a  fpend-thrift's  figh 

That  hurts  by  eafing ;  but  to  th'  quick  o'  th'  ulcer  

Hamlet  comes  back  •>  what  would  you  undertake 
To  mew  your  felf  your  father's  fon  indeed, 
More  than  in  words  ? 

Laer.  To  cut  his  throat  i'th'  church. 
King.  No  place  indeed  mould  murther  fan&uarife  ; 
Revenge  mould  have  no  bounds ;  but,  good  Laertes, 
Will  you  do  this,  keep  clofe  within  your  chamber? 

Hamlet  return'd,  mail  know  you  are  come  home : 

We'll  put  on  thofe  (hall  praife  your  excellence, 

And  fet  a  double  varnifh  on  the  fame 

The  Frenchman  gave  you,  bring  you  in  fine  together, 

And  wager  on  your  heads.    He  being  remifs, 

Moft  generous,  and  free  from  all  contriving, 

Will  not  perufe  the  foils;  fo  that  with  eafe, 

Or  with  a  little  muffling,  you  may  chufe 

A  fword  unbated,  and  in  a  pafs  of  pra&ice 

Requite  him  for  your  father. 
Laer.  I  will  do't ; 

And  for  the  purpofe  I'll  anoint  my  fword : 
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I  bought  an  unction  of  a  mountebank, 
So  mortal,  that  but  dip  a  knife  in  it, 
Where  it  draws  blood,  no  cataplafm  fo  rare, 
Collected  from  all  fimples  that  have  virtue 
Under  the  moon,  can  fave  the  thing  from  death, 
That  is  but  fcratch'd  withal ;  I'll  touch  my  point 
With  this  contagion,  if  I  gall  him  (lightly 
It  may  be  death. 

King.  Let's  further  think  of  this, 
Weigh  what  convenience  both  of  time  and  means 
May  fit  us  to  our  fhape.    If  this  fhould  fail, 
And  that  our  drift  look  through  our  bad  performance, 
'Twere  better  not  afTay'd-  therefore  this  project 
Should  have  a  back,  or  fecond,  that  might  hold, 

If  this  mould  blaft  in  proof.    Soft  let  me  fee  

We'll  make  a  folemn  wager  on  your  cunnings, 

I  ha't  when  in  your  motion  you  are  hot, 

And  make  your  bouts  more  violent  to  th'end, 

And  that  he  calls  for  drink    I'll  have  prepar'd  him 

A  chalice  for  the  nonce ;  whereon  but  lipping, 

If  he  by  chance  efcape  your  venom'd  tuck, 

Our  purpofe  may  hold  there.   How  now,  fweet  Queen  ? 

SCENE  X. 

Enter  Queen. 

Queen.  One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  heel, 
So  faft  they  follow :  your  fitter's  drown'd,  Laertes. 

Laer.  Drown'd!  oh  where? 

Qtteen.  There  is  a  willow  grows  aflant  a  brook, 
That  mews  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glaflle  ftream : 
There  with  fantaftick  garlands  did  me  come, 
Of  crow-flow'rs,  nettles,  dailies,  and  long  purples 

That 
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That  liberal  fhepherds  give  a  grofTer  name, 
But  our  cold  maids  do  dead  mens  fingers  call  them. 
There  on  the  pendant  boughs,  her  coronet  weeds 
Clambring  to  hang,  an  envious  fliver  broke; 
When  down  her  weedy  trophies  and  her  felf 
Fell  in  the  weeping  brook;  her  cloaths  fpread  wide, 
And  mermaid-like,  a  while  they  bore  her  up; 
Which  time  me  chaunted  fnatches  of  old  tunes, 
As  one  incapable  of  her  own  diftrefs, 
Or  like  a  creature  native,  and  indewed 
Unto  that  element :  but  long  it  could  not  be, 
'Till  that  her  garments,  heavy  with  their  drink, 
Pull'd  the  poor  wretch  from  her  melodious  lay 
To  muddy  death. 

Laer.  Alas  then,  fhe  is  drown'd! 

Queen.  Drown'd,  drown'd. 

Laer.  Too  much  of  water  haft  thou,  poor  Ophelia^ 
And  therefore  I  forbid  my  tears :  but  yet 
It  is  our  trick,  nature  her  cuftom  holds, 
Let  ftiame  fay  what  it  will ;  when  thefe  are  gone, 
The  woman  will  be  out :  adieu,  my  lord, 
I  have  a  fpeech  of  fire  that  fain  would  blaze, 
But  that  this  folly  drowns  it.  [Exit. 

King-  Follow,  Gertrude: 
How  much  I  had  to  do  to  calm  his  rage? 
Now  fear  I,  this  will  give  it  ftart  again, 

Therefore  let's  follow.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT   V.    SCENE  t 

A  Church. 
Enter  two  clowns,  with  fpades  and  mattocks. 
i  Clown. 

ppf^pS  S  (he  to  be  buried  in  chriftian  burial,  that  willfully 
feeks  her  own  falvation  ? 

2  Clown.  I  tell  thee,  fhe  is :  therefore  make  her 
j^::  Cyt  grave  ftraight,  the  crowner  hath  fate  on  her,  and 


l^ife*  finds  it  chriftian  burial. 

i  Clown.  How  can  that  be,  unlefs  fhe  drown- 
ed her  felf  in  her  own  defence? 
z  Clown.  Why  'tis  found  fo. 

1  Clown.  It  muft  be  fe  offendendo,  it  cannot  be  elfe.  For 
here  lyes  the  point ;  if  I  drown  my  felf  wittingly,  it  argues  an  act ,• 
and  an  a&  hath  three  branches.  It  is  an  ad:  to  do,  and  to  perform  j 
argaly  fhe  drown'd  her  felf  wittingly. 

2  Clown.  Nay,  but  hear  you,  goodman  Delver. 

1  Clown.  Give  me  leave  j  here  lyes  the  water,  good:  here 
ftands  the  man,  good  :  if  the  man  go  to  this  water,  and  drown 
himfelf;  it  is  will  he,  nill  he,  he  goes ;  mark  you  that:  but  if 
the  water  come  to  him,  and  drown  him  $  he  drowns  not  himfelf. 
Argaly  he  that  is  not  guilty  of  his  own  death,  fhortens  not  his 
own  life. 

2  Clown.  But  is  this  law  ? 

1  Clown.  Ay  marry  is'c,  owner's  queft  law. 

2  Clown.  Will  you  ha*  the  truth  on't?  if  this  had  not  been  a 
gentlewoman,  fhe  Ibould  have  been  buried  out  of  chriftian  burial. 

i  Clown, 
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1  Clown.  Why  there  thou  fay'ft.  And  the  more  pity  that 
great  folk  mould  have  countenance  in  this  world  to  drown  or  hang 
themfelves,  more  than  other  chriftians.  Come,  my  fpade;  there 
is  no  ancient  gentlemen  but  gardeners,  ditchers  and  grave-ma- 
kers   they  hold  up  Adam's  profeflion. 

i  Clown.  Was  he  a  gentleman  ? 

1  Clown.  He  was  the  firft  that  ever  bore  arms. 

2  Clown.  Why,  he  had  none. 

1  Clown.  What,  art  a  heathen  ?  how  doft  thou  underftand  the 
fcripture?  the  fcripture  fays,  Adam  digg'dj  could  he  dig  with- 
out arms?  I'll  put  another  queftion  to  thee,-  if  thou  anfwereft  me 
not  to  the  purpole,  confefs  thy  felf  

2  Clown.  Go  to. 

1  Clown,  What  is  he  that  builds  ftronger  than  either  the  ma- 
fon, the  fhip-wright,  or  the  carpenter  ? 

2  Clown.  The  gallows-maker,  for  that  frame  out-lives  a  thou- 
fand  tenants. 

1  Clown.  I  like  thy  wit  well  in  good  faith,  the  gallows 
does  well,-  but  how  does  it  well?  it  does  well  to  thofe  that  do 
ill :  now  thou  doft  ill  to  fay  the  gallows  is  built  ftronger  than  the 
church;  argal,  the  gallows  may  do  well  to  thee.  To't  again, 
come. 

2  Clown.  Who  builds  ftronger  than  a  mafon,  a  fhipwright,  or 
a  carpenter?  

1  Clown.  Ay,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke. 

2  Clown.  Marry,  now  I  can  tell. 
1  Clown.  To't. 

i  Clown.  Mafs,  I  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio  at  a  diflance. 

1  Clown.  Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about  it ;  for  your  dull 
als  will  not  mend  his  pace  with  beating  j  and  when  you  are  ask'd 
this  queftion  next,   fay  a  grave-maker.  The.  houfes  he  makes, 
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laft  'till  dooms-day :  go,  get  thee  to  Toughan,  fetch  me  a  ftoup 
of  1  icjuor.  [Exit  i  Clown. 

He  digs  and  fings. 
In  youth  when  I  did  love,  did  love, 

Methought  it  was  very  fweet 
To  contraB  oh  the  time  for  a  my  behove, 

Oh  methought  there  was  nothing  meet. 

Ham.  Has  this  fellow  no  feeling  of  his  bufinefs,  that  he  fings 
at  grave-making  ? 

Hor.  Cuftom  hath  made  it  in  him  a  property  of  eafinefs. 

Ham.  'Tis  e'en  fo;  the  hand  of  little  imployment  hath  the 
daintier  fenfe. 

Clown  fings. 
But  age  with  his  flealmg  fleps, 

Hath  claw'd  me  in  his  clutch : 
And  hath  Jhipped  me  into  the  land, 

As  if  I  ne'er  had  been  fuch. 

Ham.  That  fcull  had  a  tongue  in  it,  and  could  fing  oncej 
how  the  knave  jowles  it  to  the  ground,  as  if  it  were  Cain's  jaw- 
bone, that  did  the  firft  murther!  this  might  be  the  pate  of  a  po- 
litician which  this  afs  o'er-offices ;  one  that  could  circumvent 
God,  might  it  not? 

Hor.  It  might,  my  lord. 

Ham  Or  of  a  courtier,  which  could  fay,  good-morrow  fweet 
lord  ;  how  doft  thou,  good  lord  ?  this  might  be  my  lord  fuch  a 
one,  that  prais'd  my  lord  fuch  a  ones  horfe,  when  he  meant  to 
beg  it ;  might  it  not? 

Hor.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why  e'enfo:  and  now  my  lady  Worm's,  choplefs,  and 
knockt  about  the  mazzard  with  a  fexton's  fpade.  Here's  fine 
revolution,  if  we  had  the  trick  to  fee't.    Did  thefe  bones  coft  no 

more 
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more  the  breeding,  but  to  play  at  loggers  with  'em  ?  mine  ake 
to  think  on't. 

Clown  fings. 

A  pick-axe  and  a  fpade,  a  /fade, 

For  and,  a  fhrowding  Jheet  / 
0,  a  pit  of  clay,  for  te  be  made 

For  fuch  a  guefl  is  meet. 

Ham.  There's  another:  why  may  not  that  be  the  (cull  of  a 
lawyer?  where  be  his  quiddits  now?  his  quillets?  his  cafes?  his 
tenures,  and  his  tricks?  why  does  he  furTer  this  rude  knave  now 
to  knock  him  about  the  fconce  with  a  dirty  (hovel,  and  will  not 
tell  him  of  his  action  of  battery  ?  hum!  this  fellow  might  be  in's 
time  a  great  buyer  of  land,  with  his  ftatutes,  his  recognizances, 
his  fines,  his  double  vouchers,  his  recoveries  .  Is  this  the  fine  of 
his  fines,  and  the  recovery  of  his  recoveries,  to  have  his  fine 
pate  full  of  fine  dirt?  will  his  vouchers  vouch  him  no  more  of 
his  purchafes,  and  double  ones  too,  than  the  length  and  breadth 
of  a  pair  of  indentures  ?  the  very  conveyances  of  his  lands  will 
hardly  lye  in  this  box  and  muft  the  inheritor  himfelf  have  no 
more?  ha? 

Hor.  Not  a  jot  more,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Is  not  parchment  made  of  fheep-hkins  ? 

Hor.  Ay  my  lord,  and  of  calve-skins  too. 

Ham.  They  are  fheep  and  calves  that  feek  outaflfuranceinthat. 
I  will  fpeak  to  this  fellow :  Whofe  grave's  this,  firrah  ? 

Clown.  Mine,  Sir  

0,  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made. 
For  fuch  a  ghofi  is  meet. 

Ham.  I  think  it  be. thine  indeed  :  for  thou  Iieft  in't. 

Clown.  You  lie  out  on't,  Sir,  and  therefore  it  is  not  yours  -> 
for  my  part  I  do  not  lie  in't,  yet  it  is  mine. 

Ham.  Thou  doft  lie  in't,  to  be  in't,  and  fay  'tis  thine  $  'tis  for 

the 
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the  dead,  not  for  the  quick,  therefore  thou  ly'ft. 

Clown.  'Tis  a  quick  lie,  Sir,  'twill  away  agaia  from  me  to  you. 

Ham.  What  man  doft  thou  dig  it  for? 

Clown.  For  no  man,  Sir. 

Ham.  What  woman  then  ? 

Clown.  For  none  neither. 

Ham.  Who  is  to  be  buried  in'c  ? 

Clown.  One  that  was  a  woman,  Sir,-  but  reft  her  foul,  (he's 
dead. 

Ham.  How  abfblute  the  knave  is  ?  we  muft  fpeak  by  the  card, 
or  equivocation  will  follow  us.  By  the  lord,  Horatio,  thefe 
three  years  I  have  taken  note  of  it,  the  age  is  grown  fo  picked, 
that  the  toe  of  the  peafant  comes  fo  near  the  heel  of  our  courtier, 
he  galls  his  kibe.    How  long  haft  thou  been  a  grave-maker  ? 

Clown.  Of  all  the  days  i'th'  year,  I  came  to't  that  day  that  our 
laft  King  Hamlet  o'ercame  Fortmbras. 

Ham.  How  long  is  that  fince  ? 

Clown.  Cannot  you  tell  that?  every  fool  can  tell  that:  it  was 
that  very  day  that  young  Hamlet  was  born,  he  that  was  mad, 
and  fent  into  England. 

Ham.  Ay  marry,  why  was  he  fent  into  England? 

Clown.  Why,  becaufe  he  was  mad  $  he  mall  recover  his  wits 
there;  or  if  he  do  not,  it's  no  great  matter  there. 

Ham.  Why? 

Clown.  'Twill  not  be  feen  in  him,  there  the  men  are  as  mad  as 
he. 

Ham.  How  came  he  mad  ? 

Clown.  Very  ftrangely,  they  fay. 

Ham.  How  ftrangely  ? 

Clown.  Faith  e'en  with  lofing  his  wits. 

Ham.  Upon  what  ground  > 

Clown.  Why,  here  in  Denmark.  I  have  been  fexton  here, 
man  and  boy,  thirty  years. 

Ham. 
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Ham.  How  long  will  a  man  lie  i'th'  earth  ere  he  rot  ? 

Clown.  Pfaith,  if  he  be  not  rotten  before  he  die,  (as  we  have 
many  pocky  coarfes  now-a-days,  that  will  fcarce  hold  the  laying 
in)  he  will  laft  you  fome  eight  year,  or  nine  year ;  a  tanner  will 
lafl:  you  nine  years. 

Ham.  Why  he,  more  than  another? 

Clown.  Why  Sir,  his  hide  is  fo  tann'd  with  his  trade,  that  he 
will  keep  out  water  a  great  while.  And  your  water  is  a  (ore  de- 
cayer  of  your  whorfon  dead  body.  Here's  a  fcull  now  has  lain  in 
the  earth  three  and  twenty  years. 

Ham.  Whole  was  it  ? 

Clown.  A  whorfon  mad  fellow's  it  was ;  whofe  do  you  think 
it  was  ? 

Ham.  Nay,  I  know  not. 

Clown.  A  peftilence  on  him  for  a  mad  rogue,  he  pour'd  a  fla- 
gon of  rhenifh  on  my  head  once.  This  fame  fcull,  Sir,  was  Yo- 
rick's  fcull,  the  King's  jefter. 

Ham.  This? 

Clown.  E'en  that. 

Ham.  Alas  poor  Yorick  !  I  knew  him,  Horatio,  a  fellow  of  in- 
finite jeft;  of  moft  excellent  fancy:  he  hath  born  me  on  his  back 
a  thoufand  times:  and  now  how  abhorred  in  my  imagination  it 
is!  my  gorge  rifes  at  it.  Here  hung  thofe  lips  that  I  have  kifs'd 
I  know  not  how  oft.  Where  be  your  gibes  now?  your  gambols? 
your  fongs?  your  flames  of  merriment  that  were  wont  to  let  the 
table  in  a  roar?  not  one  now,  to  mock  your  own  grinning?  quite 
chop-fallen  ?  now  get  you  to  my  lady's  chamber,  and  tell  her, 
let  her  paint  an  inch  thick,  to  this  favour  (he  mud  come,-  make 
her  laugh  at  that  Pr'ythee,  Horatio,  tell  me  one  thing. 

Hor.  What's  that,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Doft  thou  think  Alexander  look'd  o'  this  falhion  i'th* 
earth  ? 

Hor.  E'en  Co. 

Ham. 
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Ham.  And  fmelt  fo,  puh?  [Smelling  to  the  Scull 

Hor.  E'en  fo,  my  lord. 

Ham.  To  what  bafe  ufes  we  may  return,  Horatio  /  why  may 
not  imagination  trace  the  noble  duft  of  Alexander,  'till  he  find 
it  flopping  a  bung-hole  ? 

Hor.  'Twere  to  confider  too  curioufly,  to  confider  fo. 

Ham.  No  faith,  not  a  jot.     But  to  follow  him  thither  with 
modefty  enough,  and  likelihood  to  lead  it ;  as  thus:  Alexander  di- 
ed, Alexander  was  buried,  Alexander  returneth  to  duft  >t  the  duft 
is  earth;  of  earth  we  make  lome,  and  why  of  that  lome  whereto 
he  was  converted,  might  they  not  ftop  a  beer-barrel  ? 
Imperial  Cafar  dead  and  turn'd  to  clay, 
Might  ftop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  away  : 
Oh,  that  that  earth,  which  kept  the  world  in  awe, 
Should  patch  a  wall,  t'  expel  the  winter's  flaw! 
But  foft!  but  foft  a  while  here  comes  the  King, 

SCENE     II.  - 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Laertes,  and  a  coffin,  with  Lords  and 

Priefts  attendant. 

The  Queen,  the  courtiers.    What  is  that  they  follow, 
And  with  fuch  maimed  rights?  this  doth  betoken, 
The  coarfe  they  follow  did  with  defperate  hand 
Fore-do  its  own  life;  'twas  of  fome  eftate. 
Couch  we  a  while,  and  mark- 
Laer.  What  ceremony  elfe  ? 

Ham.  That  is  Laertes,  a  moft  noble  youth:  mark  

Laer.  What  ceremony  elfe  ? 

Priejl.  Her  obfequies  have  been  as  far  enlarg'd 
As  we  have  warranty,-  her  death  was  doubtful, 
And  but  that  great  command  o'er-fways  the  order, 
She  fhould  in  ground  unfan&ified  have  lodg'd 

'Till 
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'Till  the  laft  trump.    For  charitable  prayers, 

Shards,  flints,  and  pebbles,  fhould  be  thrown  on  her  i 

Yet  here  (he  is  allow'd  her  virgin  rites, 

Her  maiden  ftrewments,  and  the  bringing  home 

Of  bell  and  burial. 

Laer.  Muft  no  more  be  done? 

Pr'iefl.  No  more  be  done : 
We  mould  prophane  the  fervice  of  the  dead, 
To  fing  a  Requzem,  and  fuch  reft  to  her 
As  to  peace-parted  fouls. 

Laer.  Lay  her  i'th'  earth, 
And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flefh 
May  violets  fpring!  I  tell  thee,  churlifh  pried, 
A  miniftring  angel  ihall  my  After  be, 
When  thou  lieft  howling. 

Ham.  What,  the  fair  Ophelia  J 

Queen.  Sweets  to  the  fweet,  farewel ! 
ihop'dthou  would'ft  have  been  my  Hamlet's  wife; 
I  thought  thy  bride-bed  to  have  deck'd,  fweet  maid, 
And  not  have  ftrew'd  thy  grave. 

Laer.  O  treble  woe 
Fall  tentimes  treble  on  that  curfed  head, 
Whofe  wicked  deed  thy  mod:  ingenious  fenfe 
Depriv'd  thee  of.    Hold  off  the  earth  a  while, 
'Till  I  have  caught  her  once  more  in  my  arms, 

[Laertes  leaps  mto  the 
Now  pile  your  duft  upon  the  quick  and  dead, 
'Till  of  this  flat  a  mountain  you  have  made, 
T'  o'er-top  old  Pelzorz,  or  the  skyifh  head 
Of  blue  Olympus. 

Ham.  [dzfcover'zng  hzmfelf]  What  is  he,  whofe  griefs 
Bear  fuch  an  emphafis  ?  whole  phrafe  of  forrow 
Conjures  the  wandring  ftars,  and  makes  them  ftand 
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Like  wonder-wounded  hearers  ?  this  is  I,, 

[Hamlet  leaps  into  the  grave, 

Hamlet  the  Dane. 

Laer.  The  devil  take  thy  foul !  [Grappling  with  him. 

Ham.  Thou  pray'ft  not  well. 

I  pr'ythee  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat  

For  though  I  am  not  fplenative  and  rafh, 

Yet  have  I  in  me  fomething  dangerous, 

Which  let  thy  wifdom  fear.    Hold  off  thy  hand. 

King,  Pluck  them  afunder  

Queen.  Hamlet ,  Hamlet  

Hor.  Good  my  lord  be  quiet.  [The  attendants  part  them. 

Ham.  Why,  I  will  fight  with  him  upon  this  theme, 
Until  my  eye-lids  will  no  longer  wag. 

Queen.  Oh  my  fon !  what  theme? 

Ham.  1  lov'd  Ophelia  -f  forty  thoufand  brothers 
Could  not  with  all  their  quantity  of  love 
Make  up  my  fum.    What  wilt  thou  do  for  her  ? 

King.  O  he  is  mad,  Laertes. 

Ghieen.  For  love  of  God  forbear  him. 

Ham.  Come  (hew  me  what  thou'It  do. 
Woo't  weep  ?  woo't  fight  ?  woo't  faft  ?  woo't  tear  thy  felf  > 
Woo't  drink  up  Efill,  cat  a  crocodile  ? 
I'll  do't.    Do'ft  thou  come  hither  but  to  whine  3 
To  out- face  me  with  leaping  in  her  grave? 
Be  buried  quick  with  her ;  and  fo  will  1 $ 
And  if  thou  prate  of  mountains,  let  them  throw 
Millions  of  acres  on  us,  'till  our  ground 
Sindging  his  pate  againft  the  burning  zone, 
Make  OJfa  like  a  wart !  nay,  an  thou'It  mouth, 
I'll  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

King.  This  is  mere  madnefs,- 
And  thus  a  while  the  fit  will  work  on  him  : 

Anon 
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Anon  as  patient  as  the  female  dove, 
When  that  her  golden  cuplets  are  difclos'd, 
His  filence  will  fit  drooping. 

Ham.  Hear  you  Sir  

What  is  the  reafon  that  you  ufe  me  thus  ? 

Ilov'd  you  ever ;  but  it  is  no  matter  

Let  Hercules  himfelf  do  what  he  may, 

The  cat  will  mew,  and  dog  will  have  his  day.  [Exit. 

King.  I  pray  you  good  Horatio,  wait  upon  him.      ( Exit  Hor. 
Strengthen  your  patience  in  our  laft  night's  fpeech.     [To  Laertes. 
We'll  put  the  matter  to  the  prefent  pufh. 
Good  Gertrude  fet  fbme  watch  over  your  (on. 
This  grave  (hall  have  a  living  monument. 
An  hour  of  quiet  fhortly  mall  we  fee; 

'Till  then,  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III, 

A  Hall, 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham.  Q  O  much  for  this,  now  mall  you  fee  the  other. 
v3  You  do  remember  all  the  circumftance. 

Hor.  Remember  it,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Sir,  in  my  heart  there  was  a  kind  of  fighting, 
That  would  not  let  me  fleep  ->  methought  I  lay 
Worfe  than  the  mutineers  in  bilboes ;  rafhnefs 
(And  prais'd  be  rafhnefs  for  it)  lets  us  know 
Our  indifcretion  fometimes  ferves  us  well, 
When  our  deep  plots  do  fail ;  and  that  fhould  teach  us, 
There's  a  divinity  that  fhapes  our  ends, 
Rough-hew  them  how  we  will. 

M  m  m  2.  Hor* 
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Hor.  That  is  mod  certain. 

Ham.  Up  from  my  cabin, 
My  fea-gown  fcarft  about  me,  in  the  dark 
Grop'd  I  to  find  out  them ;  had  my  defire, 
Finger'd  their  packet,  and  in  fine  withdrew 
To  mine  own  room  again,  making  fo  bold 
(My  fears  forgetting  manners)  to  unfeal 
Their  grand  commiffion,  where  I  found,  Horatio, 
A  royal  knavery ;  an  exact  command, 
Larded  with  many  feveral  forts  of  reafons, 
Importing  Denmark's  health,  and  England's  too, 
(With  ho!  fuch  buggs  and  goblings  in  my  life,) 
That  on  the  fupervize,  no  leifure  bated, 
No  not  to  ftay  the  grinding  of  the  ax, 
My  head  fhould  be  ftruck  off. 

Hor.  Is't  poflible? 

Ham.  Here's  the  commiflion,  read  it  at  more  leifure,- 
But  wilt  thou  hear  now  how  I  did  proceed  ? 
Hor.  I  befeech  you. 

Ham.  Being  thus  benetted  round  with  villains, 
Ere  I  could  make  a  prologue  to  my  brains, 
They  had  begun  the  play.    I  fate  me  down, 
Devis'd  a  new  commiffion,  wrote  it  fair: 
(I  once  did  hold  it  as  our  ftatifts  do, 
A  bafenefs  to  write  fair  ^  and  labour'd  much 
How  to  forget  that  learning    but,  Sir,  now 
It  did  me  yeoman's  fervice,)  wilt  thou  know 
Th'  efTecl:  of  what  I  wrote? 

Hor.  Ay,  good  my  lord. 

Ham.  An  earneft  conjuration  from  the  King, 
As  England  was  his  faithful  tributary, 
As  love  between  them  like  the  palm  might  flourim, 
As  peace  mould  dill  her  wheaten  garland  wear, 

And 
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And  ftand  a  comma  'tween  their  amities, 
And  many  fuch  like  As's  of  great  charge,- 
That  on  the  view  and  knowing  thefe  contents, 
Without  debatement  further,  more  or  lefs, 
He  mould  the  bearers  put  to  fudden  death, 
No  fliriving  time  allow'd. 

Hor.  How  was  this  feal'd  ? 

Ham,  Why  ev'n  in  that  was  heaven  ordinate  $ 
I  had  my  father's  fignet  in  my  purfe, 
Which  was  the  model  of  that  Dan'ifh  feal  : 
I  folded  the  writ  up  in  form  of  th'  other, 
Subfcrib'd  it,  gave  th'  impreflion,  plac'd  it  fafely, 
The  change  was  never  known :  now,  the  next  day 
Was  our  fea-fight,  and  what  to  this  was  fequent, 
Thou  know'ft  already. 

Hor,  So,  Guildenftern  and  Rofmcrojfe  go  to't. 

Ham,  They  are  not  near  my  confcience  •>  their  defeat 
Doth  by  their  own  infinuation  grow: 
'Tis  dangerous  when  bafer  nature  comes 
Between  the  pafs,  and  fell  incenfed  points 
Of  mighty  oppofites.  ; 

Hor.  Why,  what  a  King  is  this? 

Ham.  Does  it  not,  think'ft  thou,  ftand  me  now  upon 
He  that  hath  kill'd  my  King,  and  whor'd  my  mother, 
Popt  in  between  th'  election  and  my  hopes, 
Thrown  out  his  angle  for  my  proper  life, 
And  with  fuch  cozenage ;  is't  not  perfect  confcience, 
To  quit  him  with  this  arm  ?  and  is't  not  to  be  damn'd, 
To  let  this  canker  of  our  nature  come 
In  further  evil  ? 

Hor.  Itmufl:  be  fhortly  known  to  him  from  England, 
What  is  the  iffue  of  the  bufinefs  there. 

Ham.  It  will  be  fhort. 
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The  Interim's  mine,  and  a  man's  life's  no  more 

Than  to  fay,  one. 

But  I  am  very  forry,  good  Horatio, 

That  to  Laertes  I  forgot  my  felf; 

For  by  the  image  of  my  caufe  I  fee 

The  pourtraiture  of  his ;  I'll  court  his  favours: 

But  fure  the  bravery  of  his  grief  did  put  me 

Into  a  towring  paflion. 

Hor.  Peace,  who  comes  here? 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  OfricL 

Ofr.  Your  lordmip  is  right  welcome  back  to  Denmark. 

Ham.  I  humbly  thank  you,  Sir.     Doft  know  this  water-fly  ? 

Hor.  No,  my  good  lord. 

Ham.  Thy  ftate  is  the  more  gracious  •>  for  'tis  a  vice  to  know 
him:  he  hath  much  land,  and  fertile  $  let  a  beaft  be  lord  of  beads, 
and  his  crib  (hall  ftand  at  the  King's  merTe;  'tis  a  chough;  but 
as  I  fay,  fpacious  in  the  poUeffion  of  dirt. 

Ofr.  Sweet  lord,  if  your  a  lordftiip  were  at  leifure,  I  mould  im- 
part a  thing  to  you  from  his  majefty. 

Ham.  I  will  receive  it  with  all  diligence  of  fpirit ;  put  your 
bonnet  to  his  right  ule,  'tis  for  the  head. 

Ofr.  I  thank  your  lordftiip,  'tis  very  hot. 

Ham.  No,  believe  me,  'tis  very  cold,  the  wind  is  northerly. 

Ofr.  It  is  indifferent  cold,  my  lord,  indeed. 

Ham.  Methinks  it  is  very  fultry,  and  hot  for  my  complexion. 

Ofr.  Exceedingly,  my  lord,  it  is  very  fultry,  as  'twere,  I  can- 
not tell  how:  —  My  lord,  his  majefty  bid  me  lignifie  to  you,  that 
he  has  laid  a  great  wager  on  your  head:  Sir,  this  is  the  matter  — 

Ham.   I  befeech  you  remember  

Ofr.  Nay  in  good  faith,  for  mine  eafe  in  good  faith :  Sir,  you 
are  not  ignorant  of  what  excellence  Laertes  is  at  his  weapon. 

Ham. 

*  frendjbip. 
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Ham.  What's  his  weapon  ? 

Ofr.  Rapier  and  dagger. 

Ham.  That's  two  of  his  weapons;  but  well. 

Ofr.  The  King,  Sir,  has  wag'd  with  him  fix  Barbary  horfes, 
againft  the  which  he  impon'd,  as  I  take  it,  fix  French  rapiers  and 
poniards,  with  their  afligns,  as  girdle,  hangers,  or  fo:  three  of 
the  carriages  in  faith  are  very  dear  to  fancy,  very  refponfive  to 
the  hilts,  moft  delicate  carriages,  and  of  very  liberal  conceit. 

Ham.  What  call  you  the  carriages? 

Ofr.  The  carriages,  Sir,  are  the  hangers. 

Ham.  Thephrafe  would  be  more  germane  to  the  matter,  if  we 
could  carry  cannon  by  our  fides ;  '  would  it  might  be  hangers 
'till  then.  But  on  ,•  fix  Barbary  horfes,  againft  fix  French  fwords, 
their  affigns,  and  three  liberal-conceited  carriages,  that's  the  French 
bett  againft  the  Danifhy  why  is  this  impon'd,  as  you  call  it? 

Ofr.  The  King,  Sir,  hath  laid,  that  in  a  dozen  partes  between 
you  and  him,  he  mail  not  exceed  you  three  hits  ,•  he  hath  laid 
on  twelve  for  nine,  and  it  would  come  to  immediate  tryal,  if  your 
lordfhip  would  vouchfafe  the  anfwer. 

Ham.  How  if  I  anfwer  no? 

Ofr.  I  mean,  my  lord,  the  opposition  of  your  perfbn  in  tryal. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  will  walk  here  in  the  hall ;  if  it  pleafe  his  majefty, 
'tis  the  breathing  time  of  day  with  me  ;  let  the  foils  be  brought,  the 
gentleman  willing,  and  the  King  hold  his  purpofej  I  will  win  for  him 
if  I  can :  if  not,  I'll  gain  nothing  but  my  (hame,  and  the  odd  hits. 

Ofr.  Shall  I  deliver  you  fo  ? 

Ham.  To  this*  effect,  Sir,  after  what  flourifh  your  nature  will. 

Ofr.  I  commend  my  duty  to  your  lordfhip.  [Exit. 

Ham.  Yours,  yours ;  he  does  well  to  commend  it  himfelf, 
there  are  no  tongues  elfe  for's  turn. 

Hor.  This  lapwing  runs  away  with  the  (hell  on  his  head. 

Ham.  He  did  fo  with  his  dug  before  he  fuck'd  it:  thus  has  he 
(and  many  more  of  the  fame  breed  that  I  know  the  droffy  age 

dotes 
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dotes  on)  only  got  the  tune  of  the  time,  and  outward  habit  of  en- 
counter, a  kind  of  yefty  collection,  which  carries  them  through 
and  through  the  mod  fond  and  winnowed  opinions,-  and  do  but 
blow  them  to  their  tryals,  the  bubbles  are  out. 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  My  lord,  his  majefty  commended  him  to  you  by  young 
Ofrick,  who  brings  back  to  him,  that  you  attend  him  in  the  hall  -> 
he  fends  to  know  if  your  pleafure  hold  to  play  with  Laertes,  or 
that  you  will  take  longer  time  I 

Ham.  I  am  conRant  to  my  purpofes,  they  follow  the  King's 
pleafure;  if  his  fitnefs  fpeaks,  mine  is  ready,  now  or  whenfoever, 
provided  I  be  fo  able  as  now. 

Lord.  The  King  and  Queen  and  all  are  coming  down. 

Ham.  In  happy  time. 

Lord.  The  Queen  defires  you  to  ufe  fome  gentle  entertainment 
to  Laertes,  before  you  fall  to  play. 
Ham.  She  well  inftructs  me. 
Hor.  You  will  lofe  this  wager,  my  lord. 

Ham.  1  do  not  think  lb ,  fince  he  went  into  France,  I  have 
been  in  continual  practice  ,•  I  mail  win  at  the  odds.  But  thou 
wouldft  not  think  how  ill  all's  here  about  my  heart — but  it  is 
no  matter. 

Hor.  Nay,  good  my  lord. 

Ham.  It  is  but  foolery  ■  but  it  is  fuch  a  kind  of  game-giving  as 
'    would  perhaps  trouble  a  woman. 

Hor.  If  your  mind  diflike  any  thing,  obey  it.  I  will  foreftal 
their  repair  hither,  and  fay  you  are  not  fit. 

Ham.  Not  a  whit,  we  defy  augury;  there's  fpecial  providence  in 
the  fall  of  a  Iparrow.  If  it  be  now,  'tis  not  to  come ;  if  it  be  not  to 
come,  it  will  be  now:  if  it  be  not  now,  yet  it  will  come:  therea- 
dinefs  is  all.  Since  no  man  has  ought  of  what  he  leaves,,  what 
is't  to  leave  betimes? 

SCENE 
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SCENE  V. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Laertes  and  lords,  with  other  attendants  with 
foils,  and  gantlets.   A  table,  and  flagons  of  wine  on  it. 

King.  Come,  Hamlet,  come,  and  take  this  hand  from  me. 

Ham.  Give  me  your  pardon,  Sir,  I've  done  you  wrong, 
But  pardon't,  as  you  are  a  gentleman. 
This  prefence  knows,  and  you  muft  needs  have  heard 
How  I  am  punifhed  with  fore  diftraction. 
What  I  have  done 

That  might  your  nature,  honour,  and  exception 
Roughly  awake,  I  here  proclaim  was  madnefs : 
Was't  Hamlet  wrong'd  Laertes?  never  Hamlet. 
If  Hamlet  from  himfelf  be  ta'en  away,  " 
And  when  he's  not  himfelf,  do's  wrong  Laertes-, 
Then  Hamlet  do's  it  notj  Hamlet  denies  it : 
Who  does  it  then  ?  his  madnefs.    If 't  be  Co, 
Hamlet  is  of  the  faction  that  is  wrong'd, 
His  madnefs  is  poor  Hamlefs  enemy. 
Let  my  difclaiming  from  a  purpos'd  evil, 
Free  me  fo  far  in  your  moft  generous  thoughts, 
That  I  have  mot  mine  arrow  o'er  the  houfe, 
And  hurt  my  b  brother. 

Laer.  I  am  fatisfied  in  nature, 
Whofe  motive,  in  this  cafe,  mould  ftir  me  moil: 
To  my  revenge :  but  in  my  terms  of  honour, 
I  ftand  aloof,  and  will  no  reconcilement  j 
'Till  by  fome  elder  matters  of  known  honour 
I  have  a  voice,  and  prefident  of  peace 
To  keep  my  name  ungor'd.    But  'till  that  time, 
I  do  receive  your  ofFer'd  love  like  love, 
And  will  not  wrong  it. 

V  o  l.VI.  N  n  n  Ham. 

b  mother. 
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Ham.  I  embrace  it  freely, 
And  will  this  brother's  wager  frankly  play. 
Give  us  the  foils: 

Laer.  Come  one  for  me. 

Ham.  I'll  be  your  foil,  Laertes  -y  in  mine  ignorance 
Your  skill  (hall  like  a  ftar  i'th'  darkeft  night 
Stick  fiery  off,  indeed. 

Laer.  You  mock  me,  Sir. 

Ham.  No,  by  this  hand. 

King,  Give  them  the  foils,  young  OfricL 
Hamlet)  you  know  the  wager. 

Ham.  Well,  my  lord, 
Your  grace  hath  laid  the  odds  o'th'  weaker  fide. 

King.  I  do  not  fear  it,  I  have  feen  you  both: 
But  fince  he's  better'd,  we  have  therefore  odds. 

Laer.  This  is  too  heavy,  let  me  fee  another. 

Ham.  This  likes  me  well  j  thefe  foils  have  all  a  length? 

[Prepares  to  play. 

Ofr.  Ay.  my  good  lord. 

King.  Set  me  the  (loops  of  wine  upon  that  table: 
If  Hamlet  give  the  firft,  or  fecond  hit, 
Or  quit  in  anfwer  of  the  third  exchange, 
Let  all  the  battlements  their  ordnance  fire. 
The  King  mall  drink  to  Hamlefs  better  breath. 
And  in  the  cup  an c  Onyx  (hall  he  throw, 
Richer  than  that  which  four  faccefTive  Kings 
In  Denmark's  crown  have  worn.  Give  me  the  cups, 
And  let  the  kettle  to  the  trumpets  (peak, 
The  trumpets  to  the  canoneer  without, 
The  cannons  to  the  heav'ns,  the  heav'ns  to  earth. 
Now  the  King  drinks  to  Hamlet.    Come,  begin, 
And  you  the  Judges  bear  a  wary  eye. 

Ham.  Come  on,  Sir, 

Laer, 

« umon* 
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Laer.  Come,  my  lord. 

Ham.  One  

Laer.  No  

Ham.  Judgment. 

Ofr.  A  hit,  a  very  palpable  hit. 

iL^r.  Well  —  again  

King.  Stay,  give  me  drink.    Hamlet,  this  pearl  is  thine, 
Here's  to  thy  health.    Give  him  the  cup. 

[Trumpet  found \  Shot  goes  off. 

Ham.  I'll  play  this  bout  firft,  fet  it  by  a  while.  [They  play. 
Come  —  another  hit  what  fay  you? 

Laer.  A  touch,  a  touch,  I  do  confefs. 

King.  Our  Ton  mall  win. 

Queen.  He's  fat,  and  fcant  of  breath. 
Here,  Hamlet,  take  my  napkin,  rub  thy  brows, 
The  Queen  caroufes  to  thy  fortune,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Good  madam  

King.  Gertrude,  do  not  drink. 

Queen.  I  will,  my  lord I  pray  you  pardon  me. 

King.  It  is  the  poifon'd  cup,  it  is  too  late.  [afide. 

Ham.  I  dare  not  drink  yet,  madam,  by  and  by. 

Queen.  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face. 

Laer.  I'll  hit  him  now. 

King.  I  do  not  think't. 

Laer.  And  yet  it  is  almoft  againft  my  conference.  [afide. 
Ham.  Come,  for  the  third,  Laertes,  you  but  dally, 
I  pray  you  pafs  with  your  beft  violence, 
I  am  afraid  you  make  a  wanton  of  me. 

Laer.  Say  you  fo  ?  come  on.  [Play. 
Ofr.  Nothing  neither  way. 
Laer.  Have  at  you  now. 

[Laertes  wounds  Hamlet,  then  in  fcuffling  they  change 
rapiers,  and  Hamlet  wounds  Laertes. 

N  n  n  i  Kmg. 
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King.  Part  them,  they  are  incens'd. 

Ham.  Nay,  come  again  — 

Ofr.  Look  to  the  Queen  there,  ho ! 

Hor.  They  bleed  on  both  fides.    How  is't,  my  lord? 

Ofr.  How  is't  Laertes  ? 

Laer.  Why,  as  a  woodcock  to  my  own  fprindge,  Ofr'tck, 
I'm  juflly  kill'd  with  mine  own  treachery. 

Ham.  How  does  the  Queen  ? 

Kmg.  She  fwoons  to  fee  them  bleed.  < 

Queen.  No,  no,  the  drink,  the  drink  

Oh  my  dear  Hamlet,  the  drink,  the  drink, — 

I  am  poifon'd   [Queen  dies. 

Ham.  Oh  villany!  hoe!  let  the  door  be  lock'd: 
Treachery!  feek  it  out  

Laer.  It  is  here.  Hamlet,  thou  art  (lain, 
No  medicine  in  the  world  can  do  thee  good. 
In  thee  there  is  not  half  an  hour  of  life,- 
The  treacherous  inftrument  is  in  thy  hand, 
Unbated  and  envenom'd  :  the  foul  practice 
Hath  turn'd  it  felf  on  me.    Lo,  here  I  lye, 
Never  to  rife  again  ;  thy  mother's  poifon'd; 
I  can  no  more — the  King,  the  King's  to  blame. 

Ham.  The  point  envenom'd  too? 
Then  venom  to  thy  work.  [Stabs  the  King, 

All.  Treafon,  treafon. 

King.  O  yet  defend  me,  friends,  I  am  but  hurt. 

Ham.  Here  thou  inceftuous,  murd'rous,  damned  Dane, 
Drink  off  this  potion:  is d the  onyx  here? 
Follow  my  mother.  [Kmg  dies. 

Laer.  He  is  juftly  ferv'd. 
It  is  a  poifon  temper'd  by  himfelf. 
Exchange  forgivenefs  with  me,  noble  Hamlet ; 


*  the  union. 
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Mine  and  my  father's  death  come  not  upon  thee, 

Nor  thine  on  me/  [Dies, 

Ham.  Heav'n  make  thee  free  of  it,  I  follow  thee. 
I'm  dead,  Horatio  $  wretched  Queen,  adieu! 
You  that  look  pale,  and  tremble  at  this  chance, 
That  are  but  mutes  or  audience  to  this  act, 
Had  I  but  time,  (as  this  fell  ferjeant  death 

Is  ftrict  in  his  arreft)  oh  I  could  tell  you  

But  let  it  be  —  Horatio ,  I  am  dead, 
Thou  liv'ft,  report  me  and  my  caufe  aright 
To  the  unfatisfied. 

Hor.  Never  believe  it. 
I'm  more  an  antique  Roman  than  a  Dane ; 
Here's  yet  fome  liquor  left. 

Ham.  As  ths  art  a  man, 
Give  me  the  cup  j  let  go,  by  heav'n  I'll  have't. 
Oh  good  Horatio,  what  a  wounded  name, 
Things  (landing  thus  unknown,  mall  live  behind  me? 
If  thou  didft  ever  hold  me  in  thy  heart, 
Abfent  thee  from  felicity  a  while, 
And  in  this  harm  world  draw  thy  breath  in  pain, 
To  tell  my  tale.  [March  afar  off,  and  fhout  within. 

What  warlike  noife  is  this  ? 

s  c  E  N  E  VI. 

Enter  Ofrick. 

Ofr.  Young  Fortinbrafs,  with  conqueft  come  from  Poland, 
To  the  ambafladors  of  England  gives 
This  warlike  volley, 

Ham.  O,  I  die,  Horatio: 
The  potent  poifon  quite  o'er-grows  my  fpirit, 
I  cannot  live  to  hear  the  news  from  England. 
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But  I  do  prophefie  th'  election  lights 

On  Fort'mbras,  he  has  my  dying  voice, 

So  tell  him,  with  th*  occurrents  more  or  lefs, 

Which  have  folicited.  The  reft  is  filence,  \Dies. 

Hor.  Now  cracks  a  noble  heart  $  good-night,  fweet  prince,- 
And  flights  of  angels  ling  thee  to  thy  reft! 
Why  do's  the  drum  come  hither  ? 

Enter  Fortinbras  and  Eng\\(h  Ambaffador>  with  drum ,  colours, 

and  attendants. 

Fort.  Where  is  this  fight? 

Hor.  What  is  it  you  would  fee? 
If  ought  of  woe  or  wonder,  ceafe  your  fearch. 

Fort.  This  quarry  cries  on  havock.  Oh  proud  death! 
What  feaft  is  tow'rd  in  thine  eternal  cell, 
That  thou  fo  many  princes  at  a  (hot 
So  bloodily  haft  ftruck  ? 

Amb.  The  fight  is  difmal, 
And  our  affairs  from  England  come  too  late: 
The  ears  are  fenfelefs  that  mould  give  us  hearings 
To  tell  him  his  command'ment  is  fulfill'd, 
That  Ro finer ojfe  and  Gmldenftern  are  dead : 
Where  fhould  we  have  our  thanks  ? 

Hor.  Not  from  his  mouth, 
Had  it  th'  ability  of  life  to  thank  you  : 
He  never  gave  command'ment  for  their  death. 
But  fince  fo  full  upon  this  bloody  queftion, 
You  from  the  Polack  wars,  and  you  from  England, 
Are  here  arrriv'd;  give  order  that  thefe  bodies 
High  on  a  ftage  be  placed  to  the  view, 
And  let  me  fpeak  to  th'  yet  unknowing  world, 
How  thefe  things  came  about.    So  mall  you  hear 
Of  cruel,  bloody,  and  unnatural  ads, 
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Of  accidental  judgments,  cafual  (laughters, 
Of  deaths  put  on  by  cunning,  and  forc'd  caufe, 
And  in  this  upmot,  purpofes  miftook, 
Fall'n  on  th'  inventors  beads.    All  this  can  I 
Truly  deliver. 

Fort.  Let  us  hade  to  hear  it, 
And  call  the  nobleft  to  the  audience. 
For  me,  with  forrow,  I  embrace  my  fortune, 
I  have  fbme  rights  of  memory  in  this  kingdom, 
Which  now  to  claim,  my  vantage  doth  invite  me. 

Hor.  Of  that  I  mall  have  ahb  caufe  to  fpeak, 
And  from  his  mouth  whofe  voice  will  draw  no  more  : 
But  let  this  fame  be  prefently  perform'd, 
Ev'n  while  men  minds  are  wild,  left  more  mifchance 
On  plots  and  errors  happen. 

Fort.  Let  four  captains 
Bear  Hamlet  like  a  foldier  off  the  ftage, 
For  he  was  likely,  had  he  been  put  on, 
To  have  prov'd  moft  royally.    And  for  his  paflage, 
The  foldiers  mufick,  and  the  rites  of  war 

Speak  loudly  for  him  

Take  up  the  body :  fuch  a  fight  as  this, 
Becomes  the  field,  but  here  (hews  much  amifs. 
Go,  bid  the  foldiers  moot. 

[Exeunt  marching:  after  which,  a  peal  of  ordnance  are /hot  off. 
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ACT   I.   SCENE  I. 

V  E  NICE. 
Enter  Rodorigo  and  Jago. 

R  O  D  O  R  I  G  O. 

EVER  tell  me,  I  take  it  much  unkindly/ 
That  thou,  Jago,  who  haft  had  my  purfe, 
As  if  the  firings  were  thine,  fhouldft  know  of 
this. 

Jago.  But  you'll  not  hear  me. 
If  ever  I  did  dream  of  fuch  a  matter,  abhor  me. 
Rod.  Thou  told'ft  me,  thou  didft  hold  him  in  thy  hate. 
Jago.  Defpife  me 
If  I  do  not.    Three  great  ones  of  the  city, 
In  perfonal  fuit  to  make  me  his  lieutenant, 
Oft'  capt  to  him :  and  by  the  faith  of  man 
I  know  my  price,  Fm  worth  no  worfe  a  place. 
But  he,  as  loving  his  own  pride  and  purpofes, 
Evades  them  with  a  bumbaft  circumftance, 
Horribly  ftuft  with  epithets  of  war ; 
And  in  conclufion, 

Non-fuits  my  mediators  5  Certes  fays  he, 

O  o  o  1  I 

*  fujbj  never  tell  me^  I  take  it  much  unkindly—  ed.  prim. 
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I  have  already  chofe  my  officer. 

And  what  was  he? 

Forfooth  a  great  arithmetician, 

One  Michael  Caffio,  a  Florentine, 

A  fellow  almoft  damn'd  in  a  fair  wife ; 

That  never  fet  a  fquadron  in  the  field, 

Nor  the  divifion  of  a  battel  knows 

More  than  a  fpinfter  ;  but  the  bookifh  theorick, 

Wherein  the  tongued  confuls  can  propofe 

As  mafterly  as  he  -}  meer  prattle,  without  practice, 

Is  all  his  foldierfhip  he  had  th'  election  j 

And  I,  of  whom  his  eyes  had  feen  the  proof 

At  Rhodes,  at  Cyprus,  and  on  other  grounds 

Chriftian  and  heathen,  mud  be  led  and  calm'd 

By  Debitor,  and  Creditor,  this  Counter-cafter. 

He,  in  good  time,  muft  his  lieutenant  be, 

And  I,  God  blefs  the  mark!  his  Moor-fhip's  Ancient. 

Rod,  By  heav'n,  I  rather  would  have  been  his  hangman. 

J  ago.  But  there's  no  remedy,  'tis  the  curfe  of  fervice,- 
Preferment  goes  by  letter  and  affection, 
And  not  by  old  gradation,  where  each  fecond 
Stood  heir  to  th'  firft.    Now,  Sir,  be  judge  your  felf, 
If  I  in  any  juft  term  am  aflign'd 
To  love  the  Moor  ? 

Rod.  I  would  not  follow  him  then. 

Jago.  O  Sir,  content  you; 
I  follow  him  to  ferve  my  turn  upon  him. 
We  cannot  all  be  mafters,  nor  all  mafters 
Cannot  be  truly  follow'd.    You  mail  mark 
Many  a  duteous  and  knee-crooking  knave, 
That,  doting  on  his  own  obfecpious  bondage, 
Wears  out  his  time,  much  like  his  mafter's  afs, 
For  nought  but  provender,  and  when  he's  old,  caflieir'd 
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Whip  me  fuch  honeft  knaves  Others  there  are 

Who  trimm'd  in  forms  and  vifages  of  duty, 

Keep  yet  their  hearts  attending  on  themfelves ; 

And  throwing  but  mows  of  fervice  on  their  lords, 

Well  thrive  by  them ;  and  when  they've  lin'd  their  coats, 

Do  themfelves  homage.    Thefe  folks  have  fome  foul, 

And  fuch  a  one  do  I  profefs  my  felf. 

It  is  as  fure  as  you  are  Rodorigo, 

Were  I  the  Moor,  I  would  not  be  J  ago : 

In  following  him,  I  follow  but  my  felf. 

Heav'n  is  my  judge,  not  I,  for  love  and  duty, 

But  feeming  fo,  for  my  peculiar  end : 

For  when  my  outward  action  doth  demonftrate 

The  native  act  and  figure  of  my  heart 

In  compliment  extern,  'tis  not  long  after 

But  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  fleeve, 

For  daws  to  peck  at;  I'm  not  what  Ibfeem. 

Rod.  What  a  full  fortune  does  the  thick-lips  owe, 
If  he  can  carry  her  thus? 

Jcjgo.  Call  up  her  father, 
Roufe  him,  make  after  him,  poifon  his  delight. 
Proclaim  him  in  the  ftreets,  incenfe  her  kinfmen. 
And  tho'  he  in  a  fertile  climate  dwell, 
Plague  him  with  flies:  tho'  that  his  joy  be  joy, 
Yet  throw  fuch c  changes  of  vexation  on't, 
As  it  may  lofe  fome  colour. 

Rod.  Here  is  her  father's  houfe,  I'll  call  aloud. 

Jago.  Do,  with  like  timorous  accent,  and  dire  yell, 
As  when,  by  night  and  negligence,  the  fire 
Is  fpied  in  populous  cities. 

Rod.  What  ho!  Brabantio/  Signior  Brabantio/  ho! 

Jago.  Awake!  what  ho!  Brabantio!  ho!  thieves,  thieves! 
Look  to  your  houfe,  your  daughter,  and  your  bags : 

Thieves!  thieves!  SCENE 

b  am  c  chances, 
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SCENE  II. 

Enter  Brabantio  above,  at  a  window. 

Bras  What  is  the  reafon  of  this  terrible  fummons  ? 
What  is  the  matter  there  ? 

Rod.  Signior,  is  all  your  family  within? 

Jago.  Are  all  doors  lock'd  ? 

Bra.  Why  ?  wherefore  ask  you  this  ? 

Jago.  Zounds!  Sir,  you're  robb'd:  formameput  on  your  gown, 
Your  heart  is  burft,  you  have  loft  half  your  foul; 
Ev'n  now,  ev'n  very  now,  an  old  black  ram 
Is  tupping  your  white  ewe.    Arife,  arife, 
Awake  the  fnorting  citizens  with  the  bell, 
Or  elfe  the  devil  will  make  a  grandfire  of  you. 
Arife  I  fay. 

Bra.  What,  have  you  loft  your  wits  ? 

Rod.  Moft  reverend  fignior,  do  you  know  my  voice? 

Bra.  Not  1 5  what  are  you? 

Rod.  My  name  is  Rodorigo. 

Bra.  The  worfe  welcome  ,• 
I've  charg'd  thee  not  to  haunt  about  my  doors : 
In  honeft  plainnefs  thou  haft  heard  me  fay, 
My  daughter's  not  for  thee.    And  now  in  madnefs, 
Being  full  of  fupper  and  diftemp'ring  draughts, 
Upon  malicious  bravery  doft  thou  come 
To  ftart  my  quiet. 

Rod.  Sir,  Sir,  Sir  

Bra.  But  thou  muft  needs  be  fure, 
My  fpirit  and  my  Place  have  in  their  power 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 

Rod.  Patience,  good  Sir. 

Bra.  What  tell'ft  thou  me  of  robbing?  this  is  Venice: 
My  houfe  is  not  a  grange.  Rod. 
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Rod.  Moft  grave  Brabant'to, 
In  fimple  and  pure  ioul,  I  come  to  you. 

J  ago.  Sir,  you  are  one  of  thofe  that  will  not  ferve  God,  if  the 
devil  bid  you.  Becaufe  we  come  to  do  you  fervice,  you  think  we 
are  ruffians ;  you'll  have  your  daughter  cover'd  with  a  barbary 
horfe,  you'll  have  your  nephews  neigh  to  you,  you'll  have  cour- 
iers for  coufins,  and  gennets  for  germans. 

Bra.  What  prophane  wretch  art  thou  ? 

Jago.  I  am  one,  Sir,  that  comes  to  tell  you,  your  daughter 
and  the  Moor  are  now  making  the  beaft  with  two  backs. 
Bra.  Thou  art  a  villain. 
Jago.  You  are  a  fenator. 

Bra.  This  thou  (halt  anfwer.    I  know  thee,  Rodorigo. 

Rod.  Sir,  I  will  anfwer  any  thing.    But  I  befeech  you, 
\  If't  be  your  pleafure  and  moft  wife  confent, 
(As  partly  I  find  it  is,)  that  your  fair  daughter, 
At  this  odd  even  and  dull  watch  o'th'  night, 
Tranfported  with  no  worfe  nor  better  guard, 
But  with  a  knave  of  hire,  a  Gundalter, 
To  the  grofs  clafps  of  a  lafcivious  Moor : 
If  this  be  known  to  you,  and  your  allowance, 
We  then  have  done  you  bold  and  fawcy  wrongs. 
But  if  you  know  not  this,  my  manners  tell  me, 
We  have  your  wrong  rebuke.    Do  not  believe 
That  from  the  fenfe  of  all  civility 
I  thus  would  play,  and  trifle  with  your  reverence. 
Your  daughter,  if  you  have  not  giv'n  her  leave, 
I  fay  again,  hath  made  a  grofs  revolt, 
Tying  her  duty,  beauty,  wit  and  fortunes 
To  an  extravagant  and  wheeling  ftranger, 
Of  here  and  every  where  -}  ftraight  fatisfie  your  felf. 
If  fiie  be  in  her  chamber,  or  your  houfe, 

Let 

$  The  17  following  lines  are  added  Jince  the  firfi  edition,  where  after  the  words,  I 
befeech  you,  immediately  follows  ———If  fhe  be  in  her  chamber,  &c. 
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Let  loofe  on  me  the  juftice  of  the  ftate 
For  thus  deluding  you. 

Bra.  Strike  on  the  tinder,  ho! 
Give  me  a  taper  —  call  up  all  my  people,  — 
This  accident  is  not  unlike  my  dream, 
Belief  of  it  oppreffes  me  already. 
Light,  I  fay,  light? 

J  ago.  Farewel  j  for  I  mnft  leave  you. 
It  feems  not  meet,  nor  wholfome  to  my  place, 
To  be  produc'd  (as  if  I  ftay,  I  mail) 
Againft  the  Moor.    For  I'do  know,  the  ftate,  \ 
However  this  may  gall  him  with  fome  check, 
Cannot  with  fafety  caft  him.    For  he's  embark'd 
With  fuch  loud  reafon  to  the  Cyprus  wars, 
Which  ev'n  now  ftand  in  a6t,  that  for  their  fouls, 
Another  of  his  fadom  they  have  none, 
To  lead  their  bufinefs.    In  which  regard, 
Tho'  I  do  hate  him  as  I  do  hell's  pains, 
Yet,  for  neceflity  of  prefent  life, 
I  muft  (hew  out  a  flag  and  fign  of  love, 
(Which  is  indeed  but  fign.)  That  you  may  fiirely  find  him, 
Lead  to  the  Sagittary  the  raifed  fearch,- 

And  there  will  I  be  with  him.    So  farewel.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Brabantio  in  his  night-gown,  and  fervants  with  torches. 

Bra.  It  is  too  true  an  evil.    Gone  me  is, 
And  what's  to  come  of  my  delpifed  time, 
Is  nought  but  bitternefs.    Now,  Rodorigo, 
Where  didft  thou  fee  her?  oh  unhappy  girl! 
With  the  Moor,  faift  thou!  who  would  be  a  father? 
How  didft  thou  know  'twas  fhe  ?  oh  fhe  deceives  me 
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Pad  thought  —  What  faid  me  to  you?  get  more  tapers—- 
Raife  all  my  kindred  —  are  they  married,  think  you  ? 

Rod.  Truly  I  think  they  are. 

Bra.  Oh  heaven !  how  gat  (he  out  ? 
Oh  treafbn  of  my  blood  ! 

Fathers,  from  hence  truft  not  your  daughters  minds 
By  what  you  fee  them  ad.    Are  there  not  charms, 
By  which  the  property  of  youth  and  maidhood 
May  be  abus'd  ?  have  you  not  read,  Rodorigo, 
Of  fome  fuch  thing  ? 

Rod.  Yes,  Sir,  I  have  indeed. 

Bra.  Call  up  my  brothers ;  oh  would  you  had  had  her! 

Some  one  way,  fome  another  Do  you  know 

Where  we  may  apprehend  her,  and  the  Moor? 

Rod.  I  think  I  can  difcover  him,  if  you  pleafe 
To  get  good  guard,  and  go  along  with  me. 

Bra.  Pray  you  lead  on.    At  every  houfe  I'll  call, 
I  may  command  at  mod;  get  weapons,  hoa! 
And  raife  fome  fpecial  officers  of d might: 

On,  good  RodorigOy  I'll  deferve  your  pains.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV. 

The  Street. 

Enter  Othello,  Jago,  and  Attendants  with  torches. 

'J ago.  Hp*  H  O'  in  the  trade  of  war  I  have  flain  men, 
X    Yet  do  I  hold  it  very  ftufT  o'th'  confcience 
To  do  no  contriv'd  murther:  I  Mack  iniquity 
Sometimes  to  do  me  fervice.  —  Nine  or  ten  times 
I  thought  to've  jerk'd  him  here  under  the  ribs. 
Oth.  It's  better  as  it  is. 

Vol.  VI.  P  p  p  Jag°* 

d  night,  ed  prim.  '  take. 
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Jago.  Nay,  but  he  prated, 
And  (poke  fuch  fcurvy  and  provoking  terms 
Againft  your  honour, 
That  with  the  little  godlinefs  I  have, 
I  did  full  hard  forbear  him.    But  I  pray,  Sir, 
Are  you  faft  married  r  for  be  fure  of  this, 
That  the  Magnifico  is  much  belov'd, 
And  hath  in  his  effect  a  voice  potential 
As  double  as  the  Duke's :  he  will  divorce  you, 
Or  put  upon  you  what  reftraint  or  grievance 
The  law  (with  all  his  might  t'  enforce  it  on) 
Will  give  him  cable. 

Oth.  Let  him  do  his  fpight  : 
My  fervices,  which  I  have  done  the  Signory, 
Shall  out-tongue  his  complaints.    'Tis  yet  to  know, 
(Which,  when  I  know  that  boafting  is  an  honour, 
I  (hall  promulgate)  I  fetch  life  and  being 
From  men  of  royal  fiege  -y  and  my  demerits 
May  (peak,  unbonneted,  to  as  proud  a  fortune 
As  this  that  I  have  reach'd.    For  know,  Jago, 
But  that  I  love  the  gentle  Defdemona, 
I  would  not  my  unhoufed  free  condition 
Put  into  circumfcription  and  confine, 
For  the  feas  worth.    But  look!  what  lights  come  yonder? 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Caflio  with  torches. 

Jago.  Thofe  are  the  raifed  father,  and  his  friends  : 
You  were  beft  go  in. 

Oth.  Not  I :  I  muft  be  found. 
My  parts,  my  title,  and  my  perfect  foul 
Shall  manifeft  me  rightly.    Is  it  they  ? 

4 
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Jago.  By  Janus,  I  think  no. 

Oth.  The  fervants  of  the  duke,  and  my  lieutenant: 
The  goodnefs  of  the  night  upon  you,  friends, 
What  is  the  news  ? 

Caf.  The  duke  does  greet  you,  General, 
And  he  requires  your  hafte,  poft-hafte  appearance, 
Even  on  the  inftant. 

Oth.  What  is  the  matter,  think  you  ? 

Caf.  Something  from  Cyprus,  as  I  may  divine : 
It  is  a  bufinefs  of  (bme  heat.    The  gallies 
Have  fent  a  dozen  fequent  mefTengers 
This  very  night,  at  one  anothers  heels : 
And  many  of  the  confuls,  rais'd  and  met, 
Are  at  the  duke's  already.    You  have  been  hotly  call'd  for, 
When  being  not  at  your  lodging  to  be  found, 
The  fenate  fent  above  three  feveral  quefts, 
To  fearch  you  out. 

Oth.  'Tis  well  1  am  found  by  you : 
I  will  but  fpend  a  word  here  in  the  houfe, 
And  go  with  you.  [Exit  Othello. 

Caf.  Ancient,  what  makes  he  here? 

Jago.  Faith,  he  to-night  hath  boarded  a  land  carrac  $ 
If  it  prove  lawful  prize,  he's  made  for  ever. 

Caf  I  do  not  underftand. 

Jago.  He's  married. 
Caf.  To  whom? 

Jago.  Marry  to  Come,  captain,  will  you  go? 

Enter  Othello. 
Oth.  Hatfe  with  you. 

Caf  Here  comes  another  troop  to  feek  for  you. 
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SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Brabantio,  Rodorigo,  with  officers  and  torches. 

J  ago.  It  is  Brabantio ,  General  be  advis'd, 
He  comes  to  bad  intent. 
Oth.  Holla!  ftand  there. 
Rod  Signior,  it  is  the  Moor. 

Bra.  Down  with  him,  thief.  [They  draw  on  both  fides. 

J  ago.  You  Rodorigo/  come,  Sir,  I  am  for  you  — 

Oth.  Keep  up  your  bright  fwords,  for  the  dew  will  ruft  'em. 
Good  fignior,  you  (hall  more  command  with  years, 
Than  with  your  weapons. 

Bra.  O  thou  foul  thief!  where  haft  thou  ftow'd  my  daughter? 
Damn'd  as  thou  art,  thou  haft  enchanted  her; 
For  I'll  refer  me  to  all  things  of  fenfe, 
If  fhe  in  chains  of  magick  were  not  bound, 
Whether  a  maid,  fo  tender,  fair,  and  happy, 
So  oppofite  to  marriage,  that  fhe  fhunn'd 
The  wealthy  curled  darlings  of  our  nation, 
Would  ever  have,  t'incur  a  general  mock, 
Run  from  her  guardage  to  the  footy  bofom 
Of  fuch  a  thing  as  thou,  to  fear,  not  to  delight  ? 
$  Judge  me  the  world,  if 'tis  not  grofs  in  fenfe, 
That  thou  haft  pra&is'd  on  her  with  foul  charms, 
Abus'd  her  delicate  youth,  with  drugs  or  minerals, 
That  weaken  motion:  I'll  have't  difputed  on, 
'Tis  probable,  and  palpable  to  thinking,- 
I  therefore  apprehend  and  do  attach  thee, 
For  an  abufer  of  the  world,  a  practicer 
Of  arts  inhibited  and  out  of  warrant; 
Lay  hold  upon  him,-  if  he  do  refift 
Subdue  him  at  his  peril. 

Oth. 

i  *the  Jive  following  lines  are  not  in  the  firjl  edition. 
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Oth.  Hold  your  hands, 
Both  you  of  my  inclining,  and  the  reft. 
Were  it  my  cue  to  fight,  I  mould  have  known  it 
Without  a  prompter.    Where  will  you  I  go 
To  anfwer  this  your  charge  ? 

Bra.  To  prifon,  'till  fit  time 
Of  law,  and  courfe  of  direct  feflion 
Call  thee  to  anfwer. 

Oth.  What  if  I  obey  ? 
How  may  the  duke  be  therewith  fatisfied, 
Whofe  meflengers  are  here  about  my  fide, 
Upon  fome  prefent  bufinefs  of  the  ftate, 
To  bring  me  to  him. 

Offi.  True,  moft  worthy  fignior, 
The  duke's  in  council,  and  your  noble  (elf 
I'm  fure  is  fent  for. 

Bra.  How !  the  duke  in  council  ? 
In  this  time  of  the  night?  bring  him  away; 
Mine's  not  an  idle  caufe.    The  duke  himfelf, 
Or  any  of  my  brothers  of  the  ftate, 
Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong,  as  'twere  their  own  ,• 
For  if  fuch  actions  may  have  paflage  free, 

Bond-flaves  and  pagans  mail  our  ftatefinen  be.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VII. 

The  Senate  houfe* 

Duke  and  Senators,  fet  at  a  table  with  fights  and  attendants, 

Duke.  T""1  H  E  R  E  is  no  compofition  in  theie  news, 
J.    That  gives  them  credit. 
1  Sen.  Indeed,  they're  difproportion'dj 
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My  letters  fay,  a  hundred  and  feven  gallies. 

Duke.  And  mine  a  hunched  and  forty. 

i  Sen.  And  mine  two  hundred ,• 
But  though  they  jump  not  on  a  juft  account, 
(As  in  thefe  cafes  where  they  aim  reports, 
'Tis  oft  with  difT'rence,)  yet  they  all  confirm 
A  Turkifh  fleet,  and  bearing  up  to  Cyprus. 

Duke.  Nay,  it  is  pofTible  enough  to  judgment , 
I  do  not  fo  fecure  me  in  the  error, 
But  the  main  article  I  do  approve, 
In  fearful  fenfe. 

Say  lor  within.']  Whathoa!  whathoa!  what  hoa! 

Enter  Saylor. 

Offi.  A  melTenger  from  the  gallies. 

Duke.  Now  I  —  what's  the  bufinefs  ? 

Sail,  The  Turki/h  preparation  makes  for  Rhodes, 
So  was  I  bid  report  here  to  the  ftate. 

Duke.  How  fay  you  by  this  change  ? 

1  Sen.  This  cannot  be, 
By  no  aflay  of  reafon.    JTis  a  pageant 
To  keep  us  in  falfe  gaze    when  we  confider, 
Th'  importancy  of  Cyprus  to  the  Turk, 
And  let  our  felves  again  but  underftand, 
That  as  it  more  concerns  the  Turk  than  Rhodes, 
So  may  he  with  more  fertile  queftion  bear  it, 
\  For  that  it  (lands  not  in  fuch  warlike  brace, 
But  altogether  lacks  th5  abilities 

That  Rhodes  is  drefs'd  in.    If  we  make  thought  of  this, 
We  mull:  not  think  the  Turk  is  fo  unskilful, 
To  leave  that  latdb,  which  concerns  him  firft, 
Neglecting  an  attempt  of  eafe  and  gain, 
To  wake  and  wage  a  danger  profitlefs. 

Duke, 

\  'The  7  folkuaing  lines  are  added  fnce  the  firji  edition. 
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Duke.  Nay,  in  all  confidence  he's  not  for  Rhodes. 
Offi.  Here  is  more  news. 

Enter  a  Meffienger. 

Mef.  The  Ottomites,  (reverend  and  gracious,) 
Steering  with  due  courfe  toward  the  ifle  of  Rhodes, 
Have  there  injoin'd  them  with  an  after  fleet  — 

1  Sen.  Ay,  fo  I  thought,-  how  many,  as  you  guefs? 

Mef.  Of  thirty  fail  ;  and  now  they  do  re-ftem 
Their  backward  courfe,  bearing  with  frank  appearance 
Their  purpofes  toward  Cyprus.    Signior  Montano, 
Your  trufty  and  moft  valiant  fervitor, 
With  his  free  duty,  recommends  you  thus, 
And  prays  you  to  believe  him. 

Duke.  'Tis  certain  then  for  Cyprus: 
Marcus  Lucckosy  is  he  not  in  town  ? 

1  Sen.  He's  now  in  Florence. 
Duke.  Write  from  us,  to  him. 
Eoft-hafte,  difpatch. 

1  Sen.  Here  comes  Brabantio,  and  the  valiant  Moor. 

SCENE  VIII. 

To  them,  enter  Brabantio,  Othello,  Caflio,  Jago,  Rodorigo,  and 

Officers. 

Duke.  Valiant  Othello,  we  muft  ftraight  employ  you, 
Againft  the  general  enemy  Ottoman. 
I  did  not  fee  you,*  welcome,  gentle  fignior, 
We  lackt  your  counfcl,  and  your  help  to-night. 

Bra.  So  did  I  yours  •  good  your  grace  pardon  me, 
Neither  my  place,  nor  ought  1  heard  of  buhnefs, 
Hach  rais'd  me  from  my  bed,-  nor  doth  the  general 
Take  hold  on  me,    Fo!  >ijy  particular  grief 

Is 
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Is  of  fo  flood-gate  and  o'er-bearing  nature, 
That  it  ingluts  and  fwallows  other  forrows, 
And  yet  is  ftill  it  felf. 

Duke.  Why?  what's  the  matter? 

Bra.  My  daughter!  oh  my  daughter!  

Sen.  Dead. 

Bra.  To  me, 
She  is  abus'd,  ftollen  from  me,  and  corrupted 
By  (pells  and  medicines,  bought  of  mountebanks; 
For  nature  10  prepofteroufly  to  err, 
(Being  not  deficient,  blind,  or  lame  of  fenfe,) 
Sans  witchcraft  could  not  

Duke.  Who-e'e  he  be,  that  in  this  foul  proceeding 
Hath  thus  beguil'd  your  daughter  of  her  felf, 
And  you  of  her  the  bloody  book  of  law 
You  fliall  your  felf  read  in  the  bitter  letter, 
After  your  own  fenfe  ;  though  our  proper  fon 
Stood  in  your  action. 

Bra.  Humbly  I  thank  your  grace, 
Here  is  the  man;  this  Moor,  whom  now  it  feems 
Your  fpeciai  mandate,  for  the  (late  affairs, 
Hath  hither  brought. 

All.  We're  very  forry  for't. 

Duke.  What  in  your  own  part  can  you  fay  to  this? 

Bra.  Nothing,  but  this  is  fo. 

Oth.  Mod  potent,  grave  and  reverend  figniors, 
My  very  noble  and  approv'd  good  mafters ; 
That  I  have  ta'en  away  this  old  man's  daughter, 
It  is  moft  true;  true,  I  have  married  her; 
The  very  head  and  front  of  my  offending 
Hath  this  extent;  no  more.    Rude  am  I  in  my  fpeech, 
And  little  blefs'd  with  the  fbft  phrafe  of  peace; 
Por  fince  thefe  arms  of  mine  had  feven  years  pith, 
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'Till  now,  fomc  nine  moons  wafted,  they  have  us'd 

Their  deareft  action  in  the  tented  field ; 

And  little  of  this  great  world  can  I  (peak, 

More  than  pertains  to  feats  of  broils  and  battel  ,• 

And  therefore  little  fhall  I  grace  my  caufe, 

In  (peaking  for  my  felf.    Yet,  by  your  patience, 

I  will  a  round  unvarninYd  tale  deliver, 

Of  my  whole  courfe  of  love ;  what  drugs,  what  charms, 

What  conjuration,  and  what  mighty  magick, 

(For  fuch  proceeding  I  am  charg'd  withal,) 

I  won  his  daughter  with. 

Bra.  A  maiden,  never  bold  ,• 
Of  fpirit  fo  ftill  and  quiet,  that  her  motion 
Blufh'd  at  it  felf  j  and  fhe,  in  fpight  of  nature, 
Of  years,  of  country,  credit,  every  thing, 
To  fall  in  love  with  what  me  fear'd  to  look  on 
It  is  a  judgment  maim'd,  and  mod  imperfect, 
That  will  confefs  perfection  fo  could  err 
Againft  all  rules  of  nature,  and  muft  be  driven 
To  find  out  practices  of  cunning  hell, 
Why  this  mould  be.    I  therefore  vouch  again, 
That  with  fome  mixtures  powerful  o'er  the  blood, 
Or  with  fome  dram,  conjur'd  to  this  effect, 
He  wrought  upon  her. 

Duke.  To  vouch  this,  is  no  proof, 
Without  c  more  certain  and  more  overt  teft, 
Than  thefe  thin  habits  and  poor  likelyhoods 
Of  modern  feeming  do  prefer  againft  him. 

i  Sen.  But,  Othello,  fpeak, 
Did  you  by  indirect  and  forced  courfes 
Subdue  and  poifon  this  young  maid's  affections  ? 
Or  came  it  by  requeft,  and  fuch  fair  queftion 
As  foul  to  foul  affordeth? 

Vol.  vi.  Q,q  q 

«  more  wider  and  more  over  tefi* 
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Oth.  I  befeech  you, 
Send  for  the  lady  to  the  Sagittary, 
And  let  her  fpeak  of  me  before  her  father; 
If  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report, 
The  truft,  the  office,  I  do  hold  of  you, 
Not  only  take  away,  but  let  your  fentence 
Even  fall  upon  my  life. 

Duke.  Fetcli  Defdemona  hither. 

Oth.  Ancient,  conduct  them,  you  beft  know  the  place. 

[Exit  Jago. 

And  'till  fhe  come,  as  truly  as  to  heav'n 
I  do  confefs  the  vices  of  my  blood, 
So  juftly  to  your  grave  ears  I'll  prefent 
How  I  did  thrive  in  this  fair  lady's  love, 
And  fhe  in  mine. 

Duke.  Say  it,  Othello. 

Oth.  Her  father  lov'd  me,  oft  invited  me; 
Still  queftion'd  me  the  ftory  of  my  life, 
From  year  to  year;  the  battels,  fieges,  fortunes, 
That  I  have  pad. 

I  ran  it  through,  ev'n  from  my  boyifli  days, 

To  th'  very  moment  that  he  bad  me  tell  it : 

Wherein  I  fpoke  of  moft  difaftrous  chances, 

Of  moving  accidents  by  flood  and  field; 

Of  hair-breadth  fcapes  i'th'  imminent  deadly  breach  ; 

Of  being  taken  by  the  infolent  foe, 

And  fold  to  llavery ;  of  my  redemption  thence, 

And  with  it  all  my  travel's  hiftory :  \ 

Wherein  of  f  antrees  vaft,  and  f  defarts  wild, 

Rough  quarries,  rocks  and  hills,  whofe  heads  touch  heav'n, 

It 

\  *tbis  line  is  rejlored  from  the  old  edition.  It  is  in  the  reft  —  And  portance  in  my 
travels  hiftory.  Rymer  in  his  criticifm  on  this  flay  has  changed  it  to  Portents, 
in/lead  of  Portance.  -J-  Antrees.  Fr.  Grottoes. 

f  Defarts  idle,  in  the  former  editions-}  doubtlefs  a  corruption  from  wilde. 
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It  was  my  hint  to  fpeak.    *  All  thefe  to  hear, 

Would  Defdemona  ferioufly  incline; 

But  ftill  the  houfe-affairs  would  draw  her  thence, 

Which  ever  as  me  could  with  hafte  difpatch, 

She'd  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  ear 

Devour  up  my  difcourfe :  which  I  obferving, 

Took  once  a  pliant  hour,  and  found  good  means 

To  draw  from  her  a  prayer  of  earned  heart, 

That  I  would  all  my  pilgrimage  dilate, 

Whereof  by  parcels  me  had  fomething  heard, 

But  not  diftinctively :  I  did  confent, 

And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  tears, 

When  I  did  (peak  of  fome  diftrelsful  ftroke 

That  my  youth  fuffer'd.    My  ftory  being  done, 

She  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  -f  fighs  : 

She  fwore  in  faith,  'twas  ftrange,  'twas  palling  ftrange, 

'Twas  pitiful,  'twas  wondrous  pitiful  

She  wifh'd  (he  had  not  heard  it, —  yet  {he  wifh'd 

That  heav'n  had  made  her  fuch  a  man  fhe  thank'd  me, 

And  bad  me,  if  I  had  a  friend  that  lov'd  her, 
I  mould  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  ftory, 
And  that  would  woo  her.    On  this  hint  I  fpake, 
She  lov'd  me  for  the  dangers  I  had  paft, 
And  I  lov'd  her,  that  me  did  pity  them: 
This  only  is  the  witchcraft  I  have  us'd. 
Here  comes  the  lady,  let  her  witnefs  it. 

*  It  was  my  hint  to  fpeak;  fuch  was  the  procefsj 

And  of  the  Canibals  that  each  other  eat, 

The  Anthropophagi;  and  men  whofe  heads 

Do  grow  beneath  their  ihoulders.    Thefe  to  hear, 

Would  Defdemona  l§c. 

■f  It  was  kifles  in  the  later  editions.  But  this  is  evidenly  the  true  reading :  the  lady 
had  been  forward  indeed,  to  give  him  a  world  of  kifles  upon  the  bare  recital  of  his 
ftory^  mr  does  it  agree  with  the  following  lines. 

Q.qq  1  SCENE 
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SCENE  IX. 

£/tf*r  Defdemona,  Jago,  and  attendants. 

Duke.  I  think  this  tale  would  win  my  daughter  too  - 
Good  BrabanttOy 

Take  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  beft. 
Men  do  their  broken  weapons  rather  ufe, 
Than  their  bare  hands. 

Bra.  I  pray  you  hear  her  (peak  j 
If  me  confefs  that  {he  was  half  the  wooer, 
Deftru&ion  on  my  head,  if  my  bad  blame 
Light  on  the  man.    Come  hither,  gentle  miftrefs, 
Do  you  perceive  in  all  this  noble  company, 
Where  you  moft  owe  obedience  ? 

Def.  Noble  father, 
I  do  perceive  here  a  divided  duty,- 
To  you  Pm  bound  for  life  and  education: 
My  life  and  education  both  do  learn  me 
How  to  refpe<5t  you.    You're  the  lord  of  duty, 
I'm  hitherto  your  daughter.    But  here's  my  husband, 
And  fo  much  duty  as  my  mother  fhew'd 
To  you,  preferring  you  before  her  father  j 
So  much  I  challenge,  that  I  may  profefs 
Due  to  the  Moor,  my  lord. 

Bra.  God  be  with  you:  I  have  done. 
Pleafe  it  your  grace,  on  to  the  ftate  affairs  $ 
I  had  rather  to  adopt  a  child  than  get  it. 
Come  hither,  Moor : 
I  here  do  give  thee  that  with  all  my  heart, 
Which,  but  thou  haft  already,  with  my  heart 
I  would  keep  from  thee.    For  your  fake,  jewd, 
I'm  glad  at  foul  I  have  no  other  child, 
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For  thy  efcape  would  teach  me  tyranny 

To  hang  clogs  on  them.    I  have  done,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Let  me  Ipeak  like  your  (elf ;  and  lay  a  fentence, 
Which,  like  a  grife,  or  ftep,  may  help  thefe  lovers 
Into  your  favour  — 

When  remedies  are  pafl,  the  griefs  are  ended 

By  feeing  the  worft,  which  late  on  hopes  depended. 

To  mourn  a  mifchief  that  is  paft  and  gone, 

Is  the  next  way  to  draw  new  mifchief  on. 

What  cannot  be  preferv'd  when  fortune  takes, 

Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes. 

The  robb'd  that  fmiles,  fteals  fomething  from  the  thief; 

He  robs  himfelf,  that  fpends  a  bootlefs  grief 
Bra.  So  let  the  Turk  of  Cyprus  us  beguile, 

We  lofe  it  not  fo  long  as  we  can  fmile; 

He  bears  the  fentence  well,  that  nothing  bears 

But  the  free  comfort  which  from  thence  he  hears ; 

But  he  hears  both  the  fentence,  and  the  forrow, 

That  to  pay  grief,  muft  of  poor  patience  borrow. 

Thefe  fentences  to  fugar,  or  to  gall, 

Being  ftrong  on  both  fides,  are  equivocal. 

But  words  are  words ;  I  never  yet  did  hear, 

That  the  bruiz'd  heart  was  pierced  through  the  ear. 

I  humbly  befeech  you  proceed  to  th'  affairs  of  ftate. 

Duke.  The  Turk  with  a  mod  mighty  preparation  makes  for 
Cyprus:  Othello,  the  fortitude  of  the  place  is  bed  known  to  you. 
And  though  we  have  there  a  fubfticute  of  muft  allowed  fufficiency  ,• 
yet  opinion,  a  more  fovereign  miftrefs  of  effects,  throws  a  more 
fafe  voice  on  you ;  you  muft  therefore  be  content  to  (lubber  the 
8  glofs  of  your  new  fortunes,  with  this  more  ftubborn  and  boifte- 
rous  expedition, 

Oth.  The  tyrant  cuftom,  moft  grave  fenators, 
Hath  made  the  flinty  and  fteel 11  couch  of  war 

My 

t  grofs.  h  coach. 
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My  thrice-driven  bed  of  down.    I  do  agnize 

A  natural  and  prompt  alacrity, 

I  find  in  hardnefsj  and  do  undertake 

This  prefent  war  againft  the  Ottomhes. 

Moft  humbly  therefore  bending  to  your  ftate, 

I  crave  fit  difpofition  for  my  wife, 

Due  reverence  of  place  and  exhibition, 

With  fuch  accommodation  and  belbrt 

As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

Duke.  Why,  at  her  father's. 

Bra.  I  will  not  have  it  Co. 

Oth.  Nor  I. 

Def.  Nor  would  I  there  refide, 
To  put  my  father  in  impatient  thoughts 
By  being  in  his  eye.    Moft  gracious  Duke, 
To  my  unfolding  lend  your  gracious  ear, 
And  let  me  find  a1  charter  in  your  voice 
T'aflift  my  fimplenefc. 

Duke.  What  would  you,  Defdemona? 

Def.  That  I  did  love  the  Moor  to  live  with  him, 
My  down-right  violence  and  ftorm  of  fortunes 
May  trumpet  to  the  world.    My  heart's  fubdu'd 
Ev'n  to  the  very  quality  of  my  lord ; 
I  faw  Othello's  vifage  in  his  mind, 
And  to  his  honours  and  his  valiant  parts 
Did  I  my  foul  and  fortunes  confecrate. 
So  that,  dear  lords,  if  I  be  left  behind 
A  moth  of  peace,  and  he  go  to  the  war, 
The  rites  for  which  I  love  him  are  bereft  me: 
And  I  a  heavy  interim  (hall  fupport 
By  his  dear  abfence.    Let  me  go  with  him. 

Oth.  Your  voices,  lords  ,•  beleech  you,  let  her  will 
Have  a  free  way.    I  therefore  beg  it  not. 

To 

*  chara&er. 
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To  pleafe  the  palate  of  ray  appetite  ; 

Nor  to  comply  with  heat  the  young  affe&s, 

In  my  defunct  and  proper  fatisfa&ion ; 

But  to  be  free  and  bounteous  to  her  mind. 

And  heav'n  defend  your  good  fouls,  that  you  think 

I  will  your  ferious  and  great  bufinefs  fcant 

When  (he  is  with  me  No,  when  light-wing'd  toys 

Of  feather'd  Cup'idy  k  foil  with  wanton  dulnefs 

My  fpeculative  and  offic'd  inftruments, 

That  my  dilports  corrupt  and  taint  my  bufinefs; 

Let  houfewives  make  a  skillet  of  my  helm, 

And  all  indign  and  bate  adverfities 

Make  head  againft  my  eftimation. 

Duke.  Be  it  as  you  (hall  privately  determine, 
Or  for  her  ftay  or  going ;  th'  affair  cries  hafte 
And  fpeed  muft  anfwer.    You  rauft  hence  to-night. 

Def.  \  To-night,  my  lord,  to-night  ? 

Oth.  With  all  my  heart. 

Duke.  At  nine  i'th'  morning  here  we'll  meet  again. 
Othello,  leave  fome  officer  behind, 
And  he  fhall  our  commiflion  bring  to  you; 
And  fuch  things  elfe  of  quality  and  refpecl: 
As  doth  import  you. 

Oth.  Pleafe  your  grace,  my  Ancient  j 
(A  man  he  is  of  honefty  and  truft,) 
To  his  conveyance  I  affign  my  wife, 
With  what  elfe  needful  your  good  grace  fhall  think 
To  be  fent  after  me. 

Duke.  Let  it  be  fo ; 
Good-night  to  every  one.    And  noble  Signior, 
If  virtue  no  delighted  beauty  lack, 
Your  fon-in-law  is  far  more  fair  than  black. 

Sen.  Adieu,  brave  Moor,  ufe  Defdemona  well. 


\  added  from  the  firfi  edition. 
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Bra.  Look  to  her,  Moor,  if  thou  haft  eyes  to  fee; 
She  has  deceiv'd  her  father,  and  may  thee. 

Oth.  My  life  upon  her  faith.    Honeft  Jago, 
My  Defdemona  muft  I  leave  to  thee  j 
I  pr'ythee  let  thy  wife  attend  on  h  er ^ 
And  bring  her  after  in  the  beft  advantage. 
Come;,  Defdemona,  I  have  but  an  hour 
Of  love,  of  worldly  matter,  and  direction 
To  (peak  with  thee.    We  muft  obey  the  time. 

SCENE  X. 

Manent  Rodorigo  and  Jago. 

Rod.  Jago. 

Jago.  What  fayeft  thou,  noble  heart  ? 

Rod.  What  will  I  do,  thinkeft  thou? 

Jago.  Why,  go  to  bed  and  deep. 

Rod.  I  will  incontinently  drown  my  felf. 

Jago.  If  thou  doft,  I  (hall  never  love  thee  after.  Why,  thou 
filly  gentleman ! 

Rod.  It  is  fillinefs  to  live,  when  to  live  is  a  torment  ,•  and  then 
have  we  a  prefcription  to  dye,  when  death  is  our  phyfician. 

Jago.  O  villanous!  I  have  look'd  upon  the  world  for  four 
times  feven  years,  and  fince  I  could  diftinguifh  betwixt  a  benefit 
and  an  injury,  I  never  found  man  that  knew  how  to  love  himfelf. 
Ere  I  would  fay,  I  would  drown  my  felf  for  the  love  of  a  Gum- 
ney-hen,  I  would  change  my  humanity  with  a  baboon. 

Rod.  What  mould  I  do  ?  I  confefs  it  is  my  fhame  to  be  fbfond, 
but  it  is  not  in  my  virtue  to  amend  it. 

Jago.  Virtue  ?  a  fig,  'tis  in  our  felves  that  we  are  thus  or 
thus.  Our  bodies  are  our  gardens,  to  the  which  our  wills  are 
gardiners.  So  that  if  we  will  plant  nettles,  or  fow  lettice }  fet 
hylfop,  and  weed  t  up  thyme  ^  fupply  it  with  one  gender  of  herbs, 

or 
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or  diftract  it  with  many  ;  either  have  it  fteril  with  idlenefs,  or 
manured  with  induftry  ,•  why  the  power  and  corrigible  authori- 
ty of  this  lyes  in  our  will.  If  the  ballance  of  our  lives  had  not 
one  fcale  of  reafon  to  poife  another  of  fenfuality,  the  blood  and 
bafenefs  of  our  natures  would  conduct  us  to  mod  prepoflerous 
conclufions.  But  we  have  reafon,  to  cool  our  raging  motions, 
our  carnal  ftings,  our  unbitted  lufts  -3  whereof  I  take  this  that 
you  call  love,  to  be  a  feci:,  or  fyen. 
Rod.  It  cannot  be. 

J  ago.  It  is  meerly  a  luft  of  the  blood,  and  a  permiflion  of  the 
will.  Come,  be  a  man:  drown  thy  (elf?  drown  cats  and  blind 
puppies.  I  have  profeft  me  thy  friend,  and  I  confefs  me  knit  to 
thy  deferving,  with  cables  of  perdurable  toughnefs.  I  could  ne- 
ver better  fteed  thee  than  now.  Put  mony  in  thy  purfe  ;  follow 
thou  thefe  wars,  f  defeat,  thy  favour  with  an  ufurped  beard j  I  fay, 
put  mony  in  thy  purfe.     It  cannot  be  that  Defdemona  fhould 

long  continue  her  love  to  the  Moor  put  mony  in  thy  purfe 

 nor  he  his  to  her.    It  was  a  violent  commencement  in  her, 

and  thou  fhalt  fee  an  anfwerable  fequeftration,  but  put  mony 

in  thy  purfe.  Thefe  Moors  are  changeable  in  their  wills,-  

fill  thy  purfe  with  mony.  The  food  that  to  him  now  is  as  lu- 
fcious  as  locufts,  mail  fhortly  be  as  bitter  as  coloquintida.  She 
muft  change  for  youth ;  when  fhe  is  fated  with  his  body,  me 

will  find  the  errors  of  her  choice  Therefore  put  mony  in  thy 

purfe  If  thou  wilt  needs  damn  thy  felf,   do  it  a  more  delicate 

way  than  drowning.  Make  all  the  mony  thou  canft.  If  fancti- 
mony  and  a  frail  vow,  betwixt  an  erring  Barbarian  and  a  fuper- 
fubtle  Venetian^  be  not  too  hard  for  my  wits,  and  all  the  tribe  of 
hell,  thou  ihalt  enjoy  her,-  therefore  make  mony.  A  pox  of 
drowning  thy  felf,  it  is  clean  out  of  the  way.  Seek  thou  rather 
to  be  hang'd  in  comparing  thy  joy,  than  to  be  drown'd  and  go 
without  her. 

Rod.  Wilt  thou  be  faft  to  my  hopes,  if  I  depend  on  the  iffue? 

Vol.  VI.  ,   R  r  r  J  ago* 

-\  i  e.  difgrace  thy  features  and  make  thy  fair  countenance  grim  with  a  falfe  beard. 
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J  ago.  Thou  art  fure  of  me. — Go,  make  mony.  —  I  have  told 
thee  often,  and  I  re-tell  thee  again  and  again,  I  hate  the  Moor. 
My  caufe  is  hearted  •>  thine  hath  no  lefs  reafon.  Let  us  be  con- 
junctive in  our  revenge  againft  him.  If  thou  canft  cuckold  him, 
thou  doft  thy  felf  a  pleafure,  me  a  (port.  There  are  many  e- 
vents  in  the  womb  of  time,  which  will  be  delivered.  Traverfe, 
go,  provide  thy  mony.  We  will  have  more  of  this  to-morrow. 
Adieu. 

Rod.  Where  fhall  we  meet  i'th'  morning  ? 

Jago.  At  my  lodging. 

Rod.  I'll  be  with  thee  betimes. 

J  ago.  Go  to,  farewel.    Do  you  hear,  Rodorigo  t 

Rod.  I'll  fell  all  my  land.  [Exit. 

SCENE  XI. 

Manet  Jago. 

J  ago.  Thus  do  I  ever  make  my  fool  my  purfej 
For  I  mine  own  gain'd  knowledge  fhould  profane, 
If  I  mould  time  expend  with  fuch  a  fwain, 
But  for  my  fport  and  profit.    I  hate  the  Moor, 
And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  'twixt  my  meets 

He  has  done  my  office.    I  know  not  if't  be  true  

But  I,  for  meer  fufpicion  in  that  kind, 

Will  do,  as  if  for  furety.    He  holds  me  well  

The  better  fhall  my  purpofe  work  on  him,- 
Cafflo's  a  proper  man :  let  me  fee  now, 
To  get  this  place,  and  to  plume  up  my  will 

A  double  knavery  How?  how?  let's  fee— — 

After  fome  time,  t'abufe  Othello's  ears, 

That  he  is  too  familiar  with  his  wife  

He  hath  a  perfon,  and  a  fmooth  difpofe 

To  be  fufpeded ;  fram'd  to  make  women  falfe, 

The 
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The  Moor  is  of  a  free  and  open  nature, 
That  thinks  men  honeft  that  but  feem  to  be  fo, 
And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  th'  nofe 
As  aflTes  are: 

I  have't  it  is  ingendred  Hell  and  night 

Muft  bring  this  monftrous  birth  to  the  world's  light. 
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[Exit. 


ACT   II.   SCENE  I. 

The  Capital  City  of  Cyprus. 

Enter  Montano  Governor  of  Cyprus,  and  Gentlemen. 

M  o  N  T  a  n  o. 
HAT  from  the  cape  can  you  difcern  at  fea? 
i  Gent.  Nothing  at  all,  it  is  a  high-wrought 
flood  j 

I  cannot  'twixt  the  "heavens  and  the  main 
Defcry  a  fail.  pancj. 
Mont.  Methinks  the  wind  hath  /poke  aloud  at 
A  fuller  blaft  ne'er  fliook  our  battlements,- 
If  it  hath  ruffian'd  fo  upon  the  fea, 
What  ribs  of  oak,  when  b  the  huge  mountains  melt, 
Can  hold  the  monies?  what  mall  we  hear  of  this? 

z  Gent.  A  fegregation  of  the  Turkifh  fleet; 
For  do  but  ftand  upon  the  foaming  more, 
The  chiding  billows  feem  to  pelt  the  clouds, 
The  wind-fhak'd  furge,  with  high  and  monftrous  main, 
Seems  to  caft  water  on  the  burning  Bear, 
And  quench  the  guards  of  th'ever  c  fired  pole; 

Rrr  2  I 


*  haven,  ed  prim. 
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I  never  did  like  moleftation  view 
On  the  enchafed  flood. 

Mont.  If  that  the  Turkijh  fleet 
Be  not  inmelter'd  and  embay'd,  they're  drown'd : 
It  is  impoflible  to  bear  it  out. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 

3  Gent.  News,  d  lords,  our  wars  are  done  : 
The  defperate  tempeft  hath  fo  bang'd  the  Turks, 
That  their  defignment  halts.    Another  (hip  of  Venice 
Hath  feen  a  grievous  wrack  and  fufferance 
On  moft  part  of  their  fleet. 

Mont.  How!  is  this  true? 

3  Gent.  The  fhip  is  here  put  in  ,• 
A  Veronejfo,  Michael  CaJJlo, 
Lieutenant  of  the  warlike  Moor  Othello, 
Is  come  on  more  -y  the  Moor  himfelf's  at  fea, 
And  is  in  full  commiflion  here  for  Cyprus. 

Mont.  I'm  glad  on't,-  'tis  a  worthy  governor. 

3  Gent.  But  this  fame  Caffio,  though  he  (peak  of  comfort, 
Touching  the  Turkijh  lofs,  yet  he  looks  fadly, 
And  prays  the  Moor  be  fafe ;  for  they  were  parted 
With  foul  and  violent  tempeft. 

Mont.  Pray  heav'ns  he  be : 
For  I  have  ferv'd  him,  and  the  man  commands 
Like  a  full  foldier.    Let's  to  the  fea-fide, 
As  well  to  fee  the  veflel  that's  come  in, 
As  to  throw  out  our  eyes  for  brave  Othello, 
Even  till  we  make  the  main  and  th'  aerial  blue 
An  indiftinct  regard. 

Gent.  Come,  let's  do  fo 

For 

*  lads. 
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F  or  every  minute  is  expectancy 
Of  more  arrivance. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Caflio. 

Caf  Thanks  to  the  valiant  of  this  warlike  ifle, 
That  fo  approve  the  Moor :  oh  let  the  heav'ns 
Give  him  defence  againft  the  elements, 
For  I  have  loft  him  on  a  dangerous  fea. 

Mont.  Is  he  well  fhipp'd? 

Caf.  His  bark  is  ftoutly  timber'd,  and  his  pilot 
Of  very  expert  and  approv'd  allowance  $ 
Therefore  my  hopes,  not  furfeited  to  death, 
Stand  in  bold  cure. 

Within.]  A  fail,  a  fail,  a  fail! 

Caf.  What  noife? 

Gent.  The  town  is  empty ;  on  the  brow  o'th'  fea 
Stand  ranks  of  people,  and  they  cry  a  fail. 

Caf  My  hopes  do  fhape  him  for  the  governor. 

Gent.  They  do  difcharge  their  mot  of  courtefie  : 
Our  friends  at  leaft. 

Caf  I  pray  you,  Sir,  go  forth, 
And  give  us  truth  who  'tis  that  is  arriv'd. 

Gent.  I  mall.  [Exit. 

Mont.  But,  good  lieutenant,  is  your  general  wiv'd  ? 

Caf  Moft  fortunately,  he  hath  atchiev'd  a  maid 
That  paragons  defcription  and  wild  fame : 
One  that  excels  the  quirks  of  blazoning  pens, 
And  in  th'  eflential  vefture  of  creation 
Do's  bear  all  excellency 


SCENE 
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SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Gentleman. 

How  now  ?  who  has  put  in  ? 

Gent.  'Tis  one  J  ago,  Ancient  to  the  general. 

Caf.  H'as  had  moft  favourable  and  happy  fpeed,- 
Tempefts  themfelves,  high  feas,  and  howling  winds, 
The  gutter'd  rocks,  and  congregated  fands, 
(Traitors  f  enfteep'd  to  clog  the  guiklefs  keel,) 
As  having  fenfe  of  beauty,  do  omit 
Their  mortal  natures,  letting  fafe  go  by 
The  divine  Defdemona. 

Mont.  What  is  me? 

Caf.  She  that  I  (pake  of,  our  great  captain's  captain  : 
Left  in  the  conduct  of  the  bold  J  ago, 
Whofe  footing  here  anticipates  our  thoughts, 
A  fennight's  fpeed.    Great  Jove,  Othello  guard, 
And  fwell  his  fail  with  thine  own  powerful  breath, 
That  he  may  blefs  this  bay  with  his  tall  fhip, 
Make  love's  quick  pants  in  Defdemonds  arms, 
Give  renew'd  fire  to  our  extinguifh'd  fpirits, 
And  bring  all  Cyprus  comfort  

SCENE  V. 

Enter  De&esnana,  Jago,  Rcdorigo,  and  i£milia, 
O  behold! 

The  riches  of  the  fhip  is  come  on  more  : 
You  men  of  Cyprus,  let  her  have  your  knees. 
Hail  to  thee,  lady!  and  the  grace  of  heav'n,. 
Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  hand 
Enwheel  thee  round. 


-f  qu.  ;/enur'd. 
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Def  I  thank  you,  valiant  Caflio, 
What  tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  my  lord  > 

Caf  He  is  not  yet  arriv'd,  nor  know  I  ought 
But  that  he's  well,  and  will  be  fhortly  here. 

Def.  O  but  1  fear  how  loft  you  company? 

Caf.  The  great  contention  of  the  fea  and  skies 
Parted  our  fellowfhip.    But  hark,  a  fail  I 

Within.]  A  fail,  a  fail ! 

Gent.  They  give  this  greeting  to  the  cittadcl: 
This  likewife  is  a  friend. 

Caf  See  for  the  news : 
Good  Ancient,  you  are  welcome.    Welcome,  miftrefi. 

[To  /Emilia. 

Let  it  not  gall  your  patience,  good  Jagoy 
That  I  extend  my  manners.    'Tis  my  breeding 
That  gives  me  this  bold  (hew  of  courtefie. 

J  ago.  Sir,  would  fhe  give  you  fo  much  of  her  lips, 
As  of  her  tongue  (he  oft  beftows  on  me, 
You'd  have  enough. 

Def  Alas!  fhe  has  no  fpeech. 

Jago.  In  faith,  too  much  ,• 
I  find  it  ftill,  when  I  have  lift  to  lleep  j 
Marry  before  your  ladyfhip,  I  grant, 
She  puts  her  tongue  a  little  in  her  heart, 
And  chides  with  thinking. 

jEmit.  You  have  little  caufe  to  fay  lb. 

Jago.  Come  on,  come  on  $  you're  pictures  out  of  doors, 
Bells  in  your  parlors,  wild-cats  in  your  kitchens, 
Saints  in  your  injuries,  devils  being  offended, 
Players  in  your  hufwifery,  and  houfwives  in  your  beds. 

Def.  Oh  fie  upon  thee,  flanderer. 

Jago.  Nay,  it  is  true,  or  elfe  I  am  a  Turk j 
You  rife  to  play,  and  go  to  bed  to  work. 

MmiL  You  fhall  not  write  my  pfaife.  Jago. 
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Jago.  No,  let  me  not. 

Def.  What  wouldft  thou  write  of  me,  if  thou  fhouldft  praife  me  ? 
Jago.  Oh  gentle  lady,  do  not  put  me  to't, 
For  I  am  nothing,  if  not  critical. 

Def.  Come,  one  aflay.    There's  one  gone  to  the  harbour  ] 

Jago.  Ay,  madam. 

Def.  I  am  not  merry  $  but  I  do  beguile 
The  thing  I  am,  by  feeming  otherwife ; 
Come,  how  wouldft  thou  praife  me? 

Jago.  I  am  about  it,  but  indeed  my  invention  comes  from  my 
pate,  as  birdlime  does  from  freeze,  it  plucks  out  brains  and  all 
But  my  mufe  labours,  and  thus  me  is  delivered. 

If  /he  be  fair  and  wife,  fairnefs  and  wity 
The  one's  for  ufe,  the  other  nfeth  it. 

Def.  Well  prais'd;  how  if  me  be  black  and  witty? 

Jago.  If  fhe  be  black,  and  thereto  have  a  wit, 

She'll  find  a  white  that  fliall  her  blacknefs  fit. 

Def  Worfe  and  worfe. 

fEmil.  How  if  fair  and  foolifh  ? 

Jago.  She  never  yet  was  foolifh  that  was  fair. 
For  even  her  folly  helpt  her  to  an  heir, 

Def.  Thefe  are  old  fond  paradoxes,  to  make  fools  laugh  i'th* 
alehoufe.  What  miferable  praife  haft  thou  for  her  that's  foul 
and  foolifh  l 

Jago.  There's  none  fo  foul  and  foolifh  thereunto, 

But  does  foul  franks ,  which  fair  and  wife  ones  do. 

Def  Oh  heavy  ignorance !  thou  praifeft  the  worft  beft.  But 
what  praife  couldft  thou  beftow  on  a  deferving  woman  indeed  ? 
one^  that  in  the  authority  of  her  merit,  did  juftly  put  on  the 
vouch  of  very  malice  it  felf  ?  Jag°» 
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Jago.  She  that  was  ever  fair,  and  never  proud, 

Had  tongue  at  will,  and  'yet  was  never  loud-, 
Never  lackt  gold,  and  yet  went  never  gay, 
Fled  from  her  wifh,  and  yet  fald  now  I  may  ; 
She  that  when  anger* d,  her  revenge  being  nigh, 
Bad  her  wrong  ftay,  and  her  difpleafure  fly 
She  that  In  wlfdom  never  was  fo  frail 
To  change  the  cods  head  for  the  falmotfs  tall-, 
She  that  could  think,  and  ne'er  dlfclofe  her  mind, 
See  fultors  following,  and  not  look  behind  ; 
She  was  a  wight,  (If  ever  fuch  wight  were) 

Def.  To  do  what? 

Jago.  To  fuckle  fools,  and  chronicle  fmall  beer, 

Def.  Oh  moft  lame  and  impotent  conclusion!  do  not  learn  of 
him,  Mmllla,  tho'  he  be  thy  husband.  How  fay  you,  CaJJlo, 
is  he  not  a  moft  profane  and  liberal  counfellor  ? 

Caf  He  (peaks  home,  madam,  you  may  relifh  him  more  in 
the  foldier,  than  in  the  fcholar. 

Jago   [Slfide.]  He  takes  her  by  the  palm,-  ay,  well  faid  

whifper  With  as  little  a  web  as  this,  will  I  enfnare  as  great  a 

fly  as  CaJJio.  Ay,  fmile  upon  her,  do  —  I  will  f  gyve  thee  in 
thine  own  courtfhip.  Y  :u  lay  true,  'tis  Co  indeed  —  If  fuch  tricks 
as  thefe  ftrip  you  out  of  your  lieutenancy,  it  had  been  better 
you  had  nor  kifs'd  your  three  ringers  fo  oft,  which  now  again 
you  are  moft  apt  to  play  the  Sir  in.  Very  good  —  well  kifs'd 
and  excellent  curtefie  —  'tis  fo  indeed  —  Yet  again  —  your  fin- 
ders to  your  lips  ?  would  they  were  clifter-pipes  for  your  fake. 

[Trumpet, 

The  Moor,  I  know  his  trumpet. 
Caf.  3Tis  truly  fo. 

Def.  Let's  meet  him,  and  receive  him. 
Caf  Lo,  where  he  comes! 


Vol,  VI.  S  f f 

f  or  catch,  Jbackk. 
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SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Othello,  and  Attendants. 

Oth.  Oh  my  fair  warrior ! 
Def.  My  dear  Othello, 

Oth.  It  gives  me  wonder,  great  as  my  content, 
To  fee  you  here  before  me.    My  foul's  joy! 
If  after  every  tempeft  come  fiich  calms, 
May  the  winds  blow  'till  they  have  waken'd  death: 
And  let  the  labouring  bark  climb  hills  of  feas 
Olympus  high  ,•  and  duck  again  as  low 
As  hell's  from  heav'n.    If  I  were  now  to  die, 
'Twere  now  to  be  raoft  happy ;  for  I  fear 
My  foul  hath  her  content  fo  abfolute, 
That  not  another  comfort  like  to  this 
Succeeds  in  unknown  fate. 

Def.  The  heav'ns  forbid, 
But  that  our  loves  and  comforts  mould  increafe, 
Ev'n  as  our  days  do  grow. 

Oth.  Amen  to  that,  fweet  powers! 
I  cannot  (peak  enough  of  this  content, 
It  flops  me  here :  it  is  too  much  of  joy. 

And  this  and  this  the  greateft  difcords  be  {.Kiffing  her. 

That  e'er  our  hearts  (hall  make. 

Jago.  Oh  you  are  well-tun'd  now  j  but  I'll  let  down  the  pegs 
that  make  this  mufick,  as  honeft  as  I  am.  [Afide. 

Oth.  Come,  let's  to  the  caftle. 
Now,  friends,  our  wars  are  done  -y  the  Turks  are  drown'd. 
How  do  our  old  acquaintance  of  this  ifle  ? 
Honey,  you  fball  be  well  defir'd  in  Cyprus, 
I've  found  great  love  amongft:  them.    Oh  my  fweet, 
I  prattle  out  of  fafhion,  and  I  dote 

In 
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In  mine  own  comfort.    Pr'ythee,  good  Jago, 

Go  to  the  bay,  and  difembark  my  coffers : 

Bring  thou  the  mafter  to  the  cittadel, 

He  is  a  good  one,  and  his  worthinefs 

Does  challenge  much  refpecl:.    Come,  Defdemona, 

Once  more  well  met  at  Cyprus.  [Exeunt  Othello  and  Defdemona. 

SCENE  VII. 

Manent  Jago  and  Rodorigo. 

Jago.  Do  you  meet  me  prefently  at  the  harbour.  Come  thi- 
ther, if  thou  be'ft  valiant ;  as  they  fay,  bafe  men  being  in  love, 
have  then  a  nobility  in  their  natures,  more  than  is  native  to 
them  —  lift  me,-  the  lieutenant  to-night  watches  on  the  court  of 
guard.  Firft,  I  mud  tell  thee  this:  Defdemona  is  dire&Iy  in  love 
with  him. 

Rod.  With  him  ?  why,  'tis  not  poflible. 

Jago.  Lay  thy  fingers  thus,-  and  let  thy  foul  be  inftru&ed. 
Mark  me  with  what  violence  (he  firft  lov'd  the  Moor,  but  for 
bragging,  and  telling  her  fantaftical  lies.  And  will  me  love  him 
ftill  for  prating  ?  let  not  thy  difcreet  heart  think  it.  Her  eye 
muft  be  fed.  And  what  delight  mall  me  have  to  look  on  the  de- 
vil? When  the  blood  is  made  dull  with  the  act  of  Iport,  there 
mould  be  a  game  to  inflame  it,  and  to  give  fatiety  a  frefli  appe- 
tite; lovelinefs  in  favour,  fympathy  in  years,  manners,  and 
beauties:  all  which  the  Moor  is  defective  in.  Now  for  want  of 
thefe  requir'd  conveniences,  her  delicate  tendernefs  will  find  it 
felf  abus'd,  begin  to  heave  the  gorge,  difrelifh  and  abhor  the 
Moor;  very  nature  will  inftrud  her  in  it,  and  compel  hertofome 
fecond  choice.  Now,  Sir,  this  granted,  (as  it  is  a  moft  preg- 
nant and  unforc'd  pofition)  who  ftands  fo  eminent  in  the  degree 
of  this  fortune,  as  CaJJio  does?  a  knave  very  voluble;  no  further 
confcionable,  than  in  putting  on  the  meer  form  of  civil  and  hu- 
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man  feeming,  for  the  better  comparing  of  his  (alt  and  mod  hid- 
den loofe  affection?  a  flippery  and  fubtile  knave,  a  finder  of  occa- 
fions ,  that  has  an  eye  can  (lamp  and  counterfeit  advantages,  tho' 
true  advantage  never  prefent  it  felf.  A  devilifh  knave!  befides,  the 
knave  is  handfom,  young,  and  hath  all  thofe  recjuifites  in  him, 
that  folly  and  green  minds  look  after.  A  peftilent  compleat 
knave!  and  the  woman  hath  found  him  already. 

Rod.  I  cannot  believe  that  of  her,  fhe's  full  of  mod  blefs'd 
condition. 

J  ago.  Blefs'd  figs  end !  the  wine  fhe  drinks  is  made  of  grapes. 
If  (he  had  been  blefs'd,  me  would  never  have  lov'd  the  Moor: 
blefs'd  pudding!  didft  thou  not  fee  her  paddle  with  the  palm  of 
his  hand?  didft  not  mark  that? 

Rod.  Yes,  that  I  did  -y  but  that  was  but  courtefie. 

J  ago.  Letchery,  by  this  hand,-  an  index,  and  obfcure  prologue 
to  the  hiftory  of  luft,  and  foul  thoughts.  They  met  fo  near 
with  their  lips,  that  their  breaths  embrac'd  together.  Villanous 
thoughts,  Rodor'igof  when  thefe  d mutualities  Co  marfhal  the  way, 
hard  at  hand  comes  the  mafter,  and  main  excrcife  th' incorporate 
conclufion:  pirn  —  But,  Sir,  be  you  rul'd  by  me.  I  have  brought 
you  from  Venice.  Watch  you  to-night  -y  for  the  command,  Til 
lay't  upon  you.  CaJ/io  knows  you  not:  I'll  not  be  far  from  you. 
Do  you  find  fome  occafion  to  anger  CaJ/io,  either  by  fpeaking 
too  loud,  or  tainting  his  difcipline,  or  from  what  other  courfe 
you  pleafe,  which  the  time  {hall  more  favourably  minifter. 

Rod.  Well. 

J  ago.  Sir,  he's  rafh,  and  very  fudden  in  choler :  and  happily 
may  ftrike  at  you.  Provoke  him  that  he  may,-  for  even  out  of 
that  will  I  caufe  thofe  of  Cyprus  to  mutiny:  whofe  qualification 
mail  come  into  no  truetafte  again,  but  by  difplanting  of  CaJJio.  So 
mail  you  have  a  fhorter  journey  to  your  defires,  by  the  means  I 
mail  then  have  to  prefer  them:  And  the  impediments  moft pro- 
fitably removed,  without  which  there  was  no  expectation  of  our 
profperity.  Rod. 

A  mutabilities. 
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Rod,  I  will  do  this,  if  you  can  bring  it  to  any  opportunity. 
Jago.  I  warrant  thee.    Meet  me  by  and  by  at  the  cittadel.  I 
muft  fetch  his  neccflTaries  afhore.  Farewel. 

Rod.  Adieu.  [Exit. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Manet  Jago. 

Jago.  That  CaJJio  loves  her,  I  do  well  believe : 
That  ihe  loves  him,  'tis  apt,  and  of  great  credit. 
The  Moor,  howbeit  that  I  endure  him  not, 
Is  of  a  conftant,  loving,  noble  nature, 
And  I  dare  think  he'll  prove  to  Defdemona 
A  moft  dear  husband.    Now  I  love  her  too, 
Not  out  of  abfolute  luft,  (though  peradventure 
I  ftand  accountant  for  as  great  a  fin,) 
But  partly  led  to  diet  my  revenge, 
For  that  I  do  fufpect  the  lufty  Moor 
Hath  leapt  into  my  feat.    The  thought  whereof 
Doth,  like  a  poifonous  mineral,  gnaw  my  inwards; 
And  nothing  can,  or  mall  content  my  foul 
'Till  I  am  even'd  with  him,  wife  for  wife : 
Or  failing  fo,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moor 
At  leaft  into  a  jealoufie  Co  ftrong, 
That  judgment  cannot  cure.    Which  thing  to  do, 
If  this  poor  tram  of  Venice,  whom  I  trace 
For  his  quick  hunting,  ftand  the  putting  on  $ 
I'll  have  our  Michael  CaJJio  on  the  hip, 
Abufe  him  to  the  Moor  in  the6 right  garb, 
(For  I  fear  CaJJio  with  my  night-cap  too,) 
Make  the  Moor  thank  me,  love  me,  and  reward  me, 
For  making  him  egregioufly  an  afs, 
And  practifing  upon  his  peace  and  quiet, 

Even 
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Even  to  madnefs.  5Tis  here  —  but  yet  confus'd, 
Knavery's  plain  face  is  never  feen,  'till  us'd. 


SCENE  IX. 

The  Street. 

Enter  Herald,  with  a  Proclamation. 

Her.  TT  is  Othello's  pleafure,  our  noble  and  valiant  General, 
_L  that  upon  certain  tidings  now  arriv'd,  importing  the 
meer  perdition  of  the  Turkijh  fleet,  every  man  put  himfelf  into 
triumph :  Some  to  dance,  fome  to  make  bonefires,  each  man 
to  what  fport  and  revels  his  mind  leads  him.  For  befides  this 
beneficial  news,  it  is  the  celebration  of  his  nuptial.  So  much 
was  his  pleafure  mould  be  proclaimed.  All  offices  are  open,  and 
there  is  full  liberty  of  feafting,  from  this  prefent  hour  of  five, 
'till  the  bell  have  toll'd  eleven. 

Blefs  the  ifle  of  Cyprus,  and  our  noble  General  Othello.  [Exit. 
Enter  Othello,  Defdemona,  Caflio,  and  Attendants. 

Oth.  Good  Michael,  look  you  to  the  guard  to-night. 
Let's  teach  our  felves  that  honourable  flop, 
Not  to  out-fport  difcretioo. 

Caf.  J  ago  hath  direction  what  to  do  : 
But  notwithftanding  with  my  perfonal  eye 
Will  I  look  to't. 

Oth.  J  ago  is  mod  honeft : 
Michael,  good  night.    To-morrow  with  your  earlieft, 
Let  me  have  Ipeech  with  you.    Come,  my  dear  love, 
The  purchace  made,  the  fruits  are  to  enfue, 
That  profit's  yet  to  come  'tween  me  and  you. 
Good  night.  [Exeunt  Othello  and  Defdemona. 


[Exit, 
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Enter  Jago. 

Caf.  Welcome,  Jago ;  we  muft  to  the  watch. 

Jago.  Not  this  hour,  lieutenant :  'tis  not  yet  ten  o'th*  clock. 
Our  General  caft  us  thus  early  for  the  love  of  his  Defdtmcna: 
whom  let  us  not  therefore  blame-  he  hath  not  yet  made  the  wan- 
ton night  with  her:  and  me  is  fport  for  Jove. 

Caf  She's  a  moft  exquifite  lady. 

Jago.  And  I'll  warrant  her  full  of  game. 

Caf.  Indeed  file's  a  moft  frefh  and  delicate  creature. 

Jago.  What  an  eye  fhe  has  ?  methinks  it  founds  a  parley  to 
provocation. 

Caf.  An  inviting  eye;  and  yet  methinks  right  modeft. 
Jago.  And  when  fhe  fpeaks,  is  it  not  an  alarum  to  love? 
Caf  She  is  indeed  perfection. 

Jago.  Well,  happinefs  to  their  meets:  come,  lieutenant,  I 
have  a  ftoop  of  wine,  and  here  without  are  a  brace  of  Cyprus 
gallants,  that  would  fain  have  a  meafure  to  the  health  of  black 
Othello. 

Caf.  Not  to-night,  good  Jago :  I  have  very  poor  and  unhap- 
py brains  for  drinking.  I  could  well  wifh  courtefie  would  invent 
fome  other  cuftom  of  entertainment. 

Jago.  Ob,  they  our  are  friends :  but  one  cup,  I'll  drink  for  you. 

Caf  I  have  drunk  but  one  cup  to-night,  and  that  was  craftily 
qualified  too :  and  behold  what  innovation  it  makes  here.  I  am 
unfortunate  in  the  infirmity,  and  dare  not  task  my  weaknefs 
with  any  more. 

Jago.  What,  man?  'tis  a  night  of  revels,  the  gallants  de- 
fire  it. 

Caf  Where  are  they  ? 

Jago.  Here  at  the  door  •  I  pray  you  call  them  in. 

Caf.  Til  do't,  but  it  diflikes  me.  [Exit  Caffio. 

Jago.  If  I  can  faften  but  one  cup  upon  him, 

With 
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With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to-night  already, 
He'll  be  as  full  of  quarrel  and  offence 

As  my  young  miftrefs's  dog.  

Now,  my  fick  fool,  Rodortgo, 

Whom  love  hath  turn'd  almoft  the  wrong  fide  out, 

To  Defdemona  hath  to-night  carouz'd 

Potations  pottle  deep ;  and  he's  to  watch. 

Three  lads  of  Cyprus,  noble  fwelling  fpirits, 

That  hold  their  honours  in  a  wary  diftance, 

The  very  elements  of  this  warlike  ifle, 

Have  I  to-night  flufter'd  with  flowing  cups, 

f  And  they  watch  too.     Now  'mongft  this  flock  of  drunkards, 

Am  I  to  put  our  CaJJlo  in  fome  action 

That  may  offend  the  ifle.    But  here  they  come. 

If  confequence  do  but  approve  my  dream, 

My  boat  fails  freely,  both  with  wind  and  ftream. 

S  C  E  N  E  X. 

Enter  Caflio,  Montano,  and  Gentlemen. 

Caf  'Fore  heav'n,  they  have  given  me  a  roufe  already. 
Mont.  Good  faith  a  little  one:  not  paft  a  pint,  as  I  am  a  fol- 
dier. 

J  ago.  Some  wine  ho !  [Jag°  fm£>s* 

And  let  me  the  canakin  clink,  clink, 

And  let  me  the  canakin  clink. 

A  foldier's  a  man-,  oh  man's  life's  but  a  fpan, 

Why  then  let  a  fold'ter  drink. 

Some  wine,  boys. 

Caf.  'Fore  heav'n,  an  excellent  fong. 

Jago.  I  learn'd  it  in  England:  where  indeed  they  are  moft  po- 
tent in  potting.  Your  Dane,  your  German,  and  your  fwag-belly'd 

Hoi* 
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Hollander  y~ -drink  ho — are  nothing  to  your  Englifh. 

Caf.  Is  your  Engli/hman  fo  exquifite  in  his  drinking? 

J  ago.  Why  he  drinks  you  with  facility  your  Dane  dead 
drunk.  He  6fweats  not  to  overthrow  your  Almain.  He  gives 
your  Hollander  a  vomit,  ere  the  next  pottle  can  be  fili'd. 

Caf.  To  the  health  of  our  General. 

Mont.  I  am  for  it,  lieutenant:  and  I'll  do  you  juflice. 

J  ago.  Oh  fweet  England. 

King  Stephen  was  and- a  worthy  peery 

His  breeches  cofi  him  but  a  crown. 
He  held  them  fix  pence  all  too  deary 

With  that  he  caWd  the  tailor  lown: 

He  was  a  wight  of  high  renowny 

And  thou  art  but  of  low  degree : 
*Tis  pride  that  pulls  the  country  downy 

And  take  thy  old  cloak  about  thee. 

Some  wine  ho. 

Caf.  Why  this  is  a  more  exquifite  fong  than  the  other. 
Jago.  Will  you  hear't  again? 

Caf  No,  for  I  hold  him  to  be  unworthy  of  his  place,  that 
does  thofe  things.  Well  —  Heaven's  above  all,-  and  there  be 
fouls  that  muft  be  faved,  and  there  be  fouls  mull:  not  be  faved. 

Jago.  It's  true,  good  lieutenant. 

Caf  For  mine  own  part,  (no  offence  to  the  General,  nor  any 
man  of  quality  ;)  I  hope  to  be  faved. 
Jago.  And  fo  do  I  too,  lieutenant. 

Caf  Ay,  but  by  your  leave,  not  before  me.  The  Lieutenant 
is  to  be  faved  before  the  Ancient.     Let's  have  no  more  of  this ; 

let's  to  our  affairs.    Forgive  our  fins  gentlemen  jet's  look 

to  our  bufinefs.  Do  not  think,  gentlemen,  I  am  drunk  :  this  is 
my  Ancient  j  this  is  my  right  hand,  and  this  is  my  left.     I  am 
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not  drunk  now ;  I  can  ftand  well  enough,  and  I  fpeak  well  enough. 
Gent.  Excellent  well. 

Caf.  Why  very  well  then:  you  muft  not  think  then  that  I 
am  drunk.  [Exit. 

SCENE  XI. 

Manent  Jago  and  Montano. 

Mont.  To  the  platform,  matters,  come,  let's  fee  the  watch. 

Jago.  You  fee  this  fellow  that  is  gone  before, 
He  is  a  foldier,  fit  to  ftand  by  defar, 
And  give  direction.    And  do  but  fee  his  vice, 
'Tis  to  his  virtues  a  juft  equinox, 
The  one  as  long  as  th'  other.    'Tis  pity  of  him  j 
I  fear  the  truft  Othello  puts  him  in, 
On  fome  odd  time  of  his  infirmity, 
Will  make  this  ifland. 

Mon.  But  is  he  often  thus  ? 

Jago.  'Tis  evermore  the  prologue  to  his  fleep. 
He'll  watch  the  horologue  a  double  fet, 
If  drink  rock  not  his  cradle. 

Mont.  It  were  well 
The  General  were  put  in  mind  of  it : 
Perhaps  he  fees  it  not,  or  his  good  nature 
Prizes  the  virtue  that  appears  in  Cajfio, 
And  looks  not  on  his  evils :  is  not  this  true  ? 

Enter  Rodorigo. 

Jago.  How  now,  Rodorigo  f 
I  pray  you  after  the  lieutenant,  go. 

Mont.  And  'tis  great  pity  that  the  noble  Moor 
Should  hazard  fuch  a  place  as  his  own  fecond, 
With  one  of  an  ingraft  infirmity  $ 


[Exit  Rod. 
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It  were  an  honed  a&ion  to  fay  fo 
Unto  the  Moor, 

Jago.  Not  I,  for  this  fair  ifland ; 
I  do  love  Caffio  well,  and  would  do  much 
To  cure  him  of  this  evil.    Hark,  what  noife  ? 

Re-enter  Caflio  purfulng  Rodorigo. 

Caf  You  rogue !  you  rafcal !  — 
Mon.  What's  the  matter,  lieutenant  ? 

Caf.  A  knave  teach  me  my  duty  ?  I'll  beat  the  knave  into  a 
twiggen  bottle. 

Rod.  Beat  me  

Caf  Doft  thou  prate,  rogue? 

Mon.  Nay,  good  lieutenant?  [Staying  him. 

I  pray  you,  Sir,  hold  your  hand. 

Caf  Let  me  go,  Sir,  or  I'll h  knock  you  o'er  the  mazzard. 
Mon.  Come,  come,  you're  drunk. 

Caf.  Drunk? —  [They  fight. 

Jago.  Away  I  fay,  go  out  and  cry  a  mutiny,  [Exit  Rodorigo. 
Nay,  good  lieutenant  —  Alas,  gentlemen  — 

Help  ho !  — Lieutenant  —  Sir,  Montano  

Help  matters!  here's  a  goodly  watch  indeed  — 

Who's  that  who  rings  the  bell  —  diablo,  ho!  [Bell  rings. 

The  town  will  rife.    Fie,  fie,  lieutenant! 

You  will  be  fham'd  for  ever. 

SCENE  XII. 

Enter  Othello,  and  Attendants. 

Oth.  What  is  the  matter  here? 
Mont.  I  bleed  (till,  I  am  hurt,  but  not  to  th5  death. 
Oth.  Hold  for  your  lives.  , 
Jago.  Hold  ho !  lieutenant  —  Sir  —  Montano  —  Gentlemen  — 

T  1 1  i  Have 
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Have  you  forgot  all  place  of  fenfe  and  duty? 

The  General  fpeaks  to  you  —  hold,  hold,  for  fhame  — 

Oth.  Why  how  now  ho  ?  from  whence  arifeth  this  ? 
Are  we  turn'd  lurks?  and  to  our  felves  do  that 
Which  heaven  hath  forbid  the  Ottomites? 
For  chriftian  fhame,  put  by  this  barbarous  brawl ; 
He  that  ftirs  next  to  carve  for  his  own  rage, 
Holds  his  foul  light:  he  dies  upon  his  motion. 
Silence  that  dreadful  bell,  it  frights  the  ifle 
From  her  propriety.    What  is  the  matter? 
Honeft  Jago,  that  looks  dead  with  grieving, 
Speak:  who  began  this?  on  thy  love  I  charge  thee. 

J  ago,  I  do  not  know  j  friends  all,  but  now,  even  now 
In  quarter,  and  in  terms  like  bride  and  groom 

Diverting  them  for  bed;  and  then,  but  now  

As  if  fome  planet  had  unwitted  men, 
Sword  out,  and  tilting  one  at  other's  breads, 
In  oppofition  bloody.    I  can't  fpeak 
Any  beginning  to  this  peevifh  odds, 
And  would  in  action  glorious  I  had  loft 
Thofe  legs  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it ! 

Oth.  How  comes  it,  Michael,  you  are  thus  forgot  ? 

Caf.  I  pray  you  pardon  me,  I  cannot  fpeak. 

Oth,  Worthy  Montano,  you  were  wont  be  civil : 
The  gravity  and  ftillnefs  of  your  youth 
The  world  hath  noted.    And  your  name  is  great 
In  mouths  of  wifeft  cenfure.    What's  the  matter, 
That  you  unlace  your  reputation  thus, 
And  fpend  your  rich  opinion,  for  the  name 
Of  a  night-brawler?  give  me  anfwer  to  it. 

Mont.  Worthy  Othello,  I  am  hurt  to  danger ; 
Your  officer,  Jago,  can  inform  you, 
While  I  fpare  fpeech,  which  fomething  now  offends  me, 
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Of  all  that  I  do  know,  nor  know  I  ought 
By  me  that's  faid  or  done  amifs  this  night, 
Unlefs  felf-charity  be  fometimes  a  vice, 
And  to  defend  our  felves  it  be  a  fin, 
When  violence  affails  us. 

Oth.  Now,  by  heav'n, 
My  blood  begins  my  lafer  guides  to  rule, 
And  paflion,  having  my  beft  judgment  choler'd, 
Affays  to  lead  the  way.    If  I  once  ftir, 
Or  do  but  lift  this  arm,  the  beft  of  you 
Shall  fink  in  my  rebuke.    Give  me  to  know 
How  this  foul  rout  began  ?  who  fet  it  on  ? 
And  he  that  is  approv'd  in  his  offence, 
Tho'  he  had  twinn'd  with  me  both  at  a  birth, 
Shall  lofe  me.    What,  in  a  town  of  war, 
Yet  wild,  the  peoples  hearts  brim-full  of  fear, 
To  manage  private  and  domeftick  quarrel  ? 
In  night,  and  on  the  court  and  guard  of  fafety  ? 
'Tis  monftrous.    Say  Jagoy  who  began't  ? 

Mont.  If  partially  affin'd,  or  leagu'd  in  office, 
Thou  doft  deliver  more  or  lefs  than  truth, 
Thou  art  no  foldier. 

J  ago.  Touch  me  not  fo  near : 
I'd  rather  have  this  tongue  cut  from  my  mouth, 
Than  it  mould  do  offence  to  Michael  CaJJio. 
Yet  I  perfwade  my  felf,  to  fpeak  the  truth 
Shall  nothing  wrong  him.    Thus  'tis,  General : 
Montano  and  my  felf  being  in  fpeech, 
There  comes  a  fellow  crying  out  for  help, 
And  CaJJio  following  with  djtermin'd  fword, 
To  execute  upon  him.    Sir,  this  gentleman 
Steps  in  to  CaJJio,  and  intreats  his  paufe  > 
My  felf  the  crying  fellow  did  purfuej 
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Left  by  his  clamour  (as  it  Co  fell  out) 

The  town  might  fall  in  fright.    He,  fwift  of  foot, 

Out-ran  my  purpofc:  I  return'd  the  rather 

For  that  I  heard  the  clink  and  fall  of  /Vords, 

And  Cajjio  high  in  oath  j  which  'till  to-xiight 

I  ne'er  might  fay  before.    When  I  came  back, 

(For  this  was  brief)  I  found  thi  m  clofe  together 

At  blow  and  thruft,  even  as  again  they  were 

When  you  your  felf  did  part  them. 

More  of  this  matter  cannot  I  report. 

But  men  are  men  j  the  beft  fometimes  forget,* 

Tho'  CaJJlo  did  fome  little  wrong  to  him, 

As  men  in  rage  ffcrike  thofe  that  with  them  befl, 

Yet  furely  Cajfio^  I  believe,  receiv'd 

From  him  that  fled  lome  ftrange  indignity, 

Which  patience  could  not  pafs. 

Oth.  I  know,  Jagoy 
Thy  honefty  and  love  doth  mince  this  matter, 
Making  it  light  to  CaJJlo.    Cafflo  I  love  thee, 
But  never  more  be  officer  of  mine. 

Enter  Defdemona  attended. 

Look  if  my  gentle  love  be  not  rais'd  up  : 
I'll  make  thee  an  example. 

Def.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Oth.  All  is  well,  fweeting ■  come,  away  to  bed. 
Sir,  for  your  hurts,  my  felf  will  be  your  furgeon. 
Lead  him  off: 

Jagoy  look  with  care  about  the  town, 

And  filence  thofe  whom  this  vile  brawl  diitra&ed. 

Come,  Defdemonay  'tis  the  foldier's  life, 

To  have  their  balmy  flumbers  wak'd  with  ftrife.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE 


Moor  c/Venice. 


5i9 


SCENE  XIII. 

Manent  Jago  and  Caffio. 

J  ago.  What,  are  you  hurt,  lieutenant  ? 

Caf.  Paft  all  furgery. 

Jago.  Marry,  heav'n  forbid. 

Caf.  Reputation,  reputation,  reputation!  oh  I  have  loft  my 
reputation !  I  have  loft  the  immortal  part  of  my  (elf,  and  what 
remains  is  beftial.    My  reputation,  Jago,  my  reputation  

Jago.  As  I  am  an  honeft  man,  I  had  thought  you  had  recei- 
ved fome  bodily  wound  ,•  there  is  more 1  fenfe  in  that  than  in  re- 
putation. Reputation  is  an  idle,  and  moft  falfe  impofition ;  ofc 
got  without  merit,  and  loft  without  deferving.  You  have  loft  no 
reputation  at  all,  unlefs  you  repute  your  feif  fuch  a  lofer.  What 

man  there  are  ways  to  recover  the  General  again.     You  are 

but  now  caft  in  his  mood,  a  punifhment  more  in  policy  than  in 
malice,  even  fo  as  one  would  beat  his  orTencelefs  dog  to  affright 
an  imperious  lion,    Sue  to  him  again,  and  he's  yours. 

Caf.  I  will  rather  fue  to  be  delpis'd,  than  to  deceive  fo  good  a 
commander,  with  fo  flight,  fo  drunken,  and  fo  indifcreet  an  offi- 
cer. Drunk?  and  fpeak,  parrot?  and  fquabble:  fwagger ?  fwear ? 
and  difcourfe  fuftian  with  ones  ow  n  fhadow  ?  oh  thou  inviflble 
fpirit  of  wine!  if  thou  haft  no  name  to  be  known  by,  let  us  call 
thee  devil. 

Jago.  What  was  he  that  you  follow' d  with  your  fword  ?  what 
had  he  done  to  your 
Caf  I  know  nor. 
Jago.  Is't  poffible? 

Caf.  I  remember  a  mafs  of  things,  but  nothing  diftincttly:  a 
quarrel,  but  nothing  wherefore.  Oh,  that  men  mould  put  an 
enemy  in  their  mouths,  to  fteal  away  their  brains!  that  wefhouid 
with  joy,  pleafance,  revel  and  applaufe,  transform  our  felve>  in- 
to beafts.  Jay. 

>  offence  ed.  prim. 
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J  ago.  Why,  but  you  are  now  well  enough :  how  came  you 
thus  recover'd  ? 

Caf  It  hath  pleas'd  the  devil,  drunkennefs,  to  give  place  to  the 
devil,  wrath ;  one  unperfectnefs  mews  me  another,  to  make  me 
frankly  defpife  my  felf. 

Jago.  Come,  you  are  too  fevere  a  moraler.  As  the  time, 
the  place,  and  the  condition  of  this  country  (lands,  I  could  hear- 
tily wifh  this  had  not  befaln :  but  fince  it  is  as  it  is,  mend  it  for 
your  own  good. 

Caf  I  will  ask  him  for  my  place  again  $  he  mall  tell  me,  I 
am  a  drunkard  I  had  I  as  many  mouths  as  Hydra,  fuch  an  an- 
fwer  would  flop  them  all.  To  be  now  a  fenfible  man,  by  and 
by  a  fool,  and  prefently  a  bead.  Every  inordinate  cup  is  un- 
blefs'd,  and  the  ingredient  is  a  devil. 

Jago.  Come,  come,  good  wine  is  a  good  familiar  creature,  if 
it  be  well  us'd:  exclaim  no  more  againft  it.  And,  good  lieute- 
nant, I  think  you  think  I  love  you. 

Caf.  I  have  well  approv'd  it,  Sir.  I  drunk! 

Jago.  You,  or  any  man  living,  may  be  drunk  at  fome  time, 
man.  I  tell  you  what  you  mall  do :  our  General's  wife  is  now 
the  General.  I  may  fay  fo,  in  this  refped,  for  that  he  hath  de- 
voted and  given  up  himfelf  to  the  contemplation,  mark,  and 
devotement  of  her  parts  and  graces.  Confefs  your  felf  freely  to 
her:  importune  her  help,  to  put  you  in  your  place  again.  She 
is  of  fo  free,  fo  kind,  fo  apt,  fo  blefled  a  difpofition,  me  holds 
it  a  vice  in  her  goodnefs  not  to  do  more  than  (he  is  requeued. 
This  broken  joint  between  you  and  her  husband,  intreat  her  to 
fplinter.  And  my  fortunes  againft  any  lay  worth  naming,  this 
crack  of  your  love  mall  grow  ftronger  than  it  was  before. 

Caf  You  advife  me  well. 

Jago.  I  proteft  in  the  lincerity  of  love,  and  honeft  kindnefs. 
Caf.  I  think  i:  freely:  and  betimes  in  the  morning  I  will  be- 
feech  the  virtuous  Defdemona  to  undertake  for  me:  I  am  de- 
sperate 
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[perate  of  my  fortunes,  if  they  check  me. 

J  ago.  You  are  in  the  right :  good  night,  lieutenant,  I  muft 
to  the  watch. 

Caf.  Good  night,  honeft  Jago.  [Exit  Caflio. 

SCENE  xiv. 

Manet  Jago. 

Jago.  And  what's  he  then,  that  fays  I  play  the  villain  ? 
When  this  advice  is  free  I  give,  and  honeft, 
Likely  to  thinking,  and  indeed  the  courfe 
To  win  the  Moor  again.    For  'tis  moft  eafie 
Th'  inclining  Defdemona  to  fubdue 
In  any  honeft  fuit :  (he's  fram'd  as  fruitful 
As  the  free  elements.    And  then  for  her 
To  win  the  Moor,  were't  to  renounce  his  baptifm, 
All  feals  and  fymbols  of  redeemed  fin, 
His  foul  is  fo  enfetter'd  to  her  love 
That  (he  may  make,  unmake,  do  what  (he  lift, 
Even  as  her  appetite  mall  play  the  God 
With  his  weak  function.    Am  I  then  a  villain, 
To  counfel  CaJJio  to  this  parallel  courfe, 
Directly  to  his  good  ?  'Tis  hell's  divinity  : 
When  devils  will  their  blackeft  fins  put  on, 
They  do  fuggeft  at  firft  with  heav'nly  fliews, 
As  I  do  now.    For  while  this  honeft  fool 
Plies  Defdemona  to  repair  his  fortune, 
And  {he  for  him  pleads  ftrongly  to  the  Moor,- 
111  pour  this  peftilence  into  his  ear, 
That  {he  repeals  him  for  her  body's  luft  : 
And  by  how  much  {he  ftrives  to  do  him  good, 
She  {hall  undo  her  credit  with  the  Moor. 
So  will  I  turn  her  virtue  into  pitch, 

V  o  l.  VI.  U  u  u  And 
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And  out  of  her  own  goodnefs  make  the  net 

That  fhali  f  enmem  them  all.    How  now,  Rod'rigo/ 

SCENE  xv. 

Enter  Rodorigo. 

Rod.  I  follow  here  in  the  chace,  not  like  a  hound  that 
hunts,  but  one  that  fills  up  the  cry.  My  mony  is  almoft  fpent  ,- 
I  have  been  to-night  exceedingly  well  cudgelled  $  and  I  think  the 
irTue  will  be,  I  mall  have  fo  much  experience  for  my  pains  \  and 
fo  with  no  mony  at  all,  and  a  little  more  wit,  return  again  to 
V ?mce. 

J  ago.  How  poor  are  they  that  have  not  patience? 
What  wound  did  ever  heal  but  by  degrees? 
Thou  know'ft  we  work  by  wit,  and  not  by  witchcraft,- 
And  wit  depends  on  dilatory  time: 
Does't  not  go  well  ?  Caffio  hath  beaten  thee, 
And  thou  by  that  fmall  hurt  haft  cafhier'd  CaJJio. 
Tho'  other  things  grow  fair  againft  the  fun, 
Yet  fruits  that  blofTom  firft,  will  firft  be  ripe: 
Content  thy  felf  a  while.    In  troth  'tis  morning,- 
Pleafure  and  action  make  the  hours  feem  fhort. 
Retire  thee  •  go  where  thou  art  billetted  : 
Away,  I  fay,  thou  fhalt  know  more  hereafter: 
Nay,  get  thee  gone.  \Exit  Rodorigo. 

Two  things  are  to  be  done- 
My  wife  muft  move  for  Caffio  to  her  miftrefs : 
I'll  fet  her  on  to  draw  the  Moor  apart, 
And  bring  him  jump,  when  he  may  Caffio  find 
Solliciting  his  wife :  ay,  that's  the  way  : 

Dull  not  device,  by  coldnefs  and  delay.  [Exit. 

ACT 


+  en-mefh.  a  metaphor  from  taking  HrJs  in  meflies. 
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ACT   III.   SCENE  I. 

Othello'x  Palace. 
Enter  Caffio,  Muficians,  and  Clown. 
Cass  i  p. 

ASTERS,  play  here,  I  will  content  your  pains, 
Something  that's  brief ^   and  bid  good-morrow, 
General. 

Clown.  Why,  mafters,  have  your  inftruments 
been  in  Naples,  that  they  (peak  i'th'  nofe  thus  ? 
Muf  How,  Sir,  how? 
Clown.  Are  thefe,  I  pray  you,  wind  inftruments? 
Muf.  Ay,  marry  are  they,  Sir. 
Clown.  Oh,  thereby  hangs  a  tale. 
Muf.  Whereby  hangs  a  tale,  Sir  ? 

Clown.  Marry,  Sir,  by  many  a  wind  inftrument  that  I  know* 
But,  mafters,  here's  mony  for  you:  and  the  General  Co  likes 
your  mufick,  that  he  defires  you  for  loves  fake  to  make  no  noife 
with  it. 

Muf.  Well,  Sir,  we  will  not. 

Clown.  If  you  have  any  mufick  that  may  not  be  heard,  to't  a- 
gain.  But,  as  they  fay,  to  hear  mufick,  the  General  does  not 
greatly  care. 

Muf.  We  have  none  fuch,  Sir. 

Clown.  Then  put  up  your  pipes  in  your  bag,  for  I'll  away.  Go, 
vanilh  into  air,  away.  [Exit  Muf. 

Caf  Doft  thou  hear  me,  mine  honeft  friend  ? 
Clown.  No,  I  hear  not  your  honeft  friend    I  hear  you. 
Caf.  Pr'ythee,  keep  up  thy  quillets,  there's  a  poor  peice  of  gold  for 

U  u  u  z  thee : 
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thee:  if  the  gentlewoman  that  attends  the  General's  wife  be  ftir- 
ring,  tell  her  there's  one  CaJJio  entreats  of  her  a  little  favour  of 
fpeech.    Wilt  thou  do  this  ? 

Clown.  She  is  flirring,  Sir,  if  me  will  ftir  hither,  I  mall  frem 
to  notifie  unto  her.  [Exit  Clown. 

Caf  Do  my  good  friend. 

To  him  enter  Jago. 

In  happy  time,  Jago. 

Jago,  You  have  not  been  a-bed  then  ? 

Caf,  Why,  no ;  the  day  had  broke  before  we  parted. 
I  have  made  bold  to  fend  in  to  your  wife; 
My  fuit  is,  that  me  will  to  Defdemona 
Procure  me  fbme  accefs. 

Jago.  I'll  fend  her  prefently : 
And  I'll  devife  a  mean  to  draw  the  Moor 
Out  of  the  way,  that  your  converfe  and  bufinefs 
May  be  more  free.  [Exit, 

Caf.  I  humbly  thank  you  for't.    I  never  knew 
A  Florentine  more  kind  and  honeft. 

To  him  enter  ^Emilia. 

JEmil.  Good-morrow,  good  lieutenant,  I  am  fbrry 
For  your  difpleafare,-  but  all  will  fure  be  well. 
The  General  and  his  wife  are  talking  of  it  : 
And  flie  fpeaks  for  you  ftoutly.    The  Moor  replies; 
That  he  you  hurt  is  of  great  fame  is  Cyprus, 
And  great  affinity  j  and  that  in  wifdom 
He  might  not  but  refufe  you.    But  he  protefls  he  loves  you, 
And  needs  no  other  fuitor  but  his  likings, 
To  bring  you  in  again. 

Caf  \  et,  I  befeech  you, 
Jf  you  think  fit,  or  that  it  may  be  done, 

Give 


Moor  of  Venice.  525 

Give  me  advantage  of  fbme  brief  difcourfe 
With  Defdemona  alone. 

JEm'iL  Pray  you  come  in, 
I  will  beftow  you  where  you  (hall  have  time 
To  (peak  your  bofom  freely. 

Caf.  I'm  much  bound  to  you.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Othello,  Jago,  and  Gentlemen. 

Oth.  Thefe  letters  give,  Jago,  to  the  pilot, 
And  by  him  do  my  duties  to  the  fenate 
That  done,  I  will  be  walking  on  the  works, 
Repair  there  to  me. 

J  ago.  My  good  lord,  I'll  do't. 

Oth.  This  fortification,  gentlemen,  (hall  we  fee't  ? 

Gent.  We'll  wait  upon  your  lordfhip.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

An  Apartment. 

■ 

Enter  Defdemona,  Caflio,  and  ^Emilia. 

Def.  Be  thou  arTur'd,  good  Caffio,  I  will  do 
All  my  abilities  in  thy  behalf. 

ALm'il.  Good  madam,  do :  I  know  it  grieves  my  husband 
As  if  the  caufe  were  his. 

Def.  Oh  that's  an  honeft  fellow;  doubt  not,  CaJfioy 
But  I  will  have  my  lord  and  you  again 
As  friendly  as  you  were. 

Caf.  Moft  bounteous  madam, 
Whatever  (hall  become  of  Michael  Caffio, 
He's  never  any  thing  but  your  true  fervant. 

Def  I  know't,  I  thank  you ;  you  do  love  my  lord, 

You've 
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You've  known  him  long,  and  be  you  well  aflur'd, 
He  (hall  in  ftrangenefs  ftand  no  farther  off 
Than  in  a  politick  diftance. 

Caf.  Ay,  but  lady, 
That  policy  may  either  lafl:  fo  long, 
Or  feed  upon  fuch  nice  and  waterim  diet, 
Or  breed  it  felf  fo  out  of  circumftances, 
That  I  being  abfent,  and  my  place  fupply'd, 
My  General  will  forget  my  love  and  fervice. 

Def.  Do  not  doubt  that    before  /Emilia  here, 
I  give  thee  warrant  of  thy  place.    Affure  thee, 
If  I  do  vow  a  friendmip,  I  II  perform  it 
To  the  laft  article.    My  lord  (hall  never  reft, 
I'll  watch  him  tame,  and  talk  him  out  of  patience; 
His  bed  (hill  feem  a  fchool,  his  board  a  (hrift, 
I'll  intermingle  every  thing  he  do's 
With  CaJJlo\  fuit :  therefore  be  merry,  CaJJloy 
For  thy  follicitor  mall  rather  die, 
Than  give  thy  caufe  away. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Othello  and  Jago. 

JEmiL  Madam,  here  comes  my  lord. 
Caf.  Madam,  I'll  take  my  leave. 
Def  Why  ftay,  and  hear  me  (peak. 
Caf.  Madam,  not  now  $  I'm  very  ill  at  ea(e. 
Unfit  for  mine  own  purpofes. 

Def  Well,  do  your  difcretion.  [Exit  Caflio. 

Jago.  Hah  ?  I  like  not  that. 
Oth.  What  doft  thou  fay  ? 

Jago.  Nothing,  my  lord  -y  or  if — I  know  not  what. 
Oth.  Was  not  that  CaJJlo  parted  from  my  wife  ? 

Jag°- 
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J  ago.  Caffioy  my  lord?  no  fare,  I  cannot  think  it, 
That  he  would  fteal  away  Co  guilty-like, 
Seeing  you  coming. 

Oth.  I  believe  'twas  he. 

Def  How  now,  my  lord  ? 
I  have  been  talking  with  a  fuitor  here, 
A  man  that  languimes  in  your  difpleafure. 

Oth.  Who  is't  you  mean  ? 

Def  Why  your  lieutenant  CaJJlo.    Good  my  lord, 
If  I  have  any  grace,  or  power  to  move  you, 
His  prefent  reconciliation  take. 
For  if  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  you, 
That  errs  in  ignorance,  and  not  in  cunning, 
I  have  no  judgment  in  an  honeft  face. 
I  pr'ythee  call  him  back. 

Oth.  Went  he  hence  now? 

Def  In  (both,  fo  bumbled, 
That  he  hath  left  part  of  his  grief  with  me 
To  fuffer  with  him.    Good  love,  call  him  back. 

Oth.  Not  now,  fweet  Defdemona,  fome  other  time. 

Def  Butftall't  be  fhortly? 

Oth.  Sooner,  fweet,  for  you. 

Def  ShalPt  be  to-night,  at  fupper  ? 

Oth.  Not  to-night. 

Def.  To-morrow  dinner  then? 

Oth.  I  (hall  not  dine  at  home : 
I  meet  the  captains  at  the  citadel. 

Def  Why  then  to-morrow  night,  or  Tuefday  morn, 
Or  Tuefday  noon,  or  night,  or  Wednefday  morn. 
I  pr'ythee  name  the  time,  but  let  it  not 
Exceed  three  days;  in  faith  he's  penitent: 
And  yet  his  trefpafs,  in  our  common  reafon, 
(Save  that  they  fay  the  wars  muft  make  example, 
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Out  of  their  beft,)  is  not  almoft  a  fault 

T'incurr  a  private  check.    When  fhall  he  come? 

Tell  me,  Othello.    I  wonder  in  my  foul 

What  you  would  ask  me,  that  I  would  deny, 

Or  ftand  fo  a  mutt'nng  on?  what?  Michael  CaJ/io/—— 

That  came  a  wooing  with  you,  and  many  a  time 

When  I  have  fpoke  of  you  cilpraifingly 

Hath  ta'en  your  part,  to  have  fo  much  to  do 

To  bring  him  in?  cruft  me,  I  could  do  much  

Oth.  Pr'ythee  no  more,  let  him  come  when  he  will, 
I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Def.  \\  hy,  this  is  not  a  boon: 
?Tis  as  I  mould  entreat  you  wear  your  gloves, 
Or  feed  on  nounfhing  meats,  or  keep  you  warm  j 
Or  fue  to  you,  to  do  peculiar  profit 
To  your  own  perfon.    Nay,  when  I  have  fuit, 
Wherein  I  mean  to  touch  your  love  indeed, 
It  (hall  be  full  of  poize  and  difficulty, 
And  fearful  to  be  granted. 

Oth.  I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 
Whereon  I  do  befeech  thee,  grant  me  this, 
To  leave  me  but  a  little  to  my  felf. 

Def.  Shall  I  deny  you  ?  no :  farewel,  my  lord. 

Oth.  Farewel,  my  Defdemona,  I'll  come  ftraight. 

Def.  JEmilia,  come    be  as  your  fancies  teach  you  : 
Whate'er  you  be.    I  am  obedient.  [Exeunt. 

*  S  C  E  N  E  V. 

Manent  Othello  and  Jago. 

Oth.  Excellent  wretch!  perdition  catch  my  foul, 
But  I  do  love  thee;  and  when  I  love  thee  not, 
Chaos  is  come  again. 

•  mamm'ring. 
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Jago.  My  noble  lord. 

Oth.  What  doft  thou  fay,  J  ago? 

Jago.  Did  Michael  CaJfio>  when  you  woo'd  my  lady, 
Know  of  your  love? 

Oth.  He  did  from  firft  to  laft;  why  doft  thou  ask? 

Jago.  But  for  a  latisfaction  of  my  thought, 
No  further  harm. 

Oth.  Why  of  thy  thought,  Jago? 

Jago.  I  did  not  think  he'd  been  acquainted  with  it. 

Oth.  Oh  yes,  and  went  between  us  very  oft. 

Jago.  Indeed! 

Oth.  Indeed!  ay,  indeed.    Difcern'ft  thou  ought  of  that  ? 
Is  he  not  honed  ? 

Jago.  Honeft,  my  lord? 
Oth.  Honeft?  ay,  honeft. 
Jago.  My  lord,  for  ought  I  know. 
Oth.  What  doft  thou  think  ? 
Jago.  Think,  my  lord!  

Oth.  Think,  my  lord!  why  by  heav'n,  thou  eccho'ft me,- 
As  if  there  were  fome  monfter  in  thy  thought 
Too  hideous  to  be  (hewn.    Thou  doft  mean  fomething : 

I  heard  thee  fay  but  now,  thou  lik'dft  not  that,  

When  Cajjio  left  my  wife.    What  did'ft  not  like  ? 

And  when  I  told  thee,  he  was  of  my  counfel, 

In  my  whole  courfe  of  wooing ,  thou  cry'dft,  indeed? 

And  didft  contract  and  purfe  thy  brow  together, 

As  if  thou  then  hadft  fhut  up  in  thy  brain 

Some  horrible  conceit :  if  thou  doft  love  me 

Shew  me  thy  thought. 

Jago.  My  lord,  you  know  I  love  you. 

Oth.  I  think  thou  doft  : 
And  for  I  know  thou'rt  full  of  love  and  honefty, 
And  weigh'ft  thy  words  before  thou  giv'ft  them  breath, 

V  o  l.  VI.  X  x  x  Therefore 
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Therefore  thefe  flops  of  thine  fright  me  the  more: 
For  fuch  things,  in  a  falfe  difloyai  knave, 
Are  tricks  of  cuftom  $  but  in  a  man  that's  juft, 
They're b  clofe  denotements  working  from  the  heart, 
That  paffion  cannot  rule. 

Jago.  For  Michael  Caffio, 
I  dare  be  fworn,  I  think,  that  he  is  honeft. 

Oth.  I  think  fo  too. 

Jago.  Men  mould  be  what  they  feem. 
Or  thofe  that  be  not,  would  they  might  feem  none. 

Oth.  Certain,  men  mould  be  what  they  feem. 

Jago.  Why,  then  I  think  Cajfio's  an  honeft  man. 

Oth.  Nay,  yet  there's  more  in  this, 
I  pray  thee  fpeak  to  me  as  to  c  thy  thinkings, 
As  thou  doft  ruminate,  and  give  thy  worft  of  thoughts, 
The  worft:  of  words. 

Jago.  Good,  my  lord,  pardon  me. 
d  Tho'  I  am  bound  to  every  ad  of  duty, 
I  am  not  bound  to  that,  all  (laves  are  free  to  -y 
Utter  my  thoughts! —  Why  fay  they're  vile  and  falfe? 
As  where's  that  palace  whereinto  foul  things 
Sometimes  intrude  not  ?  who  has  a  breaft  (b  pure, 
But  fome  uncleanly  apprehenfions 
Keep  leets  and  law-days,  and  in  fefTions  fit 
With  meditations  lawful  ? 

Oth.  Thou  doft  confpire  againft  thy  friend,  Jago, 
If  thou  but  think'ft  him  wrong'd,  and  mak'ft  his  ear 
A  ftranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

Jago.  I  do  befeech  you, 
Though  I  perchance  am  vicious  in  my  guefs, 
(As  I  confefs  it  is  my  nature's  plague 
To  fpie  into  abufe,  and  oft  my  jealoufie 
Shapes  faults  that  are  not,)  I  intreat  you  then 

From 
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From  one  that  fo  imperfectly  conceits, 
Your  wifdom  would  not  build  your  felf  a  trouble 
Out  of c  my  fcattering  and  unfure  obfervance : 
It  were  not  for  your  quiet,  nor  your  good, 
Nor  for  my  manhood,  honefty  and  wifdom, 
To  let  you  know  my  thoughts. 
Oth.  What  doft  thou  mean  ? 

Jago.  Good  name  in  man  and  woman,  dear  my  lord, 
Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  fouls. 

<  Who  fleais  my  purfe  fteals  trafli,  'tis  fomething,  nothing 
c  'Twas  mine,  'tis  his,  and  has  been  Have  to  thoufands  j 
c  But  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name, 
c  Robs  me  of  that,  which  not  enriches  him, 
c  And  makes  me  poor  indeed. 

Oth.  I'll  know  thy  thoughts  

Jago.  You  cannot,  if  my  heart  were  in  your  handj 
Nor  fhall  not,  whilft  'tis  in  my  cuftody. 

Otk  Ha! 

Jago.  Oh,  beware,  my  lord,  of  jealoufie, 
It  is  a  green-ey'd  monfter,  which  doth  mock 
The  meat  it  feeds  on.    That  cuckold  lives  in  blils, 
Who,  certain  of  his  fate,  loves  not  his  wronger ; 
But  oh,  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  o'er, 
Who  dotes,  yet  doubts ;  fufpe&s,  yet  ftrongly  loves  f 

Oth.  Oh  mifery! 

Jago.  Poor,  and  content,  is  rich,  and  rich  enough,- 
But  riches  endlefs,  is  as  poor  as  winter, 
To  him  that  ever  fears  he  fhall  be  poor. 
Good  heaven !  the  fouls  of  all  my  tribe  defend 
From  jealoufie. 

Oth.  Why?  why  is  this? 
Think'ft  thou  I'd  make  a  life  of  jealoufie? 
To  follow  ftill  the  changes  of  the  moon, 

Xxx  1  With 
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With  frefh  fufpicions  ?  No ;  to  be  once  in  doubt, 

Is  once  to  be  refolv'd.  Exchange  me  for  a  goat, 

When  I  mall  turn  the  bufinefs  of  my  foul 

To  fuch  exufflicate  and  blown  furmifes, 

Matching  thy  inference.  'Tis  not  to  make  me  jealous, 

To  fay  my  wife  is  fair,  feeds  well,  loves  company, 

Is  free  of  fpeech,  fings,  plays,  and  dances  well; 

Where  virtue  is,  thele  are  mod  virtuous. 

Nor  from  mine  own  weak  merits,  will  I  draw 

The  fmallefl:  fear,  or  doubt  of  her  revolt, 

For  flie  had  eyes,  and  chofe  me.    No,  Jago} 

I'll  fee  before  I  doubt;  when  I  doubt,  prove,- 

And  on  the  proof,  there  is  no  more  but  this, 

Away  at  once  with  love,  or  jealoufie. 

J  ago.  I'm  glad  of  this;  for  now  I  (hall  have  reafbn 
To  (hew  the  love  and  duty  that  I  bear  you 
With  franker  fpirit.    Therefore,  as  I'm  bound, 
Receive  it  from  me.    I  fpeak  not  yet  of  proof. 
Look  to  your  wife,  obferve  her  well  with  CaJfioy 
Wear  your  eye,  thus,-  not  jealous,  norfecure,- 
I  would  not  have  your  free  and  noble  nature 
Out  of  felf-bounty  be  abus'd  ■  look  to'c. 
I  know  our  country  difpofition  well,- 
In  Venice  they  do  let  heav'n  fee  the  pranks 
They  dare  not  fhew  their  husbands  •>  their  befl:  confcience 
Is  not  to  leave't  undone,  but  keep't  unknown. 

Otb.  Doft  thou  fay  fo  ? 

Jago.  She  did  deceive  her  father,  marrying  you, 
And  when  (he  feem'd  to  make,  and  fear  your  looks, 
She  lov'd  them  moft. 

Oth.  And  fo  fhe  did. 

Jago.  Go  to  then  ,- 
She  that  fo  young  could  give  out  fuch  a  feeming 
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To  jfeal  her  father's  eyes  up,  clofe  as  oak  — 

He  thought  'twas  witchcraft — but  I'm  much  to  blame: 

I  humbly  do  befeech  you  of  your  pardon 

For  too  much  loving  you. 

Oth.  Fm  bound  to  you  for  ever. 

Jago.  1  fee  this  hath  a  little  dafh'd  your  fpirits. 

Oth.  Not  a  jot,  not  a  jot. 

J  ago.  Truft  me,  I  fear  it  has : 
I  hope  you  will  confider,  what  is  (poke 
Comes  from  my  love.    But  I  do  lee  you're  mov'd  — 
I  am  to  pray  you,  not  to  ftrain  my  fpeech  y 
To  groffer  ilfues,  nor  to  larger  reach, 
Than  to  lufpicion, 

Oth.  I  will  not. 

J  ago.  Should  you  do  fo,  my  lord, 
My  fpeech  would  fall  into  fuch  vile  fuccefs, 
Which  my  thoughts  aim  not  at.  Cajfio's  my  worthy  friend. 
My  lord,  I  fee  you're  mov'd  — 

Oth.  No,  not  much  mov'd  

I  do  not  think  but  Defdemona's  honeft. 

Jago.  Long  live  (lie  fo  -t  and  long  live  you  to  think  io. 

Oth.  And  yet  how  nature  erring  from  it  felf  

Jago.  Ay,  there's  the  point ;  —  as  (to  be  bold  with  you) 
Not  to  affecl:  many  propofed  matches 
Of  her  own  clime,  complexion  and  degree, 
Whereto  we  fee  in  all  things  nature  tends : 
Foh !  one  may  fmell  in  fuch,  a  will  moft  rank. 
Foul  difproportions,  thoughts  unnatural. 
But,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  in  portion 
Diftin&ly  fpeak  of  her,  tho'  1  may  fear 
Her  will,  recoiling  to  her  better  judgment, 
May  fall  to  match  you  with  her  country  forms, 
And  haply  fo  repent, 
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Oth.  Farewel,  farewel,- 
If  more  thou  doft  perceive,  let  me  know  more: 
Sec  on  thy  wife  t'obferve.    Leave  me,  Jago. 

Jago.  My  lord,  I  take  my  leave.  [Go'mg- 

Oth.  Why  did  I  marry  ? 
This  honell:  creature,  doubtlefs, 
Sees,  and  knows  more,  much  more  than  he  unfolds. 

Jago.  My  lord,  I  would  I  might  intreat  your  honour 
To  fcan  this  thing  no  farther ;  leave  it  to  time: 
Altho'  'tis  fit  that  CaJJlo  have  his  place, 
For  fure  he  fills  it  up  with  great  ability, 
Yet  if  you  pleafe  to  put  him  off  a  while, 
You  (hall  by  that  perceive  him,  and  his  means  j 
Note,  if  your  lady  ftrain  his  entertainment 
With  any  ftrong,  or  vehement  importunity, 
Much  will  be  feen  in  that.    In  the  mean  time, 
Let  me  be  thought  too  bufie  in  my  fears, 
(As  worthy  caufe  I  have  to  fear  I  am,) 
And  hold  her  free,  I  do  befeech  your  honour. 

Oth.  Fear  not  my  government. 

Jago.  I  once  more  take  my  leave.  [Exit- 

SCENE  VI. 

Manet  Othello. 

Oth.  This  fellow's  of  exceeding  honefty, 
And  knows  all  qualities,  with  a  learn'd  fpirit, 
Of  human  dealings.    If  I  prove  her  haggard, 
fTho'  that  her  jeffes  were  my  dear  heart-ftrings, 
I  d  whittle  her  crT,  and  let  her  down  the  wind 
To  prey  at  fortune.    Haply,  for  I'm  black 
And  have  not  thofe  foft  parts  of  converfation 
That  chamberers  have  -}  or  for  I  am  declin'd 

Into 

7  A  metaphor  taken  from  falconry.  Jeffes  are  the  firings  they  hold  a  hawk  by. 
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Into  the  vale  of  years,  yet  that's  not  much  — 
She's  gone,  I  am  abus'd,  and  my  relief 
Muft  be  to  loath  her.    Oh  the  curfe  of  marriage! 
That  we  can  call  thefe  delicate  creatures  ours, 
And  not  their  appetites?  I  had  rather  be  a  toad, 
And  live  upon  the  vapour  of  a  dungeon, 
Than  keep  a  corner  in  the  thing  I  love, 
For  others  u(e.    Yet  'tis  the  plague  of  great-ones  ,• 
Prerogativ'd  are  they  le(s  than  the  bafe,- 
'Tis  deftiny  unfhunnable  like  death. 
Even  then,  this  forked  plague  is  fated  to  us, 
When  we  do  quicken.    Defdemona  comes! 

Enter  Defdemona  and  ^Emilia. 

If  me  be  falfe,  oh  then  heav'n  mocks  it  felf  ? 
I'll  not  believe't. 

Def  How  now,  my  dear  Othello  ? 
Your  dinner,  and  the  generous  iilanders, 
By  you  invited,  do  attend  your  prefence. 

Oth.  I  am  to  blame. 

Def.  Why  do  you  fpeak  fo  faintly? 
Are  you  not  well  ? 

Oth.  I  have  a  pain  upon  my  forehead  here. 

Def  Why,  that's  with  watching,  'twill  away  again ; 
Let  me  but  bind  it  hard,  within  this  hour 
It  will  be  well. 

Oth.  Your  napkin  is  too  little  ;  [She  drops  her  handkerchief. 
Let  it  alone :  come,  I'll  go  in  with  you. 

Def  I  am  very  forry  that  you  are  not  well.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  VII. 

Manet  ^Emilia. 

JEm'il.  I  am  glad  I  have  found  this  napkin 
This  was  her  firft  remembrance  from  the  Moor  j 
My  wayward  husband  hath  a  hundred  times 
Woo'd  me  to  fteal  it.    But  {he  fo  loves  the  token, 
(For  he  conjur'd  her,  (he  mould  ever  keep  it) 
That  (he  referves  it  evermore  about  her, 
To  kifs  and  talk  to.    I'll  have  the  work  ta'en  out, 
And  give't  Jago  y-  what  he'll  do  with  it, 
Heav'n  knows,  not  I : 
I  nothing,  but  to  pleafe  his  fantafie. 

Enter  J  ago. 

J  ago.  How  now?  what  do  you  here  alone? 
JEm'il.  Do  not  you  chide  -y  I  have  a  thing  for  you. 
J  ago.  You  have  a  thing  for  me? 
It  is  a  common  thing  — 
JEm'il.  Ha? 

Jago.  To  have  a  foolifh  wife. 

JEm'il.  Oh,  is  that  all  \  what  will  you  give  me  now 
For  that  fame  handkerchief? 

Jago.  What  handkerchief? 

JEm'il.  What  handkerchief? 
Why,  that  the  Moor  firft  gave  to  Defdemona, 
That  which  fo  often  you  did  bid  me  fteal. 

Jago.  Haft  ftollen  it  from  her? 

JEmil  No ;  but  me  let  it  drop  by  negligence, 
And  to  th'  advantage,  I  being  here,  took't  up: 
Look,  here  'tis. 

Jago,  A  good  wench,  give  it  me. 
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JEmil.  What  will  you  do  with't,  you  have  been  fo  earneft,  to 
have  me  filch  it  ? 

J  ago.  Why,  what  is  that  to  you  ?  [Snatching  it. 

/Emit.  If 't  be  not  for  iome  purpofe  of  import, 
Give't  me  again.    Poor  lady  (he'll  run  mad, 
When  (he  mail  lack  it. 

J  ago.  Be  not  you  known  on't: 

I  have  ufe  for  it.    Go,  leave  me   [Exit  i£milia. 

I  will  in  Cajpo's  lodging  lofe  this  napkin, 

And  let  him  find  it.    Trifles  light  as  air 

Are,  to  the  jealous,  confirmations  ftrong, 

As  proofs  of  holy  writ.    This  may  do  fbmething. 

The  Moor  already  changes  with  my  poifons  : 

\  Dang'rous  conceits  are  in  their  nature  poifons, 

Which  at  the  firft  are  fcarce  found  to  diftafte ; 

But  with  a  little  a&  upon  the  blood, 

Burn  like  the  mines  of  fulphur.  —  I  did  fay  fo. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Othello. 

Look,  where  he  comes !  Not  poppy,  nor  mandragora, 
Nor  all  the  drowfie  fyrups  of  the  world 
Shall  ever  medicine  thee  to  that  fweet  fleep, 
Which  thou  hadft  yefterday. 
Oth.  Ha!  falfe  to  me! 

Jago.  Why,  how  now,  General  ,•  no  more  of  that. 

Oth.  Avant,  be  gone  j  thou'ft  fet  me  on  the  rack  • 
I  fwear  'tis  better  to  be  much  abus'd, 
Than  but  to  know  a  little. 

Jago.  How,  my  lord  ? 

Oth.  What  fenfe  had  I,  in  her  ftol'n  hours  of  luft  ? 
I  faw't  not,  thought  it  not,  it  harm'd  not  me  j 

Vol.  VI.  Yyy  I 

\  This  line,  refiored  from  the  firft  edition,  compleats  the  fenfe. 
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I  flept  the  next  night  wel!;  was  free  and  merry; 
I  found  not  CaJJio's  kiffes  on  her  lips : 
He  that  is  robb'd,  not  wanting  what  is  ftol'n, 
Let  him  not  know't,  and  he's  not  robb'd  at  all. 

Jago.  I  am  forry  to  hear  this. 

Oth.  I  had  been  happy,  if  the  general  camp, 
(Pioneers  and  all,)  had  tafted  her  fweet  body, 
So  I  had  nothing  known.    Oh  now,  forever 
Farewel  the  tranquil  mind!  Farewel  content! 
Farewel  the  plumed  troops,  and  the  big  war, 
That  make  ambition  virtue!  oh  farewel! 
Farewel  the  neighing  fteed,  and  the  fhrill  trump, 
The  fpirit-ftirring  drum,  th'  ear-piercing  fife, 
The  royal  banner,  and  all  cpality 
Pride,  pomp,  and  circumftance  of  glorious  war  ? 
And  oh  you  mortal  engines,  whofe  rude  throats 
Th'  immortal  Jove's  dread  clamours  counterfeit,. 
Farewel!  Othello's  occupation's  gone! 

J  ago.  Is't  poflible,  my  lord? 

Oth.  Villain,  be  fure  thou  prove  my  love  a  whore ; 
Be  fure  of  it :  give  me  the  ocular  proof,      [Catching  hold  on  htm* 
Or  by  the  worth  of f  mine  eternai  foul, 
Thou  hadft  been  better  have  been  born  a  dog, 
Than  anfwer  my  wak'd  wrath. 

J  ago.  L'c  come  to  this  ? 

Oth.  Make  me  to  fee't,  or  at  the  lead,  fo  prove  it, 
That  the  probation  bear  no  hinge,  nor  loop, 
To  hang  a  doubt  on:  or  woe  upon  thy  life! 

Jago.  My  noble  lord  — 

Oth.  If  thou  doft  flander  her,  and  torture  me, 
Never  pray  more  ,•  abandon  all  remorfe 
On  horrors  head,  horrors  acccumulate; 
Do  deeds  to  make  heav'n  weep,  all  earth  amaz'd  -y 

For 
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For  nothing  canft  thou  to  damnation  add, 
Greater  than  that. 

J  ago.  Oh  grace!  oh  heav'n  defend  me  ! 
Are  you  are  a  man  ?  have  you  a  foul  ?  or  fenfe  ? 
God  be  wi'  you :  take  mine  o  ffice.    Wretched  fool, 
That 5  liv'ft  to  make  thine  honefty  a  vice ! 
Oh  monftrous  world!  take  note,  take  note,  oh  world, 
To  be  direct  and  honeft,  is  not  fafe. 
I  thank  you  for  this  profit,  and  from  hence 
I'll  love  no  friend,  (ith  love  breeds  fuch  offence. 

Oth.  Nay  ftay  —  thou  fliould'ft  be  honeft  

Jago.  I  mould  be  wife,  for  honefty's  a  fool, 
And  lofes  what  it  works  for. 

\  Oth.  By  the  world, 
I  think  my  wife  is  honeft,  and  think  fhe  is  not ; 
I  think  that  thou  art  juft,  and  think  thou  art  not; 
I'll  have  fome  proof.    h  Her  name,  that  was  as  frefh 
As  Dtan's  vifage,  is  now  begrim'd  and  black 
As  mine  own  face.    If  there  be  cords  or  knives, 
Poifon,  or  fire,  or  fuffiocating  fteams, 
I'll  not  endure't.    Would  I  were  fatisfied! 

J  ago.  I  fee  Sir,  you  are  eaten  up  with  paflion,- 
I  do  repent  me  that  I  put  it  to  you. 
You  would  be  fatisfied  ? 

Oth.  Would?  nay,  and  will. 

J  ago.  And  may  -y  but  how  ?  how  fatisfied,  my  lord  ? 
Would  you  1  be  fupervifor,  grofly  gape  on  ? 
Behold  her  topp'd  ? 

Oth.  Death  and  damnation!  oh! 

J  ago.  It  were  a  tedious  difficulty,  I  think, 
To  bring  'em  to  that  profpect:  damn  them  then, 
If  ever  mortal  eyes  do  fee  them  bolder 
More  than  their  own.    What  then  ?  how  then  ? 

Y  y  y  i  What 

s  fooeft.      \  this  fpeecb  not  in  the  firjl  edit.       h  my  name      1  the  fuper-vifwn. 
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What  {hall  I  fay  ?  where's  fatisfa&ion  ? 
It  is  impoflible  you  mould  fee  this, 
Were  they  as  prime  as  goats,  as  hot  as  monkeys, 
As  fait  as  wolves  in  pride,  and  fools  as  grofs 
As  ignorance  made  drunk.    But  yet,  I  fay, 
If  imputation  and  ftrong  circumftances 
Which  lead  directly  to  the  door  of  truth, 
Will  give  you  fatisfaction,  you  might  have't. 

Oth.  Give  me  a  living  reafon  (he's  difloyal. 

'J ago.  I  do  not  like  the  office  ,* 
But  fith  I'm  entred  in  this  caufe  Co  far, 
Prick'd  to't  by  foolifh  honefty  and  love, 
I  will  go  on.    I  lay  with  Caffio  lately, 
And  being  troubled  with  a  raging  tooth, 
I  could  not  fleep  

There  are  a  kind  of  men,  fo  loofe  of  foul 

That  in  their  fleeps  will  mutter  their  affairs ; 

One  of  this  kind  is  Caffio  : 

In  fleep  I  heard  him  fay,  Sweet  Defdemona, 

Let  us  be  wary,  let  us  hide  our  loves ! 

And  then,  Sir,  would  he  gripe,  and  wring  my  hand 

Cry — oh  fweet  creature!  and  then  kifs  me  hard, 

As  if  he  pluckt  up  kiffes  by  the  roots 

And  grew  upon  my  lips  5  then  lay  his  leg 

Over  my  thigh,  and  figh  and  kifs,  and  then 

Cry,  curfed  fate !  that  gave  thee  to  the  Moor. 

Oth.  Oh  monftrous!  monftrous! 

Jctgo.  This  was  but  his  dream. 

Oth.  But  this  denoted  a  fore-gone  conclufion, 
'Tis  a  fhrewd  doubt,  tho'  it  be  but  a  dream. 

Jago.  And  this  may  help  to  thicken  other  proofs 
That  do  demonflrate  thinly. 

Oth.  I'll  tear  her  all  to  peices. 
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Jago.  Nay  but  be  wife,-  yet  we  fee  nothing  done; 
She  may  be  honeft  yet.  Tell  me  but  this, 
Have  you  not  fbmetimes  feen  a  handkerchief, 
Spotted  with  ftrawberries,  in  your  wife's  hand? 

Oth.  I  gave  her  fach  a  one$  'twas  my  firft  gift. 

Jago.  I  know  not  that ;  but  fuch  a  handkerchief, 
(I'm  fare  it  was  your  wife's,)  did  I  to-day 
See  Cajfio  wipe  his  beard  with. 

Oth.  If  it  be  that  

Jago.  If  it  be  that,  or  any,  if  'twas  hers, 
It  (peaks  againft  her  with  the  other  proofs. 

Oth.  Oh  that  the  flave  had  forty  thoufand  lives! 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  revenge. 

Now  do  I  fee  'tis  true.  Look  here,  Jago, 

All  my  fond  love  thus  do  I  blow  to  heav'n  : 
'Tis  gone ;  

Ariie  black  vengeance  from  the  hollow  hell f 
Yield  up,  oh  love,  thy  crown  and  hearted  throne 
Xo  tyrannous  hate!  fwell  bofom  with  thy  fraught, 
For  'tis  of  afpicks  tongues. 

Jago.  Yet  be  content. 

Oth.  Oh  blood,  blood,  blood  

Jago.  Patience  I  fay;  your  mind  may  change. 

Oth.  Never,  Jago,    ^  Like  the  Pontick  fea, 
"Whofe  icy  current  and  compulfive  courfe, 
Ne'er  feels  retiring  ebb,  but  keeps  due  on 
To  the  Propont'tcky  and  the  Hellejpont : 
Even  fb  my  bloody  thoughts  with  violent  pace 
Shall  ne'er  look  back,  ne'er  ebb  to  humble  love, 
'Till  that  a  capable  and  wide  revenge 
Swallow  them  up — Now  by  yond  marble  heav'n,' 
In  the  due  rev'rence  of  a  facred  vow  ;  [He  kneels. 

I  here  engage  my  words   Jag°> 

\  'This  fimile  is  omitted  in  the  firji  edition :  /  think  it  Jhould  be  fo,  as  an  unna- 
tural excurfion  in  this  place. 
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Jago.  Do  not  rife  yet:  [Jago  kneels. 

Witnefs  you  ever-burning  lights  above! 
You  elements  that  clip  us  round  about! 
Witnefs,  that  here  Jago  doth  give  up 
The  execution  of  his  wit,  hands,  heart, 
To  wrong'd  Othello's  fervice.    Let  him  command, 
k  Not  to  obey  (hall  be  in  me  remorfe, 
What  bloody  bufinefs  ever. 

Oth.  I  greet  thy  love, 
Not  with  vain  thanks  but  with  acceptance  bounteous, 
And  will  upon  the  inftant  put  thee  to't: 
Within  thefe  three  days  let  me  hear  thee  fay, 
That  Caffio's  not  alive. 

Jago.  My  friend  is  dead  ; 
'Ti-s  done  at  your  recjueft.    But  let  her  live. 

Oth.  Damn  her,  lewd  minx!  oh  damn  her,  damn  her! 
Come  go  with  me  apart,  I  will  withdraw 
To  furnifh  me  with  fome  fwift  means  of  death 
For  the  fair  devil.    Now  art  thou  my  lieutenant. 

Jago.  I  am  your  own  for  ever.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Defdemona,  ^Emilia,  and  Clown. 

Def.         O  you  know,  firrah,  where  lieutenant  CaJJio  lyes  ? 
\_J    Clown.  I  dare  not  fay  he  lies  any  where. 

Def.  Why  man  ? 

Clown.  He's  afoldier,  and  for  rue  to  fay  a  foldier  lies, 'tis  (tabbing. 
Def.  Go  to }  where  lodges  he? 

Clown.  To  tell  you  where  he  lodges,  is  to  tell  you  where  I  lie. 
Def  Can  any  thing  be  made  of  this  ? 

Clown.  I  know  not  where  he  lodges  ,•  and  for  me  to  devife  a 
lodging,  and  fay  he  lyes  here,  or  he  lyes  there,  were  tc 
mine  own  throat.  Def. 

k  and  to  oWy. 
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Def  Can  you  enquire  him  out?  and  be  edified  by  report? 

Clown.  I  will  catechize  the  world  for  him,  that  is  make 
queftions,  and  by  them  anfwer. 

Def.  Seek  him,  bid  him  come  hither;  tell  him,  I  have 
mov'd  my  lord  on  his  behalf,  and  hope  all  will  be  well. 

Clown.  To  do  this  is  within  the  compafc  of  man's  wit,  and 
therefore  I  will  attempt  the  doing  of  it.  [Exit  Clown. 

Def.  Where  mould  I  lofe  the  handkerchief,  JEmilia? 

JEmil.  I  know  not,  madam. 

Def.  Believe  me,  I  had  rather  have  loft  my  purfe 
Full  of  cruzadoes.    And  but  my  noble  Moor 
Is  true  of  mind,  and  made  of  no  fuch  bafenels 
As  jealous  creatures  are,  it  were  enough 
To  put  him  to  ill  thinking. 

JEmil.  Is  he  not  jealous? 

Def.  Who  he?  I  think  the  Sun  where  he  was  born 
Drew  all  fuch  humours  from  him. 

JEmil.  Look  where  he  comes. 

Def  I  will  not  leave  him  now,  'till  Cafflo  be 
Call'd  to  him.    How  is  it  with  you,  my  lord  ? 

SCENE  X. 

Enter  Othello. 

Oth.  Well,  my  good  lady.    Oh  hardnefs  to  dilTemhle! 
How  do  you,  Defdemonal 
Def  Well,  my  lord. 

Oth.  Give  me  your  hand;  this  hand  is  moift,  my  lady. 

Def.  It  yet  hath  felt  no  age,  nor  known  no  forrow. 

Oth.  This  argues  fruitfulnefs,  and  liberal  heart  : 

Hot,  hot,  and  moift  this  hand  of  yours  requires 

A  fequefter  from  liberty ;  fafting  and  prayer, 
Much  caftigation,  exercife  devout, 

For 
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For  here's  a  young  and  fweating  devil  here, 
That  commonly  rebels :  'tis  a  good  hand, 
A  frank  one. 

Def.  You  may,  indeed,  fayfo; 
For  'twas  that  hand  that  gave  away  my  heart. 

Oth.  A  liberal  hand.    The  hearts  of  old,  gave  hands ; 
But  our  new  heraldry  is  hands,  not  hearts. 

Def.  I  cannot  fpeak  of  this;  come,  now  your  promife. 

Oth.  What  promife,  chuck? 

Def.  I've  (ent  to  bid  Caffio  come  fpeak  with  you. 

Oth.  I  have  a  fait  and  forry  rheum  offends  me  -t 
Lend  me  thy  handkerchief. 

DeJ.  Here,  my  lord. 

Oth.  That  which  I  gave  you. 

Def.  I  have  it  not  about  me. 

Oth.  Not?  

Def.  No  indeed,  my  lord. 

Oth.  That's  a  fault.    That  handkerchief 
Did  an  /Egyptian  to  my  mother  give ; 
She  was  a  charmer,  and  could  almoft  read 
The  thoughts  of  people.    She  told  her,  while  flie  kept  it, 
'Twould  make  her  amiable,  fubdue  my  father 
Intirely  to  her  love;  but  if  fhe  loft:  it 
Or  made  a  gift  of  it,  my  father's  eye 
Should  hold  her  loathed,  and  his  fpirits  hunt 
After  new  fancies.    She,  dying,  gave  it  me, 
And  bid  me,  when  my  fate  would  have  me  wiv'd, 
To  give  it  her.    I  did  fo,  and  take  heed  on't  $ 
Make  it  a  darling  like  your  precious  eye,- 
To  loofe't  or  give't  away,  were  fuch  perdition 
As  nothing  elfe  could  match. 
Def.  h't  poflible? 

Oth.  ?Tis  true,-  there's  magick  in  the  web  of  it; 
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A  Syb'tll  that  had  numbred  in  the  world 

The  fun  to  courfe  two  hundred  compaffes, 

In  her  prophetick  fury  fow'd  the  work : 

The  worms  were  hallowed,  that  did  breed  the  filk, 

And  it  was  dy'd  in  mummey,  which  the  skilful 

Conferv'd  of  maidens  hearts. 

Def.  Indeed!  is't  true! 

Oth.  Moft  veritable,  therefore  look  to't  well. 

Def.  Then  would  to  heav'n,  that  I  had  never  feen't. 

Oth.  Ha  ?  wherefore  ? 

Def.  Why  do  you  fpeak  fo  ftartingly,  and  ram? 
Oth.  Is't  loft  ?  is't  gone  ?  fpeak,  is  it  out  o'th5  way  ? 

Def  Blefs  us!  

Oth.  Say  you? 

Def.  It  is  not  loft,-  but  what  and  if  it  were? 
Oth.  Ha! 

Def.  I  fay  it  is  not  loft. 

Oth.  Fetch't,  let  me  fee't. 

Def.  Why  fo  I  can,  Sir,  but  I  will  not  now : 
This  is  a  trick  to  put  me  from  my  fuit, 
Pray  you  let  CaJJio  be  receiv'd  again. 

Oth.  Fetch  me  the  handkerchief — my  mind  mifgives  — 

Def.  Come,  you'll  ne'er  meet  a  more  fufficient  man. 

Oth.  The  handkerchief  

Def.  A  man  that  all  his  time 
Hath  founded  his  good  fortunes  on  your  love  ; 
Shar'd  dangers  with  you. 

Oth.  The  handkerchief  

Def.  Infooth  you  are  to  blame. 

Oth.  Away.  [Exh  Othello. 
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SCENE  XI. 

Manent  Defdemona  and  ^Emilia. 

JEmiL  Is  not  this  man  jealous  > 

Def  I  ne'er  faw  this  before. 
Sure  there's  Tome  wonder  in  this  handkerchief: 
I'm  m'oft  unhappy  in  the  lofs  of  it. 

JEmil.  'Tis  not  a  year  or  two  fhews  us  a  man  : 
They  are  but  flomachs,  and  we  all  but  food, 
They  eat  us  hungerly,  and  when  they're  full 
They  belch  us.    Look  you!  Ca(Jioy  and  my  husband. 

Enter  Jago,  and  CafTio. 

J  ago.  There  is  no  other  way,  'tis  fhe  muft  do't- 
And  lo,  the  happinefs !  go  and  importune  her. 

Def.  How  now,  good  Cajfio,  what's  the  news  with 

Caf.  Madam,  my  former  fuit.    I  do  befeech  you, 
That  by  your  virtuous  means,  I  may  again 
Exift,  and  be  a  member  of  his  love, 
Whom  I,  with  all  the  office  of  my  heart 
Intirely  honour.    I  would  not  be  delay'd; 
If  my  offence  be  of  fuch  mortal  kind, 
That  not  my  fervice  paft,  nor  prefent  (brrows, 
Nor  purpos'd  merit  in  futurity, 
Can  ranfom  me  into  his  love  again,- 
But  to  know  Co,  muft  be  my  benefit; 
So  fhall  I  cloath  me  in  a  fore'd  content, 
And  fliut  my  felf  up  in  fome  other  courle, 
To  fortune's  arms. 

Def.  Alas!  thrice  gentle  Cajfio, 
My  advocation  is  not  now  in  tune; 
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My  lord  is  not  my  lord ;  nor  mould  I  know  him, 
Were  he  in  favour,  as  in  humour  alter'd. 
So  help  me  every  fpirit  fanctified, 
As  I  have  fpoken  for  you  all  my  bed, 
And  ftood  within  the  blank  of  his  dilpleafure 
For  my  free  fpeech.    You  mud  a-while  be  patient; 
What  I  can  do,  I  will:  and  more  I  will 
Than  for  my  felf  I  dare.    Let  that  fuffice  you. 
J  ago.  Is  my  lord  angry? 
JEmil.  He  went  hence  but  now  ; 
And  certainly  in  ftrange  unquietnefs. 

J  ago.  Can  he  be  angry  ?  I  have  feen  the  cannon, 
When  it  hath  blown  his  ranks  into  the  air, 
And  like  the  devil  from  his  very  arm 
Puft  his  own  brother    and  can  he  be  angry  ? 
Something  of  moment  then ;  I  will  go  meet  him, 
There's  matter  in't  indeed,  if  he  be  angry. 

SCENE  XII. 

Manent  Defdemona,  iEmilia,  and  Caflio. 

Def.  I  pr'ythee  do  fo.    Something  fure  of  (late, 
Either  from  Venice  y  or  fome  unhatch'd  practice,' 
Made  here  demonftrable  in  Cyprus  to  him, 
Hath  pudled  his  clear  fpirit;  and  in  fuch cafes, 
Mens  natures  wrangle  with  inferior  things, 
Tho'  great  ones  are  their  object.    'Tis  ev'n  fo. 
For  let  our  ringer  ake,  and  it  endues 
Our  other  healthful  members  with  a  fenfe 
Of  pain.    Nay,  we  muft  think  men  are  not  Gods, 
K or  of  them  look  for  fuch  obf  rvance  always, 
As  fits  the  bridal.    Bemrew  me  muchj  /ELml'ta^ 
I  was,  unhandfome  warrior  as  I  am, 

Z  z  z  2 
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Arraigning  his  unkindnefs  with  my  foul; 
But  now  I  find,  I  had  fuborn'd  the  witnefs, 
And  he's  indited  falfely. 

ALm'tl.  Pray  heav'n  it  be 
State-matter,  as  you  think,  and  no  conception 
Nor  jealous  toy  concerning  you. 

Def  Alas-the-day,  I  never  give  him  caufe. 

JEmiL  But  jealous  fouls  will  not  be  anfwer'd  fo; 
They  are  not  ever  jealous  for  a  caufe, 
But  jealous,  for  they're  jealous.    It's  a  monfter 
Begot  upm  it  felf,  born  on  it  felf. 

Def  Heav'n  keep  that  monfter  from  Othello's  mind! 

JEmil.  Lady,  amen. 

Def  I  will  go  feek  him.    Caffio^  walk  hereabout; 
If  I  do  find  him  fit,  I'll  move  your  fuit, 
And  fcek  t'  effect  it  to  my  uttermoft. 
Caf  I  humbly  thank  your  ladyfhip.      [Ex,  Defdem.  and  i£miL 

SCENE  XIII. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Bian.  'Save  you,  friend  Cajfio. 

Caf  What  makes  you  from  home  ? 
How  is  it  with  you,  my  mod  fair  Bianca  ? 
Indeed,  fweet  love,  I  was  coming  to  your  houfe. 

Bian.  And  I  was  going  to  your  lodging,  Cajfio. 
c  What  ?  keep  a  week  away  ?  (even  days  and  nights  ? 
*  Eightfcore  eight  hours  ?  and  lover's  abfent  hours, 
c  More  tedious  than  the  dial,  eightfcore  times  ? 
'  Oh  weary  reck'ning ! 

Caf  Pardon  me,  Bianca: 
I  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been  preft, 
But  I  fhall  in  a  more  "convenient  time 

Strike 

*  continmte. 


Moor  h/Venice.  549 

Strike  off  this  fcore  of  abfence.    Sweet  Bianca, 

[Giving  her  Defdemona'j  Handkerchief. 

Take  me  this  work  out. 

Bian.  Oh  CaJ/io,  whence  came  this  ? 
This  is  fome  token  from  a  newer  friend  : 
Of  thy  felt  abfence,  now  I  feel  a  caufe: 
Is't  come  to  this  ?  well,  well. 

Caf.  Go  to,  woman; 
Throw  your  vile  guefTes  in  the  devil's  teeth, 
From  whence  you  have  them.    You  are  jealous  now 
That  this  is  from  fome  miftrefs,  fome  remembrance  > 
No,  in  good  troth,  Bianca. 

Bian.  Why,  whofe  is  it  ? 

Caf.  I  know  not  neither ;  I  found  it  in  my  chamber ; 
I  like  the  work  well ;  ere  it  be  demanded, 
As  like  enough  it  will,  I'd  have  it  copied : 
Take  it,  and  do't,  and  leave  me  for  this  time. 

Bian.  Leave  you?  wherefore? 

Caf  I  do  attend  here  on  the  General, 
And  think  it  no  addition,  nor  my  wifti 
To  have  him  fee  me  woman'd. 

Bian.  Why,  I  pray  you? 

Caf  Not  that  I  love  you  not. 

Bian.  But  that  you  do  not  love  me ; 
I  pray  you  bring  me  on  the  way  a  little, 
And  fay,  if  I  mall  fee  you  foon  at  night? 

Caf.  'Tis  but  a  little  way  that  I  can  bring  you, 
For  I  attend  here.    But  I'll  fee  you  foon. 

Bian.  ?Tis  very  good ;  I  muft  be  circumftanc'd.  [Exeunt* 
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ACT   IV.   SCENE  I 

A  Rome  of  State. 
Enter  Othello,  and  Jago. 

]   A   G  O, 

I LL  you  think  for 

Oth.  Think  fo,  Jago? 
Jago.  What,  to  kifs  in  private? 
Oth.  An  unauthorized  kifs? 
Jago.  Or  to  be  naked  with  her  friend  in  bed, 
An  hour  or  more,   not  meaning  any  harm  ? 
Oth.  Naked  in  bed,  Jago,  and  not  mean  harm  ? 
c  It  is  hypocrifie  againft  the  devil : 
x  They  that  mean  virtuoufly,  and  yet  do  fb, 
x  The  devil  their  virtue  tempts,  and  they  tempt  heav'n, 
Jago.  If  they  do  nothing,  'tis  a  venial  flip: 

But  if  I  give  my  wife  a  handkerchief  

Oth.  Vv  hat  then  ? 

Jago.  Why  then,  'tis  her's,  my  lord,  and  being  hers, 
She  may,  I  think,  beftow't  on  any  man. 

Oth   She  is  protectrefs  of  her  honour  tooj 
May  me  give  that  ? 

Jago.  Her  honour  is  an  efTence  that's  not  feen, 
They  have  it  very  oft,  that  have  it  not. 
But  for  the  handkerchief  

Oth.  By  heav'n  I  would  mod  gladly  have  forgot  it;  . 
Thou  faidft, —  oh,  it  comes  o'er  my  memory, 
s  doth  the  raven  o'er  th'  infected  houfe, 

Boauing 
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Boading  to  all,- — he  had  my  handkerchief. 

Jago.  Ay,  what  of  that? 

Oth.  That's  not  fo  good  now. 

Jago.  What  if  I  faid,  Tad  teen  him  do  you  wrong? 
Or  heard  him  fay,  as  knaves  be  fuch  abroad, 
Who  having  by  their  own  importunate  fuit, 
Or  voluntary  dotage  of  fome  miftrefs, 
Convinced  or  fupplied  them,  cannot  chufe 
But  they  muft  blab. 

Oth.  Hath  he  faid  any  thing? 

Jago.  He  hath,  my  lord  •>  but  be  you  well  aflfur'd, 
No  more  than  he'll  unfwear. 

Oth.  What  hath  he  faid  ? 

Jago.  Why,  that  he  did  1  know  not  what  he  did  

Oth.  What?  what? 

Jago.  Lye  

Oth.  With  her? 

Jago.  With  her?  on  her  —  what  you  will  — 

Oth.  Lye  with  her!  lye  on  her!  lye  with  her!  that's  fulfom : 

handkerchief  Conferlions  Handkerchief  *  I  tremble 

at  it  Nature  would  not  inveft  her  felf  in  fuch  fhadowing 

without  fome  inftruction.   It  is  not  wtords  that  (hake  me  thus  

pith  Nofes,  ears,    and  lips  is't  pofTible!  —  confefs  I  

handkerchief !  —  Oh  devil   [Falls  m  a  Trance, 

Jago.  Work  on, 
My  medicine  works!  thus  credulous  fools  are  caught ; 
And  many  worthy  and  chaft  dames  even  thus 
All  guiltlefs  meet  reproach.    What  hoa!  my  lord! 
My  lord,  I  fay,  Othello. 

*  Handkerchief  to  confefs,  and  be  hang'd  for  his  labour  Firft,  to 

be  hang'd,  and  then  to  confefs      -  ■     No  hint  of  this  trajh  in  the  ijl  edit. 
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SCENE  II. 

Enter  Caffio. 

How  now,  CaJJlol 

Caf.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Jago.  My  lord  is  fain  into  an  epilepfie, 
This  is  the  fecond  fit  -y  he  had  one  yefterday. 

Caf.  Rub  him  about  the  temples. 

Jago.  No,  forbear, 
The  lethargy  muil  have  his  quiet  courfe; 
If  not,  he  foams  at  mouth,  and  by  and  by* 
Breaks  out  to  favage  madnefs:  —  look,  he  ftirs. 
Do  you  withdraw  your  fclf  a  little  while, 
He  will  recover  ftraight;  when  he  is  gone, 

I  would  on  great  occafion  ipeak  with  you.  [Exit  Caffio. 

How  is  it,  General  ?  have  you  not  hurt  your  head  ? 

Oth.  Doft  thou  mock  me  ? 

Jago.  I  mock  you  not,  by  heav'n ; 
Would  you  would  bear  your  fortune  like  a  man. 

Oth.  A  horned  man's  a  monfter  and  a  bead. 

Jago.  There's  many  a  beaft  then  in  a  populous  city, 
And  many  a  civil  monfter. 

Oth.  Did  he  confefs  it? 

Jago.  Good  Sir,  be  a  man  : 
Think  every  bearded  fellow  thafs  but  yoak'd 
May  draw  with  ycu.    Millions  are  now  alive, 
That  nightly  lye  in  thofe  unproper  beds, 
Which  they  dare  fwear  peculiar.    Your  cafe  is  better. 
Oh,  'tis  the  fpighc  of  hell,  the  fiend's  arch-mock, 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  fecure  couch  ,• 
And  to  fuppofe  her  chad.    No,  let  me  know, 
And  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  what  fhe  fhall  be. 

Oth.  Oh,  thou  art  wife ;  'tis  certain. 

7a&o> 
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Jago.  Stand  you  a  while  apart, 
Confine  your  felf  but  in  a  patient  lift. 
Whilft  you  were  here,  o'er-whelmed  with  your  grief 
(A  paflion  mod  Unfitting  fuch  a  man) 
CaJJio  came  hither.    I  fhifted  him  away, 
And  laid  good  Tcufes  on  your  ecftafie ; 
Bad  him  anon  return,  and  here  fpeak  with  me; 
The  which  he  promis'd,    Do  but  encave  your  felf, 
And  mark  the  fleers,  the  gibes  and  notable  fcorns, 
That  dwell  in  every  region  of  his  face. 
For  I  will  make  him  tell  the  tale  anewj 
Where,  how,  how  oft,  how  long  ago,  and  when 
He  hath,  and  is  again  to  cope  your  wife. 
I  fay,  but  mark  his  gefture.    Marry  patience, 
Or  I  mail  fay  you're  all  in  all  in  fpleen, 
And  nothing  of  a  man. 

Oth.  Doft  thou  hear,  J  ago, 
I  will  be  found  mod  cunning  in  my  patience,- 
But,  doft  thou  hear,  moft  bloody. 

Jago.  That's  not  amifs,- 
But  yet  keep  time  in  all.    Will  you  withdraw? 

[Othello  withdraws. 

Now  will  I  queftion  CaJJio  of  Biama, 

A  hufwife,  that  by  felling  her  defires, 

Buys  her  felf  bread  and  cloth.    It  is  a  creature 

That  dotes  on  CaJJio,  as  'tis  the  ftrumpet's  plague 

To  beguile  many,  and  be  beguil'd  by  one  j 

He,  when  he  hears  of  her,  cannot  refrain 

From  the  excefs  of  laughter.    Here  he  comes. 


Vol.  VI. 

a  re/ulting. 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  Caflio. 

As  he  (hall  fmile,  Othello  {hall  go  mad •> 

And  his  unbookifh  jealoufie  muft  conftrue 

Poor  Cajfio's  fmiles,  geftures  and  light  behaviour 

Quite  in  the  wrong.    How  do  you  now,  lieutenant? 

Caf.  The  worfer,  that  you  gave  me  the  addition, 
Whofe  want  even  kills  me. 

J  ago.  Ply  Defdemona  well,  and  you  are  fure  on't : 
Now,  if  this  fute  lay  in  Btanca's  b  power,  [Speaking  lower. 

How  quickly  mould  you  fpeed  ? 

Caf.  Alas,  poor  caitiff. 

Oth.  Look  how  he  laughs  already. 

J  ago.  I  never  knew  a  woman  love  man  Co. 

Caf.  Alas,  poor  rogue,  I  think  indeed  fhe  loves  me. 

Oth.  Now  he  denies  it  faintly,  and  laughs  out. 

J  ago.  Do  you  hear,  Cajfio? 

Oth.  Now  he  importunes  him 
To  tell  it  o'er  :  go  to,  well  faid,  well  faid. 

Jago.  She  gives  it  out,  that  you  mall  marry  her. 
Do  you  intend  it  ? 

Caf.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Oth.  Do  ye  triumph,  Roman?  do  you  triumph? 
Caf.  I  marry!  What?  a  cuftomer  ?  pr'ythee  bear fome  cha- 
rity to  my  wit,  do  not  think  it  fo  unwholfome.     Ha,  ha,  ha. 
Oth.  So,  fo :  they  laugh  that  win. 
Jago.  Why,  the  cry  goes,  that  you  mail  marry  her. 
Caf.  Pr'ythee  fay  true. 
Jago.  I  am  a  very  villain  elfe. 
Oth.  Have  you  fcoar'd  me  ?  well. 

Caf. 
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Caf  This  is  the  monkey's  own  giving  out :  fhe  is  perfwaded  I 
will  marry  her,  out  of  her  own  love  and  flattery,  not  out  of  my 
promife. 

Oth.  J  ago  beckons  me :  now  he  begins  the  ftory. 

Caf.  She  was  here  even  now ;  fhe  haunts  me  in  every  place.  I 
was  the  other  day  talking  on  the  fea  bank  with  certain  Venetians^ 
and  thither  comes  the  bauble,  and  falls  me  thus  about  my  neck  — 

Oth,  Crying,  oh  dear  CaJ/to,  as  it  were :  his  gefture  imports  it. 

Caf  So  hangs,  and  lolls,  and  weeps  upon  me,  fb  makes,  and  pulls 
me.    Ha,  ha,  ha  

Oth.  Now  he  tells  how  fhe  pluckt  him  to  my  chamber :  oh,  I 
fee  that  note  of  yours,  but  not  that  dog  I  fhall  throw  it  to. 

Caf.  Well,  I  muft  leave  her  company. 

Jago,  Before  me  5  look  where  fhe  comes. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Caf.  'Tis  fuch  another  f  fitchew !  marry,  a  perfum'd  one : 
What  do  you  mean  by  this  haunting  of  me? 

Btan.  Let  the  devil  and  his  damn  haunt  you  what  did  you 
mean  by  that  fame  handkerchief  you  gave  me  even  now  ?  I  was  a 
fine  fool  to  take  it:  I  muft  take  out  the  work?  a  likely  piece  of 
work,  that  you  fhould  find  it  in  your  chamber,  and  know  not 
who  left  it  there.  This  is  fome  minxe's  token,  and  I  muft  take 
out  the  work?  there,  give  it  your  hobbey-horfe :  wherefbever  you 
had  it,  I'll  take  out  no  work  on't. 

Caf.  How  now,  my  fweet  Btancal  how  now?  how  now? 

Oth.  By  heaven,  that  fhould  be  my  handkerchief. 

Btan.  If  you'll  come  to  fupper  to-night,  you  may;  if  you  will 
not,  come  when  you  are  next  prepar'd  for.  [Exit* 

J  ago.  After  her,  after  her. 

Caf.  I  muft,  fhe'll  rail  in  the  ftreets  elfe. 

A  a  a  a  %  Jag°* 

Fitchew,  a  pole-cat. 
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J  ago.  Will  you  fup  there? 
Caf.  Yes,  I  intend  fo. 

J  ago.  Well,  I  may  chance  to  fee  you  -}  for  I  would  very  fain 
fpeak  with  you. 

Caf.  Pr'ythee  come,  will  you  ? 

Jago.  Go  to,  fay  no  more.  [Exit  Caffio.. 

SCENE  V. 

Manent  Othello  and  Jago. 

Oth.  How  (hall  I  murther  him,  Jago? 

Jago.  Did  you  perceive  how  he  laugh'd  at  his  vice  ?- 

Oth.  Oh,  Jago  /  -  

Jago.  And  did  you  fee  the  handkerchief? 
Oth.  Was  that  mine  ? 

Jaoo.  Yours,  by  this  hand:  and  to  fee  how  he  prizes  the 
foolim  woman  your  wife  She  gave  it  him,  and  he  hath  given 

it  his  whore. 

Oth.  I  would  have  him  nine  years  a  killing: 
A  fine  woman!  a  fair  woman!  a  fweet  woman!  

Jago.  Nay,  you  muft  forget  that. 

Oth.  Ay,  let  her  rot  and  perim,  and  be  damn'd  to-night,  for 
fhe  mall  not  live.  No,  my  heart  is  turn'd  to  ftone:  I  ftrike  it, 
and  it  hurts  my  hand.  Oh,  the  world  hath  not  a  fweeter  crea- 
ture  she  might  lye  by  an  emperor's  fide,  and  command  him  tasks. 

Jago.  Nay,  that's  not  your  way. 

Oth  Hang  her,  I  do  but  fay  what  lhe  is  fo  delicate  with 

her  needle  An  admirable  mufician.     Oh,  me  will  fing  the 

favagenefs  out  of  a  bear:  offo  high  and  plenteous  wit  and  invention ! 

Jago.  She's  the  worfe  for  all  this. 

Oth.  Oh,  a  thoufand,  a  thoufand  times  i 
And  then  of  fo  gentle  condition !  — - 

Jago.  Ay,  too  gentle, 

Oth.  Nay,  that's  certain.  But 


Moor  of  Venice.  557 

But  yet  the  pity  of  it,  Jago —  Oh,  J  ago,  the  pity  of  it,  Jago— 

Jago.  If  you  are  fo  fond  over  her  iniquity,  give  her  patent  to 
offend,-  for  if  it  touch  not  you,  it  comes  near  no  body. 

Oth.  I  will  chop  her  into  mefTes :  cuckold  me  I 

Jago.  Oh,  'tis  foul  in  her. 

Oth.  With  mine  officer! 

Jago.  That's  fouler. 

Oth.  Get  me  fome  poifbn,  Jago,  this  night.  I'll  not  expoftu- 
late  with  her,  left  her  body  and  her  beauty  unprovide  my  mind 
again:  this  night,  Jago. 

Jago.  Do  it  not  with  poifon,  ftrangle  her  in  her  bed, 
Even  in  the  bed  me  hath  contaminated. 

Oth.  Good,  good  : 
The  juftice  of  it  pleafes ;  very  good. 

Jago.  And  for  Cajfio,  let  me  be  his  undertaker.:: 
You  (hall  hear  more  by  midnight. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Lodovico,  Defdemona,  and  Attendants. 

Oth.  Excellent  good — what  trumpet  is  that  fame? 

Jago.  1  warrant  fbmething  from  Venice. 
'Tis  Lodovico;  this  comes  from  the  Duke. 
See,  your  wife's  with  him. 

Led.  Save  you,  worthy  General. 

Oth.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir. 

Lod.  The  Duke  and  the  fenators  of  Ventce  greet  you. 

[Gives  him  a  Letter, 
Oth.  I  kifs  the  inftrument  of  their  pleafures. 
Def.  And  what's  the  news,  good  coufin  Lodovkol 
Jago.  1  am  very  glad  to  fee  you,  fignior. 
Welcome  to  Cyprus. 

Lod.  I  thank  you  5  how  does  lieutenant  Cajfio  ? 
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J  ago.  Lives,  Sir. 

Def.  Coufin,  there's  fall'n  between  him  and  my  lord 
An  unkind  breach :  but  you  mall  make  all  well. 
Oth.  Are  you  fure  of  that  ? 
Def.  My  lord. 

Oth.  This  fail  you  not  to  do,  as  you  will  — 

Lod.  He  did  not  call ;  he's  bufie  in  the  paper. 
Is  there  divifion  'twixt  my  lord  and  Caffio  ? 

Def.  A  mod  unhappy  one;  I  would  do  much 
T'  atone  them,  for  the  love  I  bear  to  Caffio. 

Oth.  Fire  and  brimftone  ! 

Def.  My  lord! 

Oth.  Are  you  wife  ? 

Def.  What,  is  he  angry  ? 

Lod.  May  be  the  letter  mov'd  him. 
For  as  I  think  they  do  command  him  home, 
Deputing  Caffio  in  his  government. 

Def  Truft  me,  I  am  glad  on't. 

Oth.  Indeed! 

Def  My  lord! 

Oth.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  mad. 
Def.  Why,  fweet  Othello? 
Oth.  Devil! 

Def  I  have  not  deferv'd  this. 

Lod.  My  lord,  this  would  not  be  believ'd  in  Venice, 
Though  I  mould  fwear  I  faw't.    'Tis  very  much, 
Make  her  amends,  fhe  weeps. 

Oth.  Oh  devil,  devil ! 
If  that  the  earth  could  teem  with  woman's  tears, 
Each  drop  fhe  falls  would  prove  a  crocodile : 
Out  of  my  fight  — 

Def  I  will  not  flay  t'  offend  you.  [Going. 

Lod.  Truly  an  obedient  lady : 

I 
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I  do  befeech  your  lordfhip  call  her  back. 
Oth.  Miftrefs. 
Def.  My  lord. 

Oth.  What  would  you  with  her,  Sir? 
Lod.  Who  I,  my  lord  ? 

Oth.  I!  you  did  wifh  that  I  would  make  her  turn: 
Sir,  {he  can  turn  and  turn,  and  yet  go  on, 
And  turn  again.    And  fhe  can  weep,  Sir,  weep; 
And  (he's  obedient :  as  you  fay  obedient, 

Very  obedient — proceed  you  in  your  tears  

Concerning  this,  Sir,  —  oh  well  painted  paflion! — 

I  am  commanded  home  —  get  you  away, 

Pll  fend  for  you  anon  —  Sir,  I  obey  the  mandate, 

And  will  return  to  Venice  —  Hence,  avant!   [Exit  De(o\ 

Cafflo  mail  have  my  place.    And,  Sir,  to-night 
I  do  entreat  that  we  may  fup  together. 
You  are  welcome,  Sir,  to  Cyprus — 

Goats  and  Monkies!  [Exit. 

SCENE  VII. 

Manent  Lodovico,  and  Jago. 

Lod.  Is  this  the  noble  Moor,  whom  our  full  fenate 
Call  all-in-all  fufficient?  this  the  nature 
Which  paflion  could  not  {hake?  whofe  folid  virtue 
The  {hot  of  accident  nor  dart  of  chance 
Could  neither  graze  nor  pierce  ? 

Jago.  He  is  much  chang'd. 

Lod.  Are  his  wits  fafe  ?  is  he  not  of  light  brain  ? 

Jago.  He's  what  he  is ;  I  may  not  breathe  my  cenfure, 
What  he  might  be,  if  what  he  might  he  is  not, 
I  would  to  heav'n  he  were. 

Lod,  What,  (hike  his  wife! 

J*gr- 
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J  ago.  'Faith  that  was  not  fo  well ;  yet  would  I  knew 
That  ftroke  would  prove  the  worft. 

Lod.  Is  it  his  ufe  ? 
Or  did  the  letters  work  upon  his  blood, 
And  new-create  this  fault? 

Jago.  Alas,  alas! 
It  is  not  honefty  in  me  to  fpeak 

What  I  have  feen  and  known.    You  fhall  obferve  him, 
And  his  own  courfes  will  denote  him  fo, 
That  I  may  fave  my  fpeech.    Do  but  go  after, 
And  mark  how  he  continues. 

Lod.  I'm  forry  that  I  am  deceiv'd  in  him.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VHL 

An  Apartment. 

Enter  Othello  and  ^Emilia. 

Oth.  ^\7rO  U  have  feen  nothing  then? 

JL       Mmil.  Nor  ever  heard,  nor  ever  did  fufped. 

Oth.  Yes,  you  have  feen  Cafflo  and  her  together. 

Mmil.  But  then  I  faw  no  harm ;  and  then  I  heard 
Each  fyllable  that  breath  made  up  between  them. 

Oth.  What?  did  they  never  whifper? 

Mmil.  Never,  my  lord. 

Oth.  Nor  lend  you  out  o'  th'  way  ? 

Mini  I .  Never. 

Oth.  To  fetch  her  fan,  her  gloves,  her  mask,  nor  nothing? 
Mmil.  Never,  my  lord. 
Oth.  That's  ftrange ! 

Mmil.  I  durft,  my  lord,  to  wager  {he  is  honeft, 
Lay  down  my  foul  at  ftake  -}  if  you  think  other, 
Remove  your  thought,  it  doth  abufe  your  bofbm. 
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If  any  wretch  hath  put  this  in  your  head, 
Let  heav'n  requite  it  with  the  ferpent's  curfe; 
For  if  {he  be  not  honeft,  chaft  and  true, 
There's  no  man  happy,  the  pureft  of  their  wives 
Is  foul  as  ilander. 

Oth.  Bid  her  come  hither,  go.  [Exit  ifcmilia, 

She  fays  enough  j  yet  fhe's  a  fimple  bawd 
That  cannot  fay  as  much.    This  is  a  fuhtle  whore, 
A  clofet-lock  and  key  of  villanous  fecrets  $ 
And  yet  (he'll  kneel,  and  pray ;  I've  feen  her  do't. 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Defdemona  and  ^Emilia. 

Def.  My  lord,  what  is  your  will  ? 

Oth.  Pray  you,  chuck,  come  hither. 

Def  What  is  your  pleafure  ? 

Oth.  Let  me  fee  your  eyes  $  look  in  my  face. 

Def.  What  horrible  fancy's  this? 

Oth.  Some  of  your  function,  miftrefs, 
Leave  procreants  alone,  and  (hut  the  door, 
Cough,  or  cry  hem,  if  any  body  come. 

Your  myftery,  your  myftery  ,•  nay  difpatch.  [Exit  ^Emilia. 

Def.  Upon  my  knee,  what  doth  your  Ipeech  import  ? 
I  underftand  a  fury  in  your  words, 
\  But  not  your  words. 

Oth.  Why  ?  what  art  thou  ? 

Def.  Your  wife,  my  lord;  your  true  and  loyal  wife. 

Oth.  Come  fwear  it  ,•  damn  thy  felf left  being  like  one 
Of  heav'n,  the  devils  themfelves  mould  fear  to  feize  thee. 
Therefore  be  double  damn'd ;  fwear  thou  art  honeft. 

Def  Heav'n  doth  truly  know  it. 

Oth.  Heav'n  truly  knows, 
Vol.  VI.  Bbbb  That 

%  fbis  line  is  added  out  of  the  fir?  edition. 
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That  thou  art  falfe  as  hell. 

Def  To  whom,  my  lord  ? 
With  whom  ?  how  am  I  falfe  ? 

Oth.  Ah,  Defditnon,  away,  away,  away  — 

Def.  Alas  the  heavy  day !  why  do  you  weep  ? 
Am  I  the  motive  of  thefe  tears,  my  lord  ? 
If  haply  you  my  father  do  fafpect 
An  inftrument  of  this  your  calling  back, 
Lay  not  your  blame  on  me  -}  if  you've  loft  him, 
Why  I  have  loft  him  too. 

Oth.  Had  it  pleas'd  heav'n 
To  try  me  with  affliction,  had  he  rain'd 
All  kind  of  (ores  and  fhames  on  my  bare  head, 
Steep' d  me  in  poverty  to  the  very  lips, 
Giv'n  to  captivity  me  and  my  hopes  ; 
I  mould  have  found  in  fome  place  of  my  foul 
A  drop  of  patience.    But  alas,  to  make  me 
A  fixed  figure  for  the  hand  of  fcorn 

To  point  his  flow  and  moving  finger  at  

Yet  could  I  bear  that  too,  well,  very  well. 

But  there  where  I  have  gamer'd  up  my  heart, 

Where  either  I  muft  live,  or  bear  no  life, 

The  fountain  from  the  which  my  current  runs, 

Or  el(e  dries  up;  to  be  difcarded  thence -> 

Or  keep  it  as  a  ciftern,  for  foul  toads 

To  knot  and  gender  in.    Turn  thy  complexion  there, 

Patience,  thou  young  and  rofe-lipp'd  cherubin  ,• 

I  here  look  grim  as  hell. 

Def.  I  hope  my  noble  lord  efteems  me  honeft. 

Oth.  Oh  ay,  as  fummer-flies  are  in  the  fhambles, 
That  quicken  ev'n  with  blowing.    Oh  thou  weed ! 
Who  art  fo  lovely  fair,  and  fmell'ft  fo  fweet, 

That  the  fenfe  akes  at  thee  

W^ould  thou  had'ft  ne'er  been  born ! 
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Def.  Alas,  what  ignorant  fin  have  I  committed  ? 

Oth.  Was  this  fair  paper,  this  moil  goodly  book, 
Made  to  write  whore  upon  ?  What,  committed  ? 
Committed?  Oh,  thou  publick  commoner! 
I  mould  make  very  forges  of  my  cheeks, 
That  would  to  cynders  burn  up  modefty, 
Did  but  I  (peak  thy  deeds.    What,  committed  ? 
Heav'n  ftops  the  nofe  at  it,  and  the  moon  winks ; 
The  bawdy  wind,  that  kiffes  all  it  meets, 
Is  hufli'd  within  the  hollow  mine  of  earth 
And  will  not  hear't.    What,  committed?  

Def.  By  heav'n,  you  do  me  wrong, 

Oth.  Are  not  you  a  (trumpet  ? 

Def.  No,  as  I  am  a  chriftian. 
If  to  preferve  this  veffel  for  my  lord 
From  any  other  foul  unlawful  touch, 
Be  not  to  be  a  ftrumpet,  I  am  none. 

Oth.  What,  not  a  whore  ? 

Def.  No,  as  I  mall  be  faved. 

Oth.  Is't  poflible? 

Def  Oh  heav'n  forgive  us. 

Oth.  I  cry  you  mercy,  then. 
I  took  you  for  that  cunning  whore  of  Venice* 
That  married  with  Othello  — 

scene  x. 

Enter  ^Emilia. 

You  miftrefs, 

That  have  the  office  oppofite  to  Saint  Peter ; 
And  keep  the  gate  of  hell ;  You!  you!  ay  you! 
We  have  done  our  courfe,  there's  mony  for  your  pains 
I  pray  you  turn  the  key,  and  keep  our  counfel. 

Bbbb  2. 
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JEm'tL  Alas,  what  does  this  gentleman  conceive  ? 
How  do  you,  madam  ?  how  do  you,  my  good  lady  ? 
Def.  Faith,  half  afleep. 

JEm'tl.  Good  madam,  what's  the  matter  with  my  lord  ? 
Def.  With  whom  ? 

JEm'tl.  Why,  with  my  lord,  madam  ? 

Def  Who  is  thy  lord? 

JEm'tl.  He  that  is  yours,  fweet  lady. 

Def  I  have  none  j  do  not  talk  to  me,  ^Emilia, 
I  cannot  weep ;  nor  anfwer  have  I  none, 
But  what  mould  go  by  water.    Pray  to-night 
Lay  on  my  bed  my  wedding  meets,  remember 
And  call  thy  husband  hither. 

JEm'tl.  Here's  a  change  indeed!  [Exit. 

Def  'Tis  meet  I  mould  be  us'd  fb,  very  meet : 
How  have  I  been  behav'd,  that  he  might  ftick 
The  fmall'ft  opinion  of  my  leaft  mifule  ? 

SCENE  XI. 

Enter  J  ago  and  ^Emilia. 

J  ago.  What  is  your  pleafure,  madam?  how  is't  with  you* 
Def  I  cannot  tell  x  thole  that  do  teach  your  babes, 

Do  it  with  gentle  means,  and  eafie  tasks  $ 
He  might  have  chid  me  fo:  for  in  good  faith 
I  am  a  child  to  chiding. 

5 -ago.  What's  the  matter,  lady? 

JEmil.  Alas,  Jago,  my  lord  hath  Co  bewhor'd  her, 
Thrown  fuch  defpight  and  heavy  terms  upon  her 
That  true  hearts  cannot  bear  it. 

Def.  Am  I  that  name,  J  ago? 

J -ago.  What  name,  fair  lady  ? 

Def  Such  as  me  faid  my  lord  did  fay  I  was. 

JEm'tl 
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/Emit.  He  call'd  her  whore ,•  a  beggar,  in  his  drink, 
Could  not  have  laid  luch  terms  upon  his  callet. 
J  ago.  Why  did  he  fb  ? 

Def  I  do  not  know ;  I'm  fure  I  am  none  fuch. 

Jago.  Do  not  weep,  do  not  weep alas  the  day  [ 

JEm'd.  Hath  fhe  forfook  Co  many  noble  matches  ? 
Her  father  ?  and  her  country  ?  and  her  friends  ? 
To  be  calPd  whore  ?  would  it  not  make  one  weep  ? 

Def  It  is  my  wretched  fortune. 

Jago.  Beflirew  him  for't ;  how  comes  this  trick  upon  him 

Def  Nay,  heav'n  doth  know. 

JEmiL  I  will  be  hang'd  if  (bme  eternal  villain, 
Some  bufie  and  inlinuating  rogue, 
Some  cogging,  cozening  flave,  to  get  fbme  office, 
Has  not  devis'd  this  flander :  I'll  be  hang'd  elfe. 

Jago.  Fie,  there  is  no  fuch  man  $  it  is  impoflible. 

Def  If  any  fuch  there  be,  heav'n  pardon  him. 

JEmiL  A  halter  pardon  him,  and  hell  gnaw  his  bones. 
Why  mould  he  call  her  whore  ?  who  keeps  her  company } 
What  place?  what  time?  what  form  ?  what  likely-hood? 
The  Moor's  abus'd  by  fome  moft  villanous  knave, 
Some  bafe  notorious  knave,  fome  fcurvy  fellow. 
Oh  heav'n,  that  fuch  companions  thou'dft  unfold, 
And  put  in  every  honeft  hand  a  whip, 
To  lafh  the  rafcal  naked  through  the  world, 
Ev'n  from  the  eaft  to  th'  weft! 
Jago.  Speak  within  door. 

JEmil.  Oh  fie  upon  themf  Some  fuch  'fquire  he  was 
That  turn'd  your  wit  the  feamy  fide  without, 
And  made  you  to  fufpecl:  me  with  the  Moor. 

Jago.  You  are  a  fool  -}  go  to. 

Def  Alas,  Jago. 
What  mall  I  do  to  win  my  lord  again  > 
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Good  friend,  go  to  him;  by  this  light  of  heav'n, 

I  know  not  how  I  loft  him.    Here  I  kneel  j  [Kneeling. 

If  e'er  my  will  did  trefpafs  'gainft  his  love, 

Or  in  difcourfe,  or  thought,  or  actual  deed; 

Or  that  mine  eyes,  mine  ears,  or  any  fenfe 

Delighted  them  on  any  other  form  ; 

Or  that  I  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did, 

And  ever  will,  though  he  do  (hake  me  off 

To  beggarly  divorcement,  love  him  dearly, 

Comfort  forfwear  me!    Unkindnefs  may  do  much, 

And  his  unkindnefs  may  defeat  my  life, 

But  never  taint  my  love.    I  can't  fay  whore, 

It  do's  abhor  me  now  I  (peak  the  word  ; 

To  do  the  ad,  that  might  th'  addition  earn, 

Not  the  world's  mafs  of  vanity  could  make  me. 

Jago.  I  pray  you  be  content ;  'tis  but  his  humour ; 
The  bufinefs  of  the  ftate  do's  him  offence, 
And  he  does  chide  with  you. 

Def.  If 'twere  no  other  

Jago.  It  is  but  fb,  I  warrant. 
Hark  how  thefe  inftruments  fummon  to  fupper!  [Trumpets, 
The  meflenger  of  Venice  ftays  the  meat; 
Go  in,  and  weep  not ;  all  things  (hall  be  well. 

[Exeunt  Defdemona  and  ^Emilia. 

SCENE  XII. 

Enter  Rodorigo. 

How  now,  Rodorigo? 

Rod.  I  do  not  find  that  thou  deal'ft  juftly  with  me. 
Jago.  What  in  the  contrary  ? 

Rod.  Every  day  thou  doft'ft  me  with  fome  devife  Jago,  and  ra- 
ther, as  it  feems  to  me  now,  keep'ft  from  me  all  convenjency, 

than 
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than  fiipplieft  me  with  the  leaft  advantage  of  hope.   I  will  indeed 
no  longer  endure  it.    Nor  am  I  yet  perfwaded  to  put  up  in  peace 
what  already  I  have  foolifhly  fufFer'd. 
Jago.  Will  you  hear  me,  Rodorigo  ? 

Rod.  I  have  heard  too  much;  and  your  words  and  performan- 
ces are  no  kin  together. 

Jago.  You  charge  me  moft  unjuftly. 

Rod.  With  nought  but  truth :  I  have  wafted  my  felf  out  of 
my  means.  The  jewels  you  have  had  from  me  to  deliver  to  Def- 
demona,  would  half  have  corrupted  a  Votarift.  You  have  told 
me  fhe  hath  receiv'd  them,  and  return'd  me  expectations  and 
comforts  of  fudden  refpect  and  acquaintance,  but  I  find  none. 

Jago.  Well,  go  to  j  very  well. 

Rod.  Very  well,  goto;  I  cannot  go  to,  man,  nor 'tis  not  ve- 
ry well  $  nay,  I  think  it  is  fcurvy  and  begin  to  find  my  felf 
fob'd  in  it. 

Jago.  Very  well. 

Rod.  I  tell  you,  'tis  not  very  well.  I  will  make  my  felf  known  to 
Defdemona :  If  me  will  return  me  my  jewels,  I  will  give  over  my 
fuit,  and  repent  my  unlawful  folicitation  :  if  not,  allure  your  felf 
I  will  feek  fatisfaction  of  you. 

Jago.  You  have  faid  now. 

Rod.  Ay,  and  faid  nothing  but  what  I  proteft  intendment  of 
doing. 

Jago.  Why,  now  I  fee  there's  mettle  in  thee;  and  even  from 
this  inftant  do  I  build  on  thee  a  better  opinion  than  ever  before. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  Rodor  'tgo,  thou  haft  taken  againft  tne  a  moft 
juft  exception  j  but  I  proteft  I  have  dealt  moft  directly  in  thy 
affair. 

Rod.  It  hath  not  appear'd. 

Jago.  I  grant  indeed  it  hath  not  appear'd ;  and  your  fufpicion 
is  not  without  wit  and  judgment.  But,  Rodorigo,  if  thou  haft 
that  in  thee  indeed,  which  I  have  greater  reafon  to  believe  now 

than 
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than  ever  (1  mean,  purpofe,  courage,  and  valour)  this  night  fhew 

it.  If  thou  the  next  night  following  enjoy  not  Defdemona,  take 
me  from  this  world  with  treachery,  and  devife  engines  for  my 

life. 

Rod.  Well;  what  is  it?  is  it  within  reafon  and  compafs? 

Jago.  Sir,  there  is  efpecial  commuTion  come  from  Venice  to 
depute  CaJJlo  in  Othello  %  place. 

Rod.  Is  that  true?  why  then  Othello  and  Defdemona  return  a- 
gain  to  Venice. 

Jago.  Oh  no,-  he  goes  into  Mauritania,  and  taketh  away 
with  him  the  fair  Defdemona,  unlels  his  abode  be  lingred  here 
by  fome  accident.  Wherein  none  can  be  fo  determinate,  as  the 
removing  of  Cajfio. 

Rod.  How  do  you  mean  removing  him? 

Jago.  Why,  by  making  him  uncapable  of  Othello's  place; 
knocking  out  his  brains. 

Rod.  And  that  you  would  have  me  to  do  ? 

Jago.  Ay,  if  you  dare  do  your  felf  a  profit,  and  a  right.  He 
fups  to-night  with  a  harlot ;  and  thither  will  I  go  to  him.  He 
knows  not  yet  of  his  honourable  fortune;  if  you  will  watch  his 
going  thence  (which  I  will  fa(hion  to  fall  out  between  twelve  and 
one)  you  may  take  him  at  your  pleafure.  I  will  be  near  to  fe- 
cond  your  attempt,  and  he  mall  fall  between  us.  Come,  ftand 
not  amaz'd  at  it,  but  go  along  with  me ;  I  will  mew  you  fuch  a 
neceflity  in  his  death,  that  you  mall  think  your  felf  bound  to  put 
it  on  him.  It  is  now  high  fupper-time ;  and  the  night  grows  to 
wafte.    About  it. 

Rod.  I  will  hear  further  reafon  for  this. 

Jago,  And  you  mail  be  fatisfied.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE  XIII. 

Enter  Othello,  Lodovico,  Defdemona,  jEmilia,  and  Attendants* 

Lod.  I  do  befeech  you,  Sir,  trouble  your  felf  no  further. 

Oth,  Oh  pardon ;  'twill  do  me  good  to  walk. 

Lod.  Madam,  good  night  $  I  humbly  thank  your  ladyfhip. 

Def.  Your  honour  is  moft  welcome. 

Oth.  Will  you  walk,  Sir?  oh  Defdemona f — 

Def.  My  lord. 

Oth.  Get  you  to  bed  on  th*  inflant,  I  will  be  return'd  forth- 
with 1  difmifs  your  attendant  there ;  look't  be  done.  [Exit. 
Def.  I  will,  my  lord. 

JEmil.  How  goes  it  now  ?  he  looks  gentler  than  he  did. 

Def.  He  fays  he  will  return  incontinent, 
And  hath  commanded  me  to  go  to  bed, 
And  bid  me  to  difmifs  you. 

JEm'd.  Difmifs  me  ? 

Def  It  was  his  bidding ;  therefore,  good  JEm'tlta^ 
Give  me  my  nightly  wearing,  and  adieu. 
We  muft  not  now  difpleafe  him. 

JEmil.  I  would  you  had  never  feen  him. 

Def  So  would  not  I;  my  love  doth  fo  approve  him, 
That  even  his  ftubbornefs,  his  checks,  his  frowns, 
(Pr'ythee  unpin  me)  have  grace  and  favour  in  them. 

JEmtl.  I  have  laid  thofe  (beets  you  bad  me  on  the  bed. 

Def  All's  one:  good  father!  how  fooliih  are  our  minds? 
If  I  do  die  before  thee,  pr'ythee  fhroud  me 
In  one  of  thefe  fame  meets.  : 

JEmil.  Come,  come;  you  talk. 

Def  My  mother  had  a  maid  call'd  Barbara^ 
She  was  in  love,  and  he  fhe  lov'd  prov  d  mad, 
And  did  forfake  her    She  had  a  fong  of  willow, 

Vol,  VI.  C  c  c  c  An 
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An  old  thing  'twas,  but  it  exprefs'd  her  fortune, 
And  (he  dy'd  Tinging  it.    That  fong  to-night 
Will  not  go  from  my  mind    I've  much  ado, 
But  to  go  hang  my  head  all  at  one  fide, 
And  fing  it  like  poor  Barbara,    Pr'ythee  difpatch. 

JEmil.  Shall  I  go  fetch  your  night-gown  ? 

Def.  No,  unpin  me  here ; 
This  Lodovico  is  a  proper  man. 

JEmil.  A  very  handfom  man. 

Def.  He  fpeaks  well. 

JEmil.  I  know  a  lady  in  Venke  would  have  walk'd  bare-foot 
to  Palefl'tne  for  a  touch  of  his  nether  lip. 

Def  The  poor  foul  fat  /inging  by  a  fycamoretree}  [finging. 

Sing  all  a  green  willow : 
Her  hand  on  her  bofom,  her  head  on  her  knee, 

Sing  willow,  wtllow ,  willow. 
The  frefh  jlreams  ran  by  her,  and  murmur' d  her  moans 

Stng  willow,  &c. 
Her  fait  tears  fell  from  her,  and  foftned  the  Jiones ; 

Sing  willow,  3cc. 
Willow,  willow.    (Pr'ythee  hye  thee,  he'll  come  anon) 

Sing  all  a  green  willow  mufi  be  my  garland. 
Let  no  body  blame  htm,  his  fcorn  I  approve. 
Nay  that's  not  next  —  Hark  who  is't  that  knocks  ? 
JEmil.  It's  the  wind. 

Def.  /  call d  my  love  falfe  love    hut  what  faid he  then? 

Sing  wtllow,  8cq. 
If  I  court  more  women,  you'll  couch  with  more  men* 
So  get  thee  gone,  good-night;  mine  eyes  do  itch, 
Doth  chit  boad  weeping? 

JEmil.  'Tis  neither  here  nor  there. 
Def.  I  have  heard  it  faid  (o  -y  oh  thefe  men,  thefe  men! 
Doft  thou  in  confcience  think,  tell  me  /Emilia, 

That 
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That  there  be  women  do  abufe  their  husbands 
In  fuch  grofs  kind  ? 

JEmiL  There  be  fbme  fuch,  no  queftion. 
Def.  Would'ft  thou  do  fuch  a  deed  for  all  the  world? 
JEm'tl.  Why,  would  not  you? 
Def  No,  by  this  heav'nly  light. 
JEm'iL  Nor  I  neither  by  this  heav'nly  light, 
I  might  do't  as  well  i'th'  dark. 

Def  Would'ft  thou  do  fuch  a  deed  for  all  the  world  ? 
JEm'il.  The  world's  a  huge  thing  ; 
It  is  a  great  price,  for  a  fmall  vice. 

Def  In  troth  I  think  thou  would'ft  not. 
JEmtL  In  troth  I  think  I  fliould,  and  undo't  when  I  had  done." 
Marry,  I  would  not  do  fuch  a  thing  for  a  joint  ring,  nor  for 
meafures  of  lawn,  nor  for  gowns,  petticoats,  nor  caps $  nor  any 
petty  exhibition.  But  for  all  the  whole  world ;  why,  who  would 
not  make  her  husband  a  cuckold,  to  make  him  a  monarch  ?  I  fhould 
venture  purgatory  for't. 

Def,  Bemrew  me,  if  I  would  do  fuch  a  wrong 
For  the  whole  world. 

Mm'tL  Why,  the  wrong  is  but  a  wrong  i'th5  world ;  and  ha- 
ving the  world  for  your  labour,  'tis  a  wrong  in  your  own  world, 
and  you  might  quickly  make  it  right. 

Def.  I  do  not  think  there  is  any  fuch  woman. 
JEmil.  Yes,  a  dozen  ,•  and  as  many  to  th'  vantage,  as  would 
ftore  the  world  they  plaid  for. 
But  I  do  think  it  is  their  husbands  faults, 
If  wives  do  fall:  fay,  that  they  flack  their  duties, 
And  pour  our  treafures  into  foreign  laps  ; 
Or  elfe  break  out  in  peevifh  jealoufies, 
Throwing  reftraint  on  us  j  or  fay  they  ftrike  us, 
Or  fcant  our  former  h  iving  in  defpight,- 
Why  we  have  galls  -}  and  though  we  have  fome  grace, 

Cccc  1  Yet 
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Yet  have  we  fome  revenge.    Let  husbands  know, 
Their  wives  have  fenfe  like  them ;  they  fee  and  fmell, 
And  have  their  palats  both  for  fweet  and  (bwer, 
As  husbands  have.    What  is  it  that  they  do, 
When  they  change  us  for  others  ?  is  it  fport  ? 
I  think  it  is    and  doth  affection  breed  it  ? 
I  think  it  doth :  is't  fraily  that  thus  errs  ? 
It  is  fo  too.    And  have  not  we  affections  ? 
Defires  for  fport  ?  and  frailty  as  men  have  ? 
Then  let  them  ufe  us  well  -y  elfe  let  them  know, 
The  ills  we  do,  their  ills  inftruct  us  to. 

Def.  Good-night ;  good-night  j  heav'n  me  fuch  ufes  fend, 
Not  to  pick  bad  from  bad  j  but  by  bad,  mend.  [Exeunt. 


ACT   V.   SCENE  I. 

The  Street. 
Enter  Jago  and  Rodorigo-. 

J  A  G  O. 

ERE,  ftand  behind  this  bulk.     Straight  will  he 
come: 

Wear  thy  good  rapier  bare,  and  put  it  home } 
Quick,  quick,  fear  nothing }  I'll  be  at  thy  elbow. 
It  makes  us,  or  it  mars  us :  think  on  that, 
And  fix  moft  firm  thy  refolution. 
Rod.  Be  near  at  hand,  I  may  mifcarry  in't. 
Jago.  Here,  at  thy  hand  j  a  be  bold  and  take  thy  fword. 
Rod.  I  have  no  great  devotion  to  the  deed, 
Yet  he  hath  giv'n  me  fatisfying  reafons  $ 

•  behold,  and  take  tby  ftand, 
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Tis  but  a  man  gone.    Forth  my  fword he  dies.' 

Jago.  I've  rub'd  this  young  gnat  almoft  to  the  fenft 
And  he  grows  angry.    Now  whether  he  kill  CaJJio, 
Or  Cafflo  him,  or  each  do  kill  the  other, 
Every  way  makes  my  gain.    Live  Rodorigo, 
Hecalls  me  to  a  reftitution  large 
Of  gold  and  jewels,  that  I  bob'd  from  hrm, 
As  gifts  to  Defdemona. 
It  muft  not  be.    If  Caffio  do  remain, 
He  hath  a  daily  beauty  in  his  life, 
That  makes  me  ugly ;  and  befides  the  Moor 
May  unfold  me  to  him ;  there  ftand  I  in  peril ; 
No,  he  muft  die.    Be  it  Co,  I  hear  him  coming,      [Exit  Jago: 

Enter  Caffio. 

Rod.  I  know  his  gate;  'tis  he:  villain  thou  dyeffi. 

[He  runs  at  Caffio,  and  wounds  htm. 

Caf.  That  thruft  had  been  mine  enemy  indeed, 
But  that  my  coat  is  better  than  thou  know'ft: 
I  will  make  proof  of  thine. 

Rod.  Oh,  I  am  (lain.  [Figfo>  and  both  fall. 

Caf  I'm  maim'd  for  ever;  help  hoa!  murther,  murther! 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Othello  above  at  a  Window. 

Oth.  The  voice  of  CaJfioy  Jago  keeps  his  word. 
Rod.  Oh  villain  that  I  am! 
Oth.  It  is  even  Co. 

Caf.  Oh  help  ho!  light!  afurgeon!  — 

Oth.  'Tis  he !  oh  brave  Jago,  honeft  and  juft^ 
That  haft  fiich  noble  fenie  of  thy  friend's  wrong, 
Thou  teacheft  me— 'Minion,  your  dear  lies  dead. 

And 
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And  your  fate  hyes  apace.    Strumpet,  I  come : 

From  off  my  heart,  thofe  charms  thine  eyes,  are  blotted. 

Thy  bed  luft-ftain'd,  fhall  with  luft's  blood  be  fpotted.  [Ex.  Oth. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Lodovico  and  Gratiano. 

Caf.  What  ho!  no  watch?  nopaflfage?  murther,  murther! 
Gra.  'Tis  fome  mifchance,  the  voice  is  very  direful. 
Caf  Oh  help! 
Lod.  Hark! 

Rod.  Oh  wretched  villain ! 

Lod.  Two  or  three  groans.    It  is  a  heavy  night  $ 
Thefe  may  be  counterfeits :  let's  think't  unfafe 
To  come  into  the  cry,  without  more  help. 

Rod.  No  body  come:  then  mall  I  bleed  to  death. 

Enter  Jago,  in  his  Jhirt. 

Lod.  Hark. 

Gra.  Here's  one  comes  in  his  (hirt,  with  light  and  weapons. 

Jago.  Who's  there  ?  whofe  noife  is  this  that  cries  out  murther  ? 

Lod.  We  do  not  know. 

Jago.  Do  not  you  hear  a  cry? 

Caf.  Here,  here :  for  heav'n  fake  help  me. 

Jago.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Gra.  This  is  Othello's  Ancient,  as  I  take  it. 

Lod.  The  fame  indeed,  a  very  valiant  fellow. 

Jago.  What  are  you  here,  that  cry  fo  grievoufly  ? 

Caf.  Jago?  oh  I'm  fpoil'd,  undone  by  villains! 
Give  me  (bme  help. 

Jago.  Oh  me,  lieutenant!  what  vilhins  have  done  this? 

Caf.  1  think  that  one  of  them  is  hereabout, 
And  cannot  make  away, 
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.  J  ago.  Oh  treacherous  villains! 
What  are  you  there?  come  in  and  give  fome  help. 
Rod.  Oh  help  me  there. 
Caf.  That's  one  of  them. 

J  ago.  Oh  murd'rous  flave !  oh  villain !  [Jag°  ftabs  him* 

Rod.  Oh  damn'd  J  ago  f  oh  inhuman  dog  f 

Jago.  Kill  men  i'th'  dark  ?  where  be  thefe  bloody  thieves  I 
How  filent  is  this  town?  ho,  murther!  murther! 
What  may  you  be!  are  you  of  good  or  evil? 

Lod.  As  you  mall  prove  us,  praife  us. 

Jago.  Signior  Lodovico. 

Lod.  He,  Sir. 

Jago.  I  cry  you  mercy !  here's  CaJJlo  hurt  by  villains. 
Gra.  Caffio? 

Jago.  How  is't,  brother? 
Caf  My  leg  is  cut  in  two. 
Jago.  Marry  heav'n  forbid : 
Light  gentlemen,  111  bind  it  with  my  fhirt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Bum.  What  is  the  matter  hoa  ?  who  is't  that  cry'd  ? 

Jago.  Who  is't  that  cry'd? 

Elan.  Oh  my  dear  Caffio^ 
My  fweet  CaJJio^  oh  CajJio>  CaJ/io,  CaJJio. 

Jago.  Oh  notable  ftrumpet.    Cajfio,  may  you  fufpect 
Who  they  mould  be,  that  have  thus  mangled  you  ? 

Caf.  No. 

Gra.  I  am  forry  to  find  you  thus : 
I  have  been  to  feek  you, 

Jago.  Lend  me  a  garter.    So-—  Oh  for  a  chair, 
To  bear  him  eafily  hence, 

Bian, 


-< 
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B'tan.  Alas  he  faints.    Oh  CaJJio,  CaJJio  y  CaJJio  ! 

Jago.  Gentlemen  all,  I  do  (ufped  this  tram 
To  be  a  party  in  this  injury. 
Patience  a  while,  good  CaJJio ,  come,  come: 
Lend  me  a  light:  know  we  this  face,  or  no? 
Alas,  my  friend,  and  my  dear  country-man 
Rodorigo  ?  no ;  Yes  fure :  yea,  'tis  Rodorigo. 

Gra.  What,  of  Venicel 

Jago.  Even  he,  Sir :  did  you  know  him  ? 

Gra.  Know  him?  ah! 

Jago.  Signior  Gratiano?  I  cry  your  gentle  pardon: 
Thefe  bloody  accidents  muft  excufe  my  manners, 
That  Co  negle&ed  you. 

Gra.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you. 

Jago.  How  do  you,  CaJJio  ?  oh  a  chair,  a  chair. 

Gra.  Rodorigo? 

Jago.  He,  he,  'tis  he :  oh  that's  well  faid,  the  chair. 
Some  good  man  bear  him  carefully  from  hence, 
I'll  fetch  the  General's  furgeon.    For  you,  miftrefs, 
Save  you  your  labour.    He  that  lyes  flain  here,  CaJJioy 
Was  my  dear  friend.    What  malice  was  between  you  ? 

Caf.  None  in  the  world,-  nor  do  I  know  the  man. 

Jago.  What,  look  you  pale  ?  oh  bear  him  out  o'th'  air. 
Stay  you  good  gentlemen.    Look  you  pale,  miftrefs  ? 
Do  you  perceive  the  gaftnefs  of  her  eye  ?  [To  Bianca. 

Nay,  if  you  ftare,  we  fhali  hear  more  anon. 
Behold  her  well,  I  pray  you  look  upon  her, 
Do  you  fee,  gentlemen  ?  nay,  guiltiness 
Will  /peak,  though  tongues  were  out  of  »ir" 


SCENE 
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SCENE  V; 

Enter  ^Emilia. 

JEmtl.  Alas,  what  is  the  matter? 
What  is  the  matter,  husband  ? 

J  ago.  CaJJio  hath  here  been  fet  on  in  the  dark 
By  Rodurigo,  and  fellows  that  are  Tcap'd : 
He's  almoft  llain,  and  Rodorigo  dead. 

/Emil.  Alas,  good  gentleman !  alas,  good  CaJJio  / 

J  ago.  This  is  the  fruit  of  whoring.    Pray  /Emilia, 
Go  know  of  CaJJio  where  he  fupt  to-night. 
What,  do  you  make  at  that? 

Bian*  He  fupt  at  my  houfe,  but  I  therefore  fh  ake  not. 

J  ago.  Oh  did  he  fo  ?  I  charge  you  go  with  me. 

JEmil.  Oh  fie  upon  thee,  (trumpet. 

Bian.  I  am  no  ftrumpet,  but  of  life  as  honeft 
As  you  that  thus  abufe  me. 

JEmtl.  As  I  ?  fie  upon  thee. 

Jago.  Kind  gentlemen,  let's  fee  poor  CaJJio  drefl. 
Come  miftrefs,  you  muft  tell's  another  tale. 
/Emilia,  run  to  the  cittadel, 
And  tell  my  lord  and  lady,  what  hath  hap'd  : 
Will  you  go  on  afore?  This  is  the  night 

That  either  makes  me,  or  fordoes  me  quite.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  VI. 

A  Bed-chamber :  Defdemona  is  discovered  ajleep  in  her  bed. 

Enter  Othello,  with  a  light,  and  a  fword. 

Oth.  T  T  is  the  caufe,  it  is  the  caufe,  my  foul, 

JL  Let  me  not  name  it  to  you,  you  chafte  ftars, 
V  o  l  VI.  D  d  d  d  It 
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It  is  the  caufe.    Yet  I'll  not  died  her  blood, 
Nor  fear  that  whiter  skin  of  hers  than  fnow, 
And  fmooth  as  monumental  alablafter: 
Yet  fhe  rauft  die,  elfe  {he'll  betray  more  men. 
Put  out  the  light,  and  then  put  out  the  light; 
Ifl  quench  thee,  thou  flaming  minifter, 
I  can  again  thy  former  light  reftore, 
Should  I  repent :  but  once  put  out  thy  light, 
Thou  cunning'ft  pattern  of  excelling  nature, 
I  know  not  where  is  that  Promethean  heat 
That  can  thy  light  re-lumine. 
When  I  have  pluck'd  thy  rofe, 
1  cannot  give  it  vital  growth  again, 

It  needs  mud  wither  —  I'll  fmell  thee  on  the  tree;    [Kiffing  her. 

Oh  balmy  breath,  that  doft  almoft  perfwade 

Juflice  to  break  her  fword.    One  more,  one  more; 

Be  thus  when  thou  art  dead,  and  I  will  kill  thee, 

And  love  thee  after —  One  more,  that's  the  laft, 

So  fweet,  was  ne'er  fo  fatal !  I  mull:  weep, 

But  they  are  cruel  tears :  this  forrow's  heav'nly, 

It  ftrikes,  where  it  doth  love  —  She  wakes  

Def.  Who's  there,  Othello  ? 

Oth.  Ay,  Defdemona. 

Def.  Will  you  come  to  bed,  my  lord  ? 

Oth.  Have  you  pray'd  to-night,  Defdemona? 

Def  Ay,  my  lord, 

Oth.  If  you  bethink  your  felf  of  any  crime 
Unreconcil'd  as  yet  to  heav'n,  and  grace, 
Solicit  for  it  ftraight. 

Def  Alack,  my  lord, 
What  may  you  mean  by  that? 

Oth.  Well,  do  it,  and  be  brief;  I  will  walk  by, 
I  would  not  kill  thy  unprepared  Ipirit, 

No, 
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No,  heav'ns  fore-fend,  I  would  not  kill  thy  foul. 
Def  Talk  you  of  killing? 
Oth.  Ay,  I  do. 

Def.  Then  heav'n  have  mercy  on  me. 

Oth.  Amen,  with  all  my  heart. 

Def.  If  you  fay  fo,  1  hope  you  will  not  kill  me. 

Oth.  Hum. 

Def  And  yet  I  fear  you:  for  you're  fatal  then,1 
When  your  eyes  rowl  fo. 
Why  I  mould  fear  I  know  not, 
Since  guilt  I  know  not:  yet  I  feel  I  fear. 

Oth.  Think  on  thy  fins. 

Def.  They're  loves  I  bear  to  you. 

Oth.  Ay,  and  for  that  thou  dy'ft. 

Def.  That  death's  unnatural,  that  kills  for  loving. 
Alas,  why  gnaw  you  fo  your  nether-lip  ? 
Some  bloody  paflion  makes  your  very  frame,- 
Thefe  are  portents :  but  yet  I  hope,  I  hope, 
They  do  not  point  on  me. 

Oth.  Peace,  and  be  ftill. 

Def.  I  will  fo :  what's  the  matter  ? 

Oth.  That  handkerchief 
Which  I  fo  lov'd,  and  gave  thee,  thou  gav'ft  Caffw. 

Def  No  by  my  life  and  foul :  fend  for  the  man, 
And  ask  him. 

Oth.  Sweet  foul,  take  heed,  take  heed  of  perjury, 
Thou  art  on  thy  death-bed. 

Def  Ay,  but  not  yet  to  die. 

Oth.  Prefently. 
Therefore  confefs  thee  freely  of  thy  fin : 
For  to  deny  each  article  with  oath, 
Cannot  remove,  nor  choak  the  ftrong  conception 

Ddd  d  % 
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That  I  do  groan  withal.    Thou  art  to  die. 
Def.  Oh  heav'n  have  mercy  on  me. 
Oth.  I  fay,  amen. 

Def.  And  have  you  mercy  too.    I  never  did 
Offend  you  in  my  life ;  never  lov'd  Cajfio, 
But  with  (uch  general  warantry  of  heav'n, 
As  I  might  love.    I  never  gave  him  token. 

Oth.  By  heav'n  I  faw  my  handkerchief  in's  hand. 
Oh  perjur'd  woman!  thou  doft  ftone  my  heart, 
And  mak'ft  me  call,  what  I  intend  to  do, 
A  murther,  which  I  thought  a  facrifice. 
I  faw  the  handkerchief. 

Def.  He  found  it  then 
I  never  gave  it  him  ,•  fend  for  him  hither. 
Let  him  confefs  a  truth. 

Oth.  He  hath  confeft. 

Def  What,  my  lord? 

Oth.  That  he  hath  —  us'd  thee  

Def  How?  unlawfully? 

Oth.  Ay. 

Def  He  will  not  fay  fo. 

Oth.  No,  his  mouth  is  ftopp'd,- 
Honeft  J  ago  hath  ta'en  order  for't. 

Def  Oh,  my  fear  interprets.    What,  is  he  dead 

Oth.  Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives,  my  great  reven 
Had  ftomach  for  them  all. 

Def.  Alas,  he  is  betray'd,  and  I  undone. 

Oth.  Out  ftrumpet!  weep:ft  thou  for  him  to  my  f 

Def.  Oh  banifh  me,  my  lord,  but  kill  me  not. 

Oth.  Down,  ftrumpet. 

Def  Kill  me  to-morrow,  let  me  live  to-night. 
Oth.  Nay,  if  you  ftrive. 
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Def.  But  half  an  hour*  —  but  while  I  fay  one  prayer. 

Oth.  It  is  too  late.  {Attempts  to  /mother  her. 

S  C  E  N  E  VII. 

^Emilia  at  the  door. 

JEmil.  My  lord,  my  lord!  what  hoa!  my  lord,  my  lord! 

Oth.  What  noife  is  this  ?  not  dead  ?  not  yet  quite  dead  ? 
I  that  am  cruel,  am  yet  merciful, 
I  would  not  have  thee  linger  in  thy  pain. 
So,  Co. 

JEmil.  within.']  What  hoa!  my  lord,  my  lord! 
Oth.  Who's  there  ? 

JEmil.  Oh,  my  good  lord,  I  would  Ipeak  a  word  with  you. 

Oth.  Yes  'tis  JEmilia  - —  by  and  by  —  (he's  dead. 
>Tis  like  (he  conies  to  (peak  of  Caffio's  death 
The  hoife  was  high.    Ha,  no  more  moving?. 
Still  as  the  grave.    Shall  me  come  in?  were't  good? 
I  think  me  ftirs  again  —  No  —  what's  the  beft? 
If  fhe  come  in  fhe'll  fure  {peak  to  my  wife,- 
My  wife!  my  wife!  what  wife?  I  have  no  wife. 
Oh  infupportable!  oh  heavy  hour! 
Methinks  it  mould  be  now  a  huge  eclipfe 
Of  fun  and  moon,  and  that  th'  afrighted  globe 
Should  yawn  at  alteration  

JEmil.  I  befeech  you 
That  I  may  fpeak  with  you.    Oh,  good  my  lord!  — — 

Oth,  I  had  forgot  theej  oh  come  in,  JEmilia* 
Soft,  by  and  by,  let  me  the  curtains  draw. 
Where  art  thou  ?  what's  the  matter  with  thee  now  ? 

Enter  iEmilia. 

JEmil  Oh,  my  good  lord,  yonder's  foul  murthers  done. 

*  Def.  But  half  an, hour —  

Oth.  Being  done,  there  is  no  paufe. 
Def.  But  while  I  fay  one  prayer. 

4  Oth, 
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Oth.  What?  now? 

JEm'il.  But  now,  my  lord. 

Oth.  It  is  the  very  error  of  the  moon, 
She  comes  more  near  the  earth  than  me  was  wont, 
And  makes  men  mad. 

Mmil.  Cajjio,  my  lord,  hath  kill'd 
A  young  Venetian,  call'd  Rodorigo. 

Oth.  Rodorigo  kill'd  ?  and  Caffio  kill'd. 

JEm'il.  No,  Caffio  is  not  kill'd  ? 

Oth.  Not  Caffio  kill'd?  then  murther's  out  of  tune, 
And  fweet  revenge  grows  harm. 

Def.  Oh  falfely,  falfely  murder'd. 

JEm'd.  Alas!  what  cry  is  that? 

Oth.  That?  what? 

JEmil.  Out  and  alas,  that  was  my  lady's  voice. 
Help!  help  hoa!  help  !  oh  lady  fp.ak  again, 
Sweet  Defdemona,  oh  fweet  miftrefs,  (peak. 

Def.  A  guiltlefs  death  I  die. 

JEm'il.  Oh  who  hath  done  this  deed  ? 

Def.  Nobody,  I  my  felf,  farewelj 
Commend  me  to  my  kind  lord  ;  oh  farewel.  [Dies. 

Oth.  Why,  how  fhould  me  be  murder'd  ? 

JEm'il.  Alas !  who  knows  ? 

Oth.  You  heard  her  fay  her  felf,  it  was  not  I. 

JEmil.  She  faid  fb,  I  mud  needs  report  the  truth. 

Oth.  She's  like  a  liar  gone  to  burning  hell, 
sTwas  I  that  kill'd  her. 

JE.mil.  Oh  the  more  angel  fhe,  and  you  the  blacker  devil. 

Oth.  She  turn'd  to  folly,  and  me  was  a  whore. 

JKm'il.  Thou  doft  bely  her,  and  thou  art  a  devil. 

Oth.  She  was  falfe  as  water. 

JEm'il.  Thou  art  ram  as  fire,  to  fay 
That  me  was  falfe.    Oh  (he  was  heav'nly  true. 

Oth. 
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Oth.  Cajfio  did  top  her;  ask  thy  husband  elfe. 
Oh,  I  were  damn'd  beneath  all  depth  in  hell, 
But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  jufl:  grounds 
To  this  extremity.    Thy  husband  knew  it  all. 

JRm'il.  My  husband.' 

Oth.  Thy  husband. 

JEmtl.  That  (he  was  falfe  to  wedlock  ? 

Oth.  Ay,  with  Cafflo :  had  fhe  been  true, 
If  heav'n  would  make  me  fuch  another  world, 
Of  one  entire  and  perfect  chryfolite, 
I'd  not  have  fold  her  for  it. 

JEmtl.  My  husband? 

Oth.  Ay,  'twas  he  that  told  me  firft; 
An  honefl:  man  he  is,  and  hates  the  flime 
That  flicks  on  filthy  deeds. 

JEmtl.  My  husband? 

Oth.  What  needs  this b  iteration  woman? 
I  fay  thy  husband. 

\  JEmiL  Oh  miftrefs!  villany  has  made  mocks  with  love, 
My  husband  fay  (he  was  falfe? 

Oth.  He,  woman,- 
I  fay  thy  husband;  do'fl:  underftand  the  word? 
My  friend,  thy  husband,  honefl:,  honefl:  J  ago. 

ALm  'iL  If  he  fay  fo,  may  his  pernicious  foul 
Rot  half  a  grain  a-day ;  he  lies  to  th'  heart. 
She  was  too  fond  of  her  raoft  filthy  bargain. 
Oth.  Hah? 

/Em'iL  Do  thy  word: 
This  deed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  heav'o, 
Than  thou  waft  worthy  her. 

Oth.  Peace,  you  were  beft. 

Mm  'tl  Thou  haft  not  half  that  power  to  do  me  harm 
As  I  have  to  be  hurt:  oh  gull!  oh  dolt! 


*>  iterance, 
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As  ignorant  as  dirt  j  thou'ft  done  a  deed  

I  care  not  for  thy  fword,  I'll  make  thee  known, 

Though  I  loft  twenty  lives  Help!  help  hoa!  help! 

The  Moor  hath  kili'd  my  miftrefs.    Murther,  murther  \ 

SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Montano,  Gratiano,  Jago,  and  others. 

Mon.  What  is  the  matter  \  how  now,  General  ? 

/Em'il.  Oh,  are  you  come,  Jago  ?  you  have  done  well, 
That  men  muft  lay  their  murthers  on  your  neck. 

Gra.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

JEm'il.  Difprove  this  villain,  if  thou  be'ft  a  man 
He  fays  thou  toldft  him  that  his  wife  was  falfe: 
I  know  thou  didft  not,  thou'rt  not  fuch  a  villain. 
Speak,  for  my  heart  is  full. 

Jago.  I  told  him  what  I  thought  •>  and  told  no  more 
Than  what  he  found  himfelf  was  apt  and  true. 

JEmil.  But  did  you  ever  tell  him,  {he  was  falfe? 

Jago.  I  did. 

ALmil.  You  told  a  lie;  an  odious  damned  Le  : 
Upon  my  foul  a  lie  5  a  wicked  lie. 
She  falfe  with  CaJJlo  ?  did  you  Giy  with  Cajfio  ? 

Jago.  With  CaJJio,  miftrefs  -}  go  to,  charm  your  tongue. 

JEm'il.  I  will  not  charm  my  tongue ;  I'm  bound  to  ipeak, 
My  miftrefs  lies  here  murther'd  in  her  bed.  * 

*  murder'd  in  her  bed. 

All.  Oh  heav'ns  forefend  ! 

jEmil.  And  your  reports  have  fet  the  murther  on. 

Oth.  Nay,  ftare  not,  mailers,  it  is  true  indeed. 

Gra.  'Tis  a  ftrange  truth. 

Mon.  Oh  monftrous  a£l ! 

ALmil.  Villany !  villany!  villany! 

I  think  upon't  I  think  I  fmelPt-  Oh  villany! 

I  thought  fo  then  j  I'll  kill  my  felf  for  grief, 
Oh  villany,  villany ! 

Jago.  What,  are  you  mad  ?  . 
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J  ago.  What,  are  you  mad  ?  I  charge  yon  get  you  home. 

ALmtL  Good  gentle  men,  let  me  have  leave  to  (peak  ; 
'Tis  proper  I  obey  him,  but  not  now : 
Perchance,  Jago,  I  will  ne'er  go  home. 

Oth.  Oh !  oh!  oh !  [Othello  falls  on  the 

JEm'tl.  Nay,  lay  thee  down  and  roar : 
For  thou  haft  kill'd  the  fweeteft  innocent, 
That  e'er  did  lift  up  eye. 

Oth.  Oh  flie  was  foul ! 
I  fcarce  did  know  you,  uncle ;  there  lyes  your  neice, 
Whofe  breath  indeed  thefe  hands  have  newly  ftop'd ; 
I  know  this  ad  (hews  horrible  and  grim. 

Gra.  Poor  Defdemona  /  I'm  glad  thy  father's  dead  : 
Thy  match  was  mortal  to  him  -y  and  pure  grief 
Shore  bis  old  thread  in  twain.    Did  he  live  now, 
This  fight  would  make  him  do  a  defp'rate  turn , 
Yea,  curfe  his  better  angel  from  his  fide, 
And  fall  to  reprobation, 

Oth.  'Tis  pitiful  j  but  yet  Jago  knows, 
That  (he  with  Cajflo  hath  the  act  of  fhame 
A  thoufand  times  committed.    CaJJio  confeft  it, 
And  flie  did  gratifie  his  amorous  works, 
With  that  recognizance  and  pledge  of  love 
Which  I  firft  gave    I  faw  it  in  his  hand  5 
It  was  an  handkerchief,  an  antique  token 
My  father  gave  my  mother. 

JEm'tl.  Oh  heav'n !  oh  heav'nly  powers  ? 

Jago.  Come,  hold  your  peace. 

JEm'tl.  'Twill  out,  'twill  out  —  I  peace! 
No,  I  will  fpeak  as  liberal  as  the  c  air, 
Let  heav'n,  and  men,  and  devils,  let  them  all, 
All,  all,  cry  (hame  againft  me,  yet  I'll  fpeak. 


Vol.  VI. 

«  north. 


E  e  e  e 
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J  ago.  Be  wife  and  get  you  home. 

JEmil.  I  will  not.  [Jago  offers  to  fiab  his  wife. 

Gra.  Fie,  your  fword  upon  a  woman  ? 

Mmil.  Oh,  thou  dull  Moor !  that  handkerchief  thou  (peak'ft  of 
I  found  by  fortune,  and  did  give  my  husband; 
For  often,  with  a  folemn  earneftnefs, 
(More  than  indeed  belong'd  to  foch  a  trifle,) 
He  begg'd  of  me  to  fteal  it. 

Jago.  Villanous  whore! 

Mmil.  She  give  it  CaJJio'l  alas  I  found  it, 
And  I  did  grve't  my  husband. 

Jago.  Filth,  thou  lieft. 

JEmil.  By  heav'n  I  do  not,  I  do  not,  gentlemen  : 
Oh  murd'rous  coxcomb!  what  mould  fuch  a  fool 
Do  with  fo  good  a  wife? 

[J ago  breaks  through  and  wounds  his  wife,  then  runs  out, 

Oth.  Are  there  no  ftones  in  heav'n, 
But  what  fervc  for  the  thunder?  precious  villain! 

Gra.  The  woman  falls  ->  fure  he  hath  kill'd  his  wife 

Mmil.  Ay,  ay  -y  oh  lay  me  by  my  miftrefs'  ride. 

Gra.  He's  gone,  but  his  wife's  kill'd. 

Mon.  'Tis  a  notorious  villain  ,•  take  this  weapon, 
Which  I  recover'd  have  here  from  the  Moor: 
Come,  guard  the  door  without,  let  him  not  pafs, 
But  kill  him  rather  j  I'll  after  that  fame  villain, 
For  'tis  a  damned  Have.  [Exeunt  Montano  and  Gratiano. 

SCENE  IX. 

Oth.  I  am  not  valiant  neither 
But  every  puny  whipfter  gets  my  fword. 
But  why  mould  honour*  out-live  honefty? 

Letitg°alL  JEmO. 
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JEmil.  What  did  thy  fong  boad,  lady  ? 
Hark,  canft  thou  hear  me  ?  I  will  play  the  fwao, 

And  die  in  mufick;  Willow,  Willow,  Willow  

Moor,  flie  was  chaft,  (he  lov'd  thee,  cruel  Moor, 
So  come  my  foul  to  blifs,  as  I  (peak  true; 

So  (peaking  as  I  think,  alas,  I  die.  [^Emilia  dies. 

Oth.  I  have  another  weapon  in  this  chamber, 
It  was  a  fword  of  Spain,  the  \  Ebro's  temper; 
Oh  here  it  is :  uncle,  I  mull  come  forth. 

Gra.  within.']  If  thou  attempt  it,  it  will  coft  thee  dear; 
Thou  haft  no  weapon,  and  perforce  muft  fufFer. 

Oth.  Look  in  upon  me  then,  and  fpeak  with  rae, 
Or  naked  as  I  am,  I  will  affault  thee. 

Gra.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Oth.  Lo !  I  have  a  weapon : 
A  better  never  did  it  felf  fuftain 
Upon  a  (bldier's  thigh.    Pve  feen  the  day, 
That  with  this  little  arm,  and  this  good  fword, 
I  made  my  way  through  more  impediments, 
Than  twenty  times  your  flop.    But,  oh  vain  boaft! 
Who  can  controul  his  fate  ?  'tis  not  fo  now. 
Be  not  afraid,  though  you  do  fee  me  weapon'd ; 
Here  is  my  journey's  end,  here  is  my  butt, 
And  very  fea-mark  of  my  utmoft  fail. 
Do  you  go  back  difmay'd  ?  'tis  a  loft  fear : 
Man  but  a  rufh  againft  Othello's  breaft, 
And  he  retires.    Where  mould  Othello  go  ? 

Now  how  doft  thou  look  now?  oh  ill-ftarr'd  wench! 

Pale  as  thy  fmock !  When  we  (hall  meet  at  compt, 
This  look  of  thine  will  hurl  my  foul  from  heav'n, 
And  fiends  will  match  at  it.    Cold,  cold,  my  girl? 

\  In  the  firft  edition  it  is  Ifebroke's  temper.  'Thence  corrupted  to  Ice- brooks. 
Ebro'j  temper  :  the  waters  of  that  river  of  Spain  are  particularly  famous  for  tem- 
pering of  fieel.    The  fineft  arms  in  the  world)  the  Catalonian  Fufees. 

E  e  e  e  2  Ev'n 
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Ev'n  like  thy  chaftity.    Oh  curfed  flave! 
Whip  me,  ye  devils, 

From  the  poffeflion  of  this  heav'nly  fight ; 
Blow  me  about  in  winds,  roaft  me  in  fulphur, 

Warn  me  in  fteep-down  gulfs  of  liquid  fire  

Oh  Defdemona  /  Defdemona  /  dead,  dead !  oh,  oh ! 

s  c  E  n  e  x. 

Enter  Lodovico,  CafTio  led  in  wounded,  Montano,  and  Jago 

prifoner,  with  officers, 

Lod.  Where  is  this  ram  and  moft  unfortunate  man? 
Oth.  That's  he  that  was  Othello:  here  I  am. 
Lod.  Where  is  that  viper. 5  bring  the  villain  forth. 
Oth.  I  look  down  tow'rds  his  feet ;  but  that's  a  fable. 
If  that  thou  beeft  a  devil,  I  cannot  kill  thee. 

[Othello  wounds  Jago. 

Lod.  Wrench  his  fword  from  him. 

Jago.  I' bleed,  Sir,  but  not  kill'd. 

Oth.  I  am  not  forry  neither:  I'd  have  thee  livej 
For  in  my  (enfe,  'tis  happinefs  to  die. 

Lod.  Oh  thou,  Othello,  that  waft  once  fo  good, 
Fain  in  the  practice  of  a  curfed  flave, 
What  (hall  be  faid  to  thee  ? 

Oth.  Why  any  thing ; 
An  honourable  murth'rer,  if  you  will ; 
For  nought  I  did  in  hate,  but  all  in  honour. 

Lod.  This  wretch  hath  part  confeft  his  villany: 
Did  you  and  he  confent  in  Caffio's  death  ? 

Oth.  Ay. 

Caf.  Dear  General,  I  never  gave  you  caufe. 
Oth.  I  do  believe  it,  and  I  ask  your  pardon : 
Will  you,  I  pray,  demand  that  demy-devil, 

Why 
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Why  he  hath  thus  enfnar'd  my  foul  and  body  ? 

J  ago.  Demand  me  nothing;  what  you  know,  you  know; 
From  this  time  forth  I  never  will  fpeak  word. 

Lod.  What  ?  not  to  pray  ? 

Gra,  Torments  will  ope  your  lips. 

Oth.  Well,  thou  doft  beft. 

Lod.  Sir  you  mall  underftand  what  hath  befalrf, 
Which  as  I  think,  you  know  not;  here's  a  letter, 
Found  in  the  pocket  of  the  (lain  Rodrigo, 
And  here  another,  one  of  them  imports 
The  death  of  CaJJio  to  be  undertook 
By  Rodorigo. 

Oth.  Oh  villain! 

Caf,  Mod  heathenim  and  moft  grofs ! 

Lod.  Now,  here's  another  difcontented  paper 
Found  in  his  pocket  too;  and  this  it  teems 
Rodrigo  meant  t'have  fent  this  damned  villain ; 
But  that  belike  Jago  in  the  interim 
Came  in,  and  fatisfy'd  him. 

Oth.  Oh  thou  pernicious  caitiff! 
How  came  you,  CaJJio>  by  that  handkerchief 
That  was  my  wife's  ? 

Caf.  I  found  it  in  my  chamber ; 
And  he  hisnfelf  confeft  it  but  even  now, 
That  there  he  dropt  it  for  a  fpecial  purpofe,  , 
Which  wrought  to  his  defire. 

Oth.  Oh  fool,  fool,  fool! 

Caf  There  is  befides,  in  Rodorigo\  letter, 
How  he  upbraids  Jago  that  he  made  him 
Brave  me  upon  the  watch ;  whereon  it  came 
That  I  was  caft;  and  even  now  he  fpake 
After  long  feeming  dead,  Jago  hurt  him, 
Jago  fet  him  on. 

Lod, 
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Lod.  You  mud  forfake  this  room,  and  go  with  us ; 
Your  pow'r  and  your  command  is  taken  off, 
And  CaJJio  rules  in  Cyprus.    For  this  flave, 
If  there  be  any  cunning  cruelty, 
That  can  torment  him  much  and  hold  him  long, 
It  mall  be  his.    You  fhall  clofe  prifoner  reft, 
Till  that  the  nature  of  your  fault  be  known 
To  the  Venetian  ftate.    Come,  bring  away. 

Oth.  Soft  you  ;  a  word  or  two  before  you  go. 
I've  done  the  ftate  fome  fervice,  and  they  know't ; 
No  more  of  that.    I  pray  you  in  your  letters, 
When  you  mail  thefe  unlucky  deeds  relate, 
Speak  of  me,  as  I  am.    Nothing  extenuate, 
Nor  fet  down  ought  in  malice.    Then  muft  you  fpeak 
Of  one  that  lov'd  not  wifely,  but  too  well  y- 
Of  one,  not  eafily  jealous    but  being  wrought, 
Perplex'd  in  the  extream  j  of  one  whofe  hand, 
Like  the  bafe  f  Indian,  threw  a  pearl  away 
Richer  than  all  his  tribe  y-  of  one,  whofe  eyes 
Albeit  unufed  to  the  melting  mood, 
Drop  tears  as  faft  as  the  Arabian  trees 
Their  medicinal  gum.    Set  you  down  this. 
And  fay  befides,  that  in  Aleppo  once, 
Where  a  malignant  and  a  turban'd  Turk 
Beat  a  Venetian,  and  tradue'd  the  ftate, 
I  took  by  th'  throat  the  circumcifed  dog, 

And  fmote  him,  thus.  [Stabs  himfelf. 

Lod.  Oh  bloody  period ! 
Gra.  All  that  is  fpoke  is  marr'd. 

•f  la  the  firft  edition  it  is  Judian,  occafiorCd  probably  by  the  word  Tribe  juft  after, 
but  the  common  reading  is  better  •>  as  the  word  Tribe  is  applicable  to  any  race  of 
people,  and  the  thought  of  an  ignorant  Indian'*  cajiing  away  a  pearl  'very  natural 
in  itfelf,  whereas  to  make  fenfe  of  the  other,  one  mufi  prefuppofe  fome  particular 
fiory  of  a  Jew  alluded  to,  which  is  much  lefs  obvious. 

Oth. 
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Oth.  I  kift  thee,  ere  I  kill'd  thee.    No  way  but  this, 
Killing  my  felf,  to  die  upon  a  kite.  [Dies. 

Caf.  This  did  I  fear,  but  thought  he  had  no  weapon  ,• 
For  he  was  great  of  heart. 

Lod.  Oh  Spartan  dog  \ 
More  fell  than  anguifh,  hunger,  or  the  fea  \ 
Look  on  the  tragick  loading  of  this  bed  $ 

This  is  thy  work  ;  the  object  poifons  fight,  

Let  it  be  hid.    Grat'tano,  keep  the  houfe, 

And  feize  upon  the  fortunes  of  the  Moor, 

For  they  fucceed  to  you.    To  you,  lord  governor, 

Remains  the  cenfure  of  this  hellifli  villain : 

The  time,  the  place,  the  torture,  oh  inforce  it. 

My  felf  will  ftraight  aboard,  and  to  the  ftate, 

This  heavy  ad,  with  heavy  heart,  relate.  [Exeunt, 

The  End  of  S  h  a  k  e  s  p  e  a  rV  Plays, 
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 *  his  Character.      -     -  ----- 

 refolves  to  kill  hlmfelf  if  C<efar  is  made  King. 
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-  -  -  -  murther'd.      -  -      -      -      ~      -      -  ibid. 

Edward  p.  of  Wales,  Son  to  Henry  6.  Vol.  4. 

Q.  Elizabeth,  prophetically  defcriVd  by  Cranmer.    -    -    -    -  ibid. 

-  Complimented  by  the  Title  of  theVeftal  Queen.  Vol.  1. 

Enobarbus,  a  brave  Reman  Captain.  -  Vol.  f. 
 dies  with  grief  for  deferring  Antony.  ibid. 

F. 


^Aulconbridge,  boaftful,  brave  and  enterprizing. 
Fulvia's  Death  and  Character. 


GL  endow  er  -  - 
 defcrib'd  by  Hotfpur. 

Clocejler,  Humphrey  D.  of  gives  up  his  white  Staff.    -  - 

 fees  his  Dutchefs's  Proceffion  for  Penance. 

 Accus'd  to  the  King  by  the  Queen  and  others. 

-  Arrefted  for  High  Treafon,  he  defends  himfelf. 

-----  murther'd  by  ftrangling.  - 
Gardiner,  Bp.  of  Winchejler,  flattering  and  cruel. 


TJEnry  j-th,  whilft  Prince. 
*  ■*  -  -  item. 
Vol.  VI. 


H. 


G  g  g  g 


1  Hen.  4. 


Richard  l. 

2  Hen  6. 

2  Hen.  6. 

3  Hen.  6. 

Richard  3. 


Richard  3. 
Henry  8. 
Midf.  N.  Dr. 
Ant.  and  Cleop 
ibid. 


-  Vol.  3. 

K.  John. 

Vol.  s. 

Ant.  and  Cleop 

Vol.  3. 

1  Hen.  4. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

-  Vol.  4. 

2  Hen.  6. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

Hep.  8. 

Vol.  3. 

Richard  2. 

Vol.  3. 

i  Hen.  4. 

INDEX. 


Hotfpur.  (vid.  Percy)  H.  fth  in  Armour.  - 
Henry  4th  defcrib'd  by  Hotfpur. 

 his  Son  Prince  Henry,      -  - 

 item 

Henry  fth.  -       -       .  . 

-  -  -  item. 

Henry  6th,  meek,  religious,  unfortunate.-   -  -  -      -  - 

Henry  8th,  W<£  Q.  Catharine,  Anne  Bullen. 

t 

^fOHN,  Kin?,  diflembling,  cruel,  irrefolute,  unfortunate. 
J    Joan,  the  Maid  of  Orleans.      -  .... 
  -  -  raifeth  Fiends.- 

------  taken  Prilbner.     ------  1 

.   .  Condemn'd  to  be  burn'd. 

James  I.  King,  prophetically  defcrib'd  by  Cranmer. 
Julio  Romano,  his  Character. 

L. 

T  EAR,  King,  choleric,  fickle,  mad,  miferable. 

Leptdns>%  Chara&er  by  Antony.  ----- 
..--.---by  Pompey. 

M. 


Vol.  3 
Vol.  3 
Vol.  3 
Vol.  3 
Vol.  3. 
Vol  .4 
Vol.  4 


Vol.  3 
Vol.  4 

ibid. 

ibid. 
-  ibid. 

Vol.  2. 


Vol.  3 
Vol.  j- 


Vol.  3 


71/10  r timer 

■* "  Margaret,  Henry  6th's  Queen,  enrag'd  with  her  own  miferies, 
exults  at  others.  Vol.  4 

Moor,  Sir  Thomas.       -      -  -  /'£/<^. 

Menenius  Agrippa,  his  Fable  of  the  Belly  and  Limbs.  Vol. 

-----  his  Character  by  himfelf.      -      -----  ibid. 

 his  Character  of  Coriolanus.  ibid. 

Macbeth,  his  bravery  in  Battel.        -  -      Vol.  5-. 

-----  hath  his  Greatnefs  foretold  by  Witches 

 the  conflict  of  his  Mind  when  he  firft  intended  to  kill  the 

King.      -       ---     -  .... 

-----  his  Temper  defcrib'd  by  his  Lady. 

  -  fhe   refolves  on  murthering  the  King,   and  encourages 

Macbeth.  -   

-----  he  flaggers  in  his  Refolution,  and  is  confirm'd  again  by  his 
Wife.  -   

-----  his  Soliloquy  before  he  kills  vhe  King,  and  horror  after. 

  -  meditates  Banqud's  Death,  and  employs  murtherers. 

-  Bancjuo's  Ghoft  appears  to  him.  ----- 

 confults  the  Witches  again. 

-----  his  Character  by  Malcolm.      -      -      -       -  - 
.  .  diflra&ed  wich  horror. 

 defpairs,  on  hearing  the  Englijh  advance  againft  him. 

-  told  of  his  Lady's  Death.  - 

-----  flain  by  Macduff. 


N. 

J^Orthumberland'i  grief  for  Hotfpur. 

O. 

fiRpbeus's  Mufick.  

v/  _  .  .  .  item. 

Qfiavius  C>efar,  his  interview  with  Brutus  and  Cajfius. 

[for  the  reft  vid.  Antony  and  Cleopatra. 


Vol.  3. 


Vol.  4. 
Vol.  1. 
Vol.  f. 


Play. 
I  Hen.  4. 

1  Hen.  4. 
ibid. 

2  Hen.  4. 
Henry  f. 
I  Hen.  6. 


1,2,3.  <5- 


K.  John. 
1  Hen.  6. 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid. 
Hen.  8. 
Wint.  tale. 


K.  Lear. 
Jul.  Ccefar. 
Ant.  and  Cleop 


Hen.  4. 

Richard  3. 
Hen.  8. 
Coriol. 
ibid, 
ibid. 

Macbeth. 


Hen.  4. 


Hen.  8. 

Gent.  Ver, 
Jul.  Cafar. 


A£t 
4 
4 
f 
4 
1 


Scene 
2 
S 


f,  &c 
3 
3 
6 
8 
S 


6 
2 
1 

4 
1 

4 

f.  6. 
7 


9. 10 
2.3 
2 

S 
2 

4 
2 

3 
f 

7.8 


Perfon. 
Ver. 

Ver. 
K.  Hen. 
Cant. 


3  Cent. 


Men, 


North. 


Song, 
Pro. 


Percy, 


I  N  D 


E  X. 


p. 

t^Ercy,  Harry  Hotjpur.  Vol.  3. 

*•    —  -  item.      -      -                  -      -      -     .  .     Vol.  3. 

 item.  Vol.  3. 

 his  Death.     -   Vol.  3. 

 Character,  by  Lady  Percy.  Vol.  3. 

Portia,  a  Roman  Lady  of  an  heroic  Spirit,  vid.  Brums.  -   -     -  - 

R. 

TYlcbard  the  Second,  his  ill  Conduct.  -          Vol.  3. 

Z\  .                       item.  Vol.  3. 

-                            item.  -   -     Vol.  3. 

 .....  item.  Vol.  3. 

Richard  \.  his  Character.  -      -      -      -      Vol.  3. 

Richard  3.  ambitious,  brave,  diflembling,  cruel,  unfortunate,  Vol.  4. 

his  Birth  prodigious.  Vol.  4. 

-----  -  his  Perfon  and  Manners  defcrib'd  by  Q.Margaret.  Vol. 4. 

—  .  . ;  _  .  defcrib'd  by  his  Mother,  the  D.  of  Tork.    -   -  -  ibid. 

S. 

STAUsburfs  Death  and  Character.  Vol.  4. 

*-*  Suffolk,  proud,  falfe,  enterprizing.  -----  ibid. 
------  his  Death.  -        -    -  ibid. 


T. 

7Albot,  when  Prifoner  in  Frame. 
-  -  -  flain  with  his  Son. 
T'isrel,  "James.      -       -       -  1 

Timon  of  Athens,  beggar'd  by  Flatterers. 


Vol.  4. 

ibid 
-  ibid 

Vols 


....  —  idem.  ibid. 

-  his  laft  entertainment  for  the  Parafites,  ibid. 

-  retires,  and  fhakes  oft'  humanity.  - 

-  digging  for  Roots  finds  Gold. 

-  vifited  by  Ahibiades,  excites  him  to  cruelty.   -     -  - 

-  pinch'd  with  Hunger,  his  reflections  on  the  Earth. 

-  compares  himfelf  with  Apemantus   -   -   -   -     -  - 

-  he  gives  Gold  and  encouragement  to  the  Thieves. 

-  vifited  by  his  honelt  Steward:  - 

-  by  the  Poet  and  Painter. 

-  by  the  Senators, entreating  him  to  command  againft  Ahibiades. 

-  his  Death  and  Epitaph.      -  -      -  - 


V. 

T/Olumnia,  a  Mother  of  an  heroic  Spirit. 

*  inftructs  Coriolanus  to  addrefs  the  People. 

...  diverts  him  from  deftroying  Rome.    -  - 

Valeria's  Chaftity  prais'd  by  her  Husband. 

W. 

TJ/IncheJter,  Cardinal  Beaufort's  Character. 

*V  -----  his  Death.  - 

Warwick,  brave  but  inconftant 

Wolfey,  Cardinal,  his  Character  by  Norfolk,  &c. 

-  -  -  -  his  Power  over  the  King.  - 


Vol.  s- 
ibid. 


Play. 


I  Hen.  4. 
1  Hen.  4. 

1  Hen.  4. 

2  Hen.  4. 
1  Hen.  4. 


Richard  Z. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

1  Hen.  4. 
K.  John. 

C  3  Hen.  6. 

I  &  Rich.  3, 
3  Hen.  6. 
Richard  3. . 
ibid. 


1  Hen.  6. 

2  Hen.  6. 
ibid. 


1  Hen.  6. 
ibid. 

Richard  3. 


n 


imon. 


ibid, 
ibid. 


VoL  s- 


Vol.  4. 

ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid. 


Corioh 
ibid. 


Coriol. 


T  Hen.  6. 
2  Hen.  6. 
2.  3  Hen.  6. 
Hen.  8. 
ibid. 


/  N  D   E  X. 


IVolfey  upbraided  by  Q.  Catharine. 

 his  reflection  on  his  fall. 

-  -  -  -  his  Death  related  and  mix'd  Character. 


'Ork,  Archbifhop  of  -    ■  - 

Tork,  D.  of,  enterprixing,  valiant,  unfortunate. 


Vol.  4. 


ibid, 
ibid. 


Vol.  3. 
Vol.  4. 


Play. 
Hen.  8. 
ibid, 
ibid. 


2  Hen.  4. 
2.  3  Hen.  6. 


Adr. 
2 

3 
4 


Scene. 
6 
6 
2 


Perfort. 


Grr/f. 


SECT.  II. 


INDEX  of  Manners,  Paflions,  and  their 
external  Effects. 

N.  B.  The  Names  of  the  fiftitious  Perfons  to  whom  thefe  Cha- 
racters are  apply*  d,  are  annexed  in  an  Alphabetical  Index 
enfuing.    Vid.  Seel.  2. 

A. 

ALL  Y,  a  perfidious  one,  in  Burgundy.     ...  Vol.  4 

Ambition.  ibid. 

 cover'd  with  fpecious  Humility.    -    -    -  Vol. 

-------  -  jealous  of  a  fuccefsful  Friend.      -      -   -  -  - 

Ambitious  Woman  in  Eleanor.  Vol.  4. 

Anger,  in  the  D.  of  Buckingham.      -      -  ibid. 

 its  external  Effects  painted.  ibid. 

Affliction.  Vol.  1. 

Admiration.      -      -      ...            -     -     -   -  -  ibid. 
Atheiftical  harden'd  Villain,  vid.  Barnardine. 
Avarice  and  Cruelty,  vid.  Shylock.  Vol.  2.  Mer.  of  Ven. 


B. 


Blfnop,  true  to  his  Sovereign,  Carlijle. 
-  -  -  a  Rebel,  York. 
Boafters,  the  Dauphin,  &c. 

 the  Ballard. 

-----  defcrib'd.       -     -     -  - 


COurtier  (a  bold  plain-dealing  J  Gaunt. 
 Kent. 

  -  an  accomplilh'd  one,  Hid.  Buckingham.  Hen.  8. 

Courlfhip,  Glocefter'%  to  Lady  Anne.  - 

 honourable  injoin'd  by  a  Father. 

...  defcrib'd.  ------ 

 a  beautiful  Scene  betwixt  Romeo  and  'Juliet. 

Councilor,  an  honeft  one,  vid.  Gonzalo.  - 

Child,  the  Duty  it  owes  a  Father. 

Country  Squire,  in  Slender.  - 

Chaflity  fcandaliz'd,  beautifully  painted  in  Hero. 

Chaftity.  vid.  Valeria-.      -  - 


Vol.  3. 

ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid. 


Vol.  3. 

ibid. 
Vol.  4. 

ibid. 
Vol.  1. 

ibid. 
Vol.  6. 

Vol.  1. 
-  ibid, 
ibtd. 


1  Hen.  6. 

Hen.  8. 
Jul.  Ccefar. 
Ant.-i.vA  Cleop. 

2  Hen.  6. 
Hen.  8. 
ibid. 
Temp. 
ibid\ 


Richard  1. 
2  Hen  4. 

Hen.  f. 
K.  John. 

ibid. 


Richard  2. 
K.  Lear. 

Richard  3. 
Temp. 

Midf.  N.  Dr. 
Rom.  and  Jul. 

Midf.  N.  Dr. 

MW.ofWndf. 

M.A.abt.Noth 


C 
1 
1 

4 
2 

4 
1 

3 


2 

1.  2 
1 

3 


1.  2. 


IVol. 

Brut. 

Ven. 


IVol. 
Ari. 
Pro. 


O.  IO. 
S 


Glo. 

Prof. 

Ege. 

the. 


Courage 


INDEX. 


Courage  in  old  Men.      -  Vol.  i. 

Courage.  ibid. 

 different  Notions  of  it  in  a  Senator,  and  a  General.  Vol.  s- 

Care,  in  a  Merchant.       -------  Vol.  2. 

Conftancy.  :     -     -  Vol.  $. 


D. 


DAughters,  undutiful,in  Goneril  and  Regan. 
-----  dutiful,  in  Cordelia.  - 
Defpair,  in  the  Agonies  of  Death.  Cardinal  Beauford. 
-  -  -  -  of  Pardon.      -  - 


Envy. 


FEar,  arifing  from  an  expected  Evil. 
Father,  an  unnatural,  in  York. 

Father's  paffion  on  the  ill  Conduct  of  a  Daughter. 

-  -  -  -  fondnefs  for  his  Child. 
French  Quack's  Airs,  in  Dr.  Cams. 
Fury. 


Vol.  3. 
-  ibid. 
Vol.  4. 
Vol.  2. 


Vol.  4. 


Vol.  3. 
Vol.  3. 

Vol.  1. 

Vol.  2. 
Vol.  1. 
Vol.  f. 


G. 

GRavity  affected,  to  be  thought  Wife.       -  -  - 

Grief. 

"Grief,  its  Nature  to  multip'y  afflictions.        -       -  - 

-  -  -  beautifully  defcrib'd  in  Cordelia.  - 

-  -  -  at  parting  of  Lovers,  Q.  Marg.  and  Suffolk. 
 a  Mother's  for  her  Son  murther'd.  - 

-  -  -  wrought  to  Rage  in  Q.  Margaret. 

-  -  -  a  Father's  ('an  Old  General J  for  his  Sons  and  Daughter. 
 a  virtuous  Wife's,  wrong'd  by  her  Husband 

 a  Husband's  on  the  murther  of  his  Wife  and  Children. 

 a  Valiant  Father's  for  the  Death  of  a  brave  Son. 

H. 

H°Pe-  

A  -*~  Hope. 

Hoftcfs,  Qutckly.  

Highway-man,  Gadpill. 
Horror,  its  outward  effects. 


Vol.  2. 
Vol.  3. 
Vol.  3. 

ibid. 
Vol.  4. 
-  ibid. 

ibid. 

v.  s- 

Vol.  6. 
Vol.  f. 
s  ibid. 


 Vol.  3. 

Vol.  4. 

 Vol.  3. 

ibid. 

 Vol.  4. 

 rais'd  in  the  Characters  of  Aaron,  Tamoray  and  Saturnius.  V.  j*. 

I. 

'  "Uffices,  Country,  Shallow  and  Silence.      -    -      -  Vol.  3. 

)    Inconftancy.  Vol.  1. 

Jealouly,  in  Ford.      -       --      --      --  - 

j  ealoufy,  the  rife  and  growth  of  it  character'd  in  Leontes.  Vol.  2. 

'  ealoufy.             -      -      -      -      -      -      -      -  Vol.  6. 

-  in  Poflhumius 

-  -  -  -  -  the  motives,  growth,  and  fatal  effects  of  it  admirably  Ihew'd 

in  Othello.   Vol.  6. 

Joy,  excefs  produceth  Tears.  Vol.  1. 

Ingratitude,  in  Lucullus,  Lucius,  Sempronius.   Vol.  f. 

vol.  VI  Hhhi 


Play. 
M.A.abt.Noth. 
Tarn,  of  the  &c. 
Timon. 
Mer.  of  Ven. 
Ant.  and.  Cleop. 


K.  Lear. 

ibid. 

2  Hen.  6. 
IVmt.  Tale. 


Hen.  8. 


2  Hen.  4. 

Richard.  2. 

C  M.A.  abt.  No. 

?  ibid. 

IVmt.Tale. 

MW.oiWindf. 

Ant.  and  Cleop. 


Mer.  of  Ven. 
Richard  2. 
Richard  2. 
K.  Lear. 

2  Hen.  6. 

3  Hen.  6. 
Richard  3. 
Tit.  Andro. 
Cyrnbel. 
Macbeth. 
ibid. 


Richard  2. 
Richard,  3. 
2  Hen.  4. 
I  Hen.  4. 
Hen.  8. 
Titus  Andro. 


2  Hen.  4. 
2  Gent.  Ver. 
M.JV.  oiJVindf. 
IVtnt.  Tale. 
Tro.  and  Cref. 
Cyrnbel. 

Othello. 

M.A. abt.  Noth. 
Timon. 


Act. 

Scene. 

Perfon. 

S 

1 

Leon.  Ant. 

1 

6 

Pet. 

3 

J 

6 

I  Sen.  Ale — 

I 

1 

Sal.  Sol. 

s 

S 

Cleop. 

3 

9.  10. 

3 

s 

Pau. 

3 

s 

IVol. 

1 

3 

ivortff. 

S 

4 

1.  2 

Leon. 

} 

1 

I 

2 

Leo.  Pol 

3 

10 

Eno. 

1 

I 

Gra. 

1 

3 

Dutch. 

2 

Bujhy. 

4 

03 

Gent. 

3 

8.9 

S 

6 

Queen. 

1 

4 

0 

1 .  2. 

Tit 

3 

Imog. 

4 

6 

Macd. 

S 

8 

Sey. 

2 

6 

Queen. 

S 

2 

Rich. 

3 

3 

Nor. 

S 

4 

Pre. 

s 

3-4-f 

2 

6.7. 

I 

1 

Leon. 

2, 

King- 


INDEX. 


K. 


TT  1NG,  of  raft  ill  Conduft,  Richard  i. 
XV  ...  W1-fe  ancj  valiant,  Henry  4.        -      -  - 
  weak,  cholcrick,  miferable,  Lear. 

-  -  -  -  -  meek,  religious,  unfortunate  in  Henry  6. 
-----  amorous,  brave,  fuccefsful,  in  Edward  4.     -    -  • 

-  -  -  -  -  bold,  crafty,  cruel,  diflembling,  in  Richard  3. 
 .  brave,  religions,  fortunate,  in  Henry  7.    -   -   -  ■ 

L. 

T  OVE,  exprefs'd  by  a  Soldier.  -     -     -  - 

*-*  -  -  -  virtuous. 

------  protefted  by  Richard  3.      -----  • 

.  .  the  firft  motions  exprefs'd  by  Hen.  8.  vid.  Anne 

------  by  Miranda  and  Ferdinand.       -  - 

 the  Crofles  of  it. 

------  Appointment  protefted.      -     -  - 

------  its  nature. 

 -  Charm  to  enkindle  it.  -  

------  in  the  Queen  of  Fairies,  beautifully  imagin'd. 

  .  given  over.      -      --     --      --  - 

_  _  _  chang'd  to  averfion. 

commended  and  difprais'd.  - 

 froward,  and  diflembling. 

Love,  expells  all  other  paffions.  - 
 its  Original. 

 its  feveral  Offices.     -  -      ...  _ 

all  other  paffions  loft  in  it. 


Vol.  3. 
Vol.  3. 

ibid. 
Vol.  4. 

-  ibid, 
ibid. 

-  ibid. 


Vol.  3. 
Vol.  4. 

ibid. 
Bullen. 
Vol.  1. 

ibid. 
-  ibid. 

ibid 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 
Vol.  2. 

ibid. 
■  ibid. 


-  -  at  firft  fight. 


 in  Man  and  Woman,  compar'd. 

 conceal'd,  beautifully  painted. 

 in  a  young  brave  General. 

-  -  -  -  conftancy  in,  protefted. 

 quirted  by  a  Soldier. 

 its  qualities.  - 

 impatient  of  delay. 

...  .  item. 

 impatient  of  abfence. 

Luft.  

 in  a  grave  Minifter  of  State. 

M. 


MAdnefs,  real  in  Lear,  counterfeit  in  Edgar. 
Melancholy  

 -  -  -  feveral  kinds  of  it. 

Mother,  lamenting  her  Sons. 

  item. 

Murtherer,  in  Exton. 


tbid. 
-  ibid. 

ibid. 
-  ibid. 
Vol.  6. 


PEdantry,  in  Sir  Hugh  Evans.  - 
  in  Armado,  Hohfemes,  Nathaniel. 

Princes,  young  and  valiant,  P.  Henry  and  Lancafter. 

Prophetefs,  in  Joan  of  Orleans. 

Pride.  


ibid 


Vol.  6. 
Vol.  1. 
ibid 


Vol.  3. 
Vol.  1. 
Vol.  2. 
Vol.  4. 
-  ibid. 
VoL  3. 


Vol.  1. 
Vol.  2. 
Vol.  3. 
Vol.  4. 
Vol.  6. 


Play. 


Richard  1. 
1  &  2  Hen.  4. 
Lear. 

I.  2.  3  Hen.  6. 
3  Hen.  6. 
ibid.  Richard  3 
ibid. 


Hen.  S. 
3  Hen.  6. 
Richard  3. 

Tempeft. 
Midf.  N.Dr. 
bid. 
bid. 
bid. 
bid. 
bid. 
bid. 

2  Gent.  Ver. 
ibid. 

Mer.  of  Ven. 
As  you  like  it. 
ibid. 

Twelfth  Night 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

Tro.  and  Cref. 


Rom.  and  Jul. 


Othello. 
M.lV.oSWmdf. 
Meaf.  for  Me af. 


K.  Lear. 
Com.  of  Er. 
As  you  like  it. 
Richard  3. 
ibid. 

Richard  2. 


MW.oflVtndf. 
Lovers  Lab.  loft. 
I  and  2  Hen.  4 
1  Hen.  6. 
Tro.  and  Cref. 


Aa. 

Scene. 

J 

A 
4 
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Perfon 


K.  Hen. 
IVar. 


Lyf.  Her. 
Her. 
Hel. 
Ob. 

Queen. 

Dem. 

Lyf. 

Val.  Pro. 

Jul. 

Per. 

Rofa. 

Stl. 

Duke. 

Oli. 

Duke  Viol. 

Vio. 

Tro. 

7ro.and  Cre. 

Pat. 

Rom. 

Jul. 

Fri. 

Jul. 

Bian. 

Song. 

Ang. 


Abb. 
Jaques. 
Dutch. 
Queen. 


Ulyf. 


Ragr, 


INDEX. 


R. 

RAGE,  arifing  from  Grief,  vid.  Northumberland.  Vol.  3. 

Rage,  ariling  in  a  Father  from  the  undutifulnefs  of  his  Chil- 
dren.     -      -      -      -  -   -  ibid. 

 in  a  Son  for  the  murther  of  his  Father,  in  Richard.  V.  4. 

Rebel,  crafty  and  timorous.  Northumberland.  Vol.  3. 

ibid, 
ibid. 

•      -      -     Vol.  2. 


-  crafty  and  refolute.  Weftmorland. 
brave  and  indifcreet.  Hotfpur. 


Revenge,  implacable. 


S. 


CUperftition,  in  Glendower.  '- 
&   Sifter,  tenderly  affectionate,  vid.  Ifabel. 

V. 

"17Ulain,  falfe,  crafty,  bold  defcrib'd  in  Edmund. 

v  the  murtherers  of  Clarence.      -       -  - 

Virtuous  feverity  of  Mind. 

W. 

TT7 1 F E,  lamenting  her  Husband. 

W  a  good  one.  vid.  Catharine,  Q.  to  Hen.  8. 

Wife,  complaining  of  the  unkindnefs  of  her  Husband. 

 the  ill  effects  of  her  Jealoufy. 

-  -  -  complaining  of  being  forfaken  by  her  Husband. 
Womankind,  their  Nature.     -  ... 
  -  -  -  item. 


Vol.  3. 


Vol.  3. 
Vol.  4. 
Vol.  j. 


Vol.  4. 

Vol.  1. 
ibid. 

Vol.  ? 

Vol.  1 
ibid. 


SECT.  III. 

INDEX  of  fi&itious  Perfons,  with  the  Cha- 
racters afcrib'd  to  them. 


ARviragus.  vid.  Guiderins. 
Anthonio,  a  cruel,  falfe,  ufurping  Brother. 
Angela,  a  levere  new  Governor. 
Adriana,  a  peevifh  jealous  Wife. 
Anthonio,  a  Friend. 

Adam,  a  grateful  old  Servant.-  ... 
Sir  Andrew  Ague- cheek,  a  foolifli  Cowardly  Knt. 
Apemantus,  a  Cynic.       -  - 

B. 

BAmardine,  an  Atheiftical  harden'd  Wretch. 
Benedick,  Beatrice,  two  Satirical  Wits. 
Bellariusj  fortitude  in  difgrace.  - 


Vol.  1. 

ibid. 

ibid. 
Vol.2. 

ibid. 
Vol.  2. 
Vol.  s- 


Vol.  1. 

ibid. 

Vol.  6. 


Play. 


Lear. 

3  Hen.  6. 

and  2  Hen. 
ibid, 
ibid. 

Mer.  of  Ven. 


Aa. 


Hen.  4. 


K.  Lear. 
Richard  3. 
Meaf.  fox  Meaf. 


Richard  3. 

Com.  of  Er. 
ibid. 

Mackbeth. 
2  Gent.  Ver. 
Meaf.  for  Meaf. 


Tempejl. 
Meaf.  for  Meaf. 
Com.  of  Errors 
Mer  of  Fen. 
As  you  like  it. 
Twelfth  Night. 
Timon. 


Meaf.  for  Meaf. 
M.A.abt.Noth 
Gymbeline. 


Scene. 


3-  S 
2 

3 
2 
11 


Perfon. 


Ant. 
Gra. 


Luc  to. 


Queen. 

Adr. 
Abb. 

L.  Macd. 

Pal 

Ifab. 


Caliban, 


INDEX. 


c. 

fAliban,  a  Savage  Man.      -  - 
^    Ceres,  or  the  Country 

Clown.       -  -      -     -     -  • 

Cloten,  Infolence  and  Folly. 

Claudius,  Blood,  Inceft,  and  Ufurpation 

Crejfida,  a  Mifs.      -  - 

T^Efdemona^  Beauty  and  Innocence  facrific'd  to  Jealoufy. 
Defdemonah  Character. 

...   —  -  item.  -  - 

-  -------  item.  - 

.......  ..  item.  - 

--------  -  -  item.  - 

-  -  -  -  -  item.  - 

-  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  icem.        -       -  '  - 

  -  i  em.  - 


T^Dmund,  a  crafty,  falfe,  enterprising  Villain. 
Egeus,  a  cruel  morofe  Father. 


Vol.  i. 

ibid. 
Vol.  i. 
-  ibid. 
Vol.  6. 

ibid, 
ibid. 


Vol.  6. 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid. 


Vol.  3, 
Vol.i. 


F. 

f"Alflaff,  Sir  John,  refolves  on  an  intrigue  with  Mrs.  Ford,  and 
Mrs.  Page.  Vol.  il 

  his  Billet  Doux. 

-----  fettles  an  AfDgnation  with  Mrs.  Quickly.  -  - 

-----  his  Difcovery  of  it  to  Ford,  diiguis'd  like  Brooks. 

 his  firft  addrefs  to  Mrs.  Ford  

-----  furpris'd,  and  efcapes  in  a  Basket. 

  his  Accoui  t  of  his  being  thrown  into  the  'Thames.     -  - 

 another  Aflignatio  i  with  Mrs.  Quickly. 

-----  makes  a  full  relation  to  Ford  of  his  former  difapp  intment. 

  -  meets  with  Mrs.  Ford,  and  is  again  furpriz'd.  ... 

 efcapes  unoifcoverd  in  the  difguife  of  an  Old  Woman. 

  -  his  Soliloquy  on  this  Occafion.       -       -       -       -  - 

-----  a  Third  Meeting  fettled  with  Mrs.  Quickly. 

 he  relates  to  Ford  his  late  difappointment.      -      -  - 

 he  meets  Mrs.  Ford  in  IVindfor  Park. 

 furpriz'd,  and  feiz'd  by  Mr.  Ford.  - 

  -  his  courfe  of  Life  defcrib'd  by  P.  Henry.  Vol.  3. 

-----  he  concerts  a  Robbery  with  the  Prince.       -  - 
  -  his  Horfe  taken  from  him  in  the  Adventure. 

-  infults  the  Prince  to  conceal  his  own  Cowardife. 

  perfonates  the  King  to  chide  Prince  Henry. 

-  the  Tavern  Bill  found  in  his  Pocket.      -     -  - 

-----  his  raillery  on  Bardolfs  red  Nofe. 

-----  his  Quarrels  with  the  Hoftefs.      -  .... 

  -  his  defcription  of  his  new-rais'd  Company. 

 his  defcription  of  Honour.      -  - 

  -  his  Behaviour  in  the  Battle  at  Shrewsbury. 

„  «  .  .  _  wounds  Percy  after  he  was  dead,  and  aifumes  the  Merit  of 

killing  him.     -       ...       ..       -  . 
»  he  rails  at  his  Page,  the  Prince  and  the  Mercer. 

-  -  -  -  -  reprimanded  by  the  Chief  Juftice. 
»  -  -  -  -  arretted  by  Mrs.  Quickly.     «•  - 
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Play. 


Temp. 

ibid. 

As  you  like  it. 

Twelfth  Night. 

Cymbeline. 

Hamlet. 

Tro.  and  Cref. 


Othello. 


K.  Lear. 
Midf.  N.  Dr. 
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Perfo*. 


Faljlaff 


INDEX. 


Faljlaff,  pleads  before  the  Chief  Juftice.  Vol.  3. 

 pacifies  Mrs.  Qmickly,  and  borrows  more  Money.  - 

 his  Letter  to  the  Prince. 

-  -  -     -  trctts  Dol  Tear/heet.      -        -  - 

-  revenges  her  quarrel  on  Pijloi. 

 furpriz'd  with  her  by  the  Prince  whilft  he  was  railing  at 

him.      -     --     --     --     --  - 

-----  inlifts  Soldiers  before  Juftice  Shallow. 

-  his  Character  of  the  Juftice.      -      -      -  - 

 takes  Colevile  Prifoner. 

 his  Encomium  on  the  virtues  of  Sack.  -  - 

-----  his  Character  of  Juftice  Shallow  and  his  Family. 

►  receives  News  of  Henry  4th  his  Death.    -  - 

.....  prefents  himfelf  to  Henry  f. 

 reprimanded  by  the  King,  and  order'd  to  the  Fleet.     -  - 

-  an  account  of  his  Sickncfs. 

.  .  of  his  Death.  -      -       -  ... 


Fluellen,  ftout  and  choleric. 
Florizel,  conftant  in  Love. 
Flavins,  a  frugal  honeft  Steward. 
Fairies  - 
Friar 


Vol.  3 

Vol.  2 
Vol.  s- 
Vol.  6 

ibid, 


G. 


GAdJbill,  a  Highwayman.  -      -     -      »       Vol.  3 

Gower,  a  good  Officer.  Vol.  3 

Gonzalo,  an  honeft  Councillor.       -      -      -     -      -       Vol.  t, 
Guiderius,  and  Arviragus,  native  Royalty  exerting  itfelf  in  a  low  fa- 
vage  life.  Vol.  6 

Grave-digger.     -      -------       -  ibid. 

H. 

JJfErmia,  conftant  in  Love.  -     -     -      -      -      Vol.  1 

Hero,  Innocence  fcandaliz'd.  ibid, 
Hermion*,  wrong'd  Innocence.  -  -  ~  -  -  Vol.  2 
Hamlet,  an  accomplifh'd  young  Prince  unfortunate.  Vol.  6 

 his  Soliloquy  on  his  Mother's  Marriage  with  his  Uncle. 

.....  fees  and  converfes  with  his  Father's  Ghoft.     -   -   -  - 

  addrefles  himrelf  to  Ophelia  as  a  diftrac~ted  Perfon. 

-----  converfes  with  Polonius.       -       ...       .  . 
 with  Rojmgcrofs  and  Guildenjlern 

 his  Soliloquy  about  his  own  delay  to  revenge  his  Father's 

murther.  ------ 

.  ....  his  Soliloquy  whilft  he  meditated  felf-murther,  interrupted 
by  Ophelia. 

-----  his  Character  by  Ophelia.      -      -      -     -      -  - 

 his  Advice  to  the  Players  about  pronunciation  and  action 

 profefleth  his  Friendlhip  to  Horatio,  with  a  deteftation  of 

flattery. 

 difcovers  the  King's  guilt  by  the  Play.  ... 

 banters  the  Meflengers  the  K.  and  Q.  fent  to  him 

_  .  .  .  .  debates  with  himfelf  whether  he 

Prayers.     -      -  - 
-----  upbraids  the  Queen  with  her  guilt,  when  the  Ghoft  appears 

again  to  him  ------ 

 examin'd  by  the  King,  banters  him,  and  is  order'd  to  go  to 

England.      -       --       --       -  - 

 blames  hiVown  inactivity 

-----  convcrfeth  with  the  Grave-maker,   and  montlrmh  on  the 

Sculls.  -  

Vol.  VI,  Iiii 


fliou'd  kill  the  King  at  his 


Play. 
2  Hen  4. 


Hen.  f. 


Hen.  f. 
Wint.  tale. 
Timon. 

Romeo  and  Jul, 
ibid. 


I  Hen.  4. 
Henry  f. 
Tempejl. 

Cymbeline. 
Hamlet. 


Midf.  N.  Dr. 
M.A.abt.Noth. 
Hrinter  Tale. 
Hamlet. 


Act. 
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Perfon. 


Hoji. 


Mcr. 


Hamlet 


INDEX. 


Hamlet  fights  with  Laertes  in  the  Grave.       -  Vol.  6. 

-  -  -    -  relates  to  Horatio  the  King's  Order  to  have  him  put  to  Death 
in  England. 

-----  banters  a  Fop  who  brought  a  Challenge  from  Laertes,  and 
accepts  it.  -       .     .      .  - 

 asks  Laertes  pardon  before  they  fight  for  his  former  rafhnefs. 

 kills  Laertes,  the  King,  and  dies  nimfelf. 

aradter  of  Fr 


I. 


7R  IS,  or  the  Rainbow.  - 
*    Juno,  the  Bleflings  of  Marriage. 
Jfabel,  a  Sifter  tenderly  affectionate.  - 

Don  John,  an  envious  melancholy  Villain. 
Jaques,  a  melancholy  Satyrical  Character. 
Imogen,  diftrefs  in  a  beautiful  Innocent  Wife. 
Juliet,  beautiful,  conftant,  and  unfortunate  in  Loye. 
J  ago,  a  confummate  Villain. 


K. 


Katharine,  a  Shrew. 


T  Aunce,  a  Clown.      -     -     -     -  - 

Lucio,  a  half-witted  Rake. 
Leonato,  a  brave  old  Man,  and  a  tender  Father. 
Leontes,  extreamly  Jealous. 

Lavinia,  beautiful,  innocent,  and  greatly  unfortunate. 
Laertes,  the  Duties  of  a  Son  and  a  Brother. 

M. 

'  IMlranda,  beautiful  and  innocent.  - 

Morochius  (a  Moor  J  his  Perfon  and  Manners. 
Maholio,  a  fantaftical  Steward.      -  - 
MercHtio,  quarrelfome. 


Nurfe. 


N. 


O. 


Vol.  i. 

ibid. 
■  ibid. 

ibid. 
Vol.  2. 

Vol.  6. 
-  ibid, 
ibid. 


Vol.  2, 


Vol.  i. 

ibid. 

ibid. 
Vol  2. 
Vol.  f. 
Vol.6. 


Vol.  r. 
Vol.. a. 

ibid. 
Vol.  6. 


Vol.  6. 


Vol.2. 


f\Rlando,  a  younger  Brother  neglected  by  the  Elder. 
^    Ophelia,  Beauty  and  Innocence  diuraited  with  Calamities.  Vol.  6. 
Othello,  his  Service  of  importance  to  the  State  own'd  by  Jago.  ibid. 

-  -  -  -  owns  himfelf  of  Royal  Defcent,  and  Love  the  fole  motive  of 

his  marrying  Defdemona.         -       -  - 

-  -  -  -  feiz'd  and  infulted  by  her  Father 

-  -  -  -  accus'd  by  him  before  the  Duke,  he  relates  the  whole  progrefs 

of  his  Amour.       -  - 

-  -  -  -  defcrib'd  by  Jago,  of  a  temper  eafy  and  credulous. 

 his  meeting  at  Cyprus  With  Defdemona.       -       -       -  - 

.  .  -  -  Jago  begins  to  work  him  up  to  Jealoufy. 

 his  Soliloquy  after  it.      ------  - 

-  -  -    his  Jealoufy  confirm'd,  a  beautiful  Scene. 

*  -  -  -  asks  Defdemona  for  the"  Handkerchief,  tells  the  virtues  of  it. 
 his  paffion  work'd  up  by  Jago  till  he  falls  in  a  trance. 

*  -  .  -  liltens  to  Cafiio\  difcourfe  with  Jago.      -      -    „  - 


Play. 
Hamlet. 


ibid. 


Tempefl. 
ibid. 

Meaf.  for  Meaf. 
M.A.abt.Noth. 
As  you  like  it. 

2mbeline. 
m.andjuliet. 
Othella. 


Tarn,  of  the  Sh. 


2  Gent.  Ver. 
Meaf  for  Meaf. 
M.  A.  abt.  Noth. 
Winter  Tale. 
Titus  Andr. 
Hamlet. 


T empefl. 
Mer.  of  Ven. 
T welfth  Night. 
Rom.  and  Jul. 


Rom.  and  Jul. 


As  you  like  it. 

Hamlet. 

Othello. 


Aa. 
s 


Scene. 
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Mor. 


A 


QtheUt, 


Othello,  wrought  up  to  Fury,  he  refolvcs  to  murther  Defdemona  and 


CaJJio. 

-  ftrikes  Defdemona. 

-  examines  her  and  JEmilia. 

-  kills  Defdemona. 

-  his  bitter  remorfe  after. 

-  he  kills  himfelf. 


Vol.  6. 


P. 


DOflhumus,  fond  and  jealous. 
*      Profpero,  a  Magician. 
jP 'rot he us,  falfe  to  his  Friend  and  Miftrefs. 
Parolles,  a  lying  cowardly  Captain. , 
Pandarus,  a  He- Bawd.  - 


Q. 

Quickly,  a  Bawd.  - 

Queen,  ambition,  cruelty,  and  fallhood. 


Vol.  6. 
Vol.  i. 

ibid. 
Vol.  2. 

Vol.  6. 


Vol.  i.^ 
Vol.6 


Play. 
Othello. 


Act.  IScene. 


R. 

JlOfalind,  beautiful  and  witty.  - 

*  »   Romeo,  paffionately  tender,  and  unfortunate  in  Love. 

Jlforrf*,  a  Witch.  -      -      -      =  -  - 

Silvia,  beautiful  and  conftant. 
Sbylock,  a         cruel  and  covetous.     -  ;  «     -     -  i 


*THurio,  a  rich  fimple  pretender  to  Love.  * 
•*    Sir  7o£y  Be/<r6,  a  Sot. 

27w  Andronicns,  a  brave  Soldier  and  unfortunate  Father. 

Tamora,  vid.  Horror. 

Therfites,  Envy  and  Calumny.  - 


Vol-  2, 
Vol- 6 


Vol.  i. 

ibid. 
Vol.  2, 


Vol.  I 

Vol.  2 

Vol.  s 
Vol.  6. 


Cymbeline. 
Temp. 

2  G<?»£.  /^r. 

w*//,  &c. 
Tro.  and  Cref 


MW.otWindf. 
I  and  2  4. 
Cymbeline. 


As  you  like  it. 
Rom.  and  Jul. 


Temp. 

2  Gent.  Ver. 
Aler.  of  Ven. 


2  Gent.  Ver. 
Twelfth  Night. 
Titus  Andro. 

Tro.  and  Cref. 


SECT.  IV. 

INDEX  of  Thoughts,  or  Sentiments. 


AStrology  ridicul'd.  - 
Actions  to  be  carried  on  with  Refolution. 
Authority,  the  ill  privileges  of  it. 
Adverfity,  the  Advantages  of  it. 


B. 

BAnifhment  (in  Mowbray  baniflfdj 
Banifhment,  comforted. 
Baftardy,  defended. 


_ 


Vol.  3. 
Vol.  4, 
Vol.  1, 
Vol.  2 


Vol.  3. 
ibid, 
ibid. 
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s 
t 
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Lear. 
Hen.  8. 

Meaf.for  Meaf; 
As  you  like  it. 

Richard  2. 

ibid. 

Lear. 


6 

8.9 

9 
ro 


3,  &c. 


Pcrfon. 


Wol. 

Ifab. 

Duke  Sen. 


Mowbray. 

Gaunt. 

Baji. 

Content 


INDEX. 


COntent  in  a  private  Life.  - 
Crown,  the  pleafure  of  wearing  one. 
Confcience.     -  - 

-  -  item. 

Calumny,  unavoidable.  - 


Vol.  4. 

ibid. 
.  ibid. 

ib*d. 
Vol.  1 


Ceremony.  Vol.  f 

Changes,  in  friendfhip  and  hate.     -      -----  ibid. 

Confpiracy,  dreadful  till  executed^  ibid. 
Cowards  die  often.                                               -  - 
Conduct  in  War,  fuperior  to  Action.                                Vol.  6. 

Chriflmas,  how  the  time  is  reverenc'd.      -----  ibid. 

Courtfhip,  advice  to  young  Ladies  how  it  fliould  be  admitted,  ibid. 

Cuckolds  make  themfelves.     -----      -  ibid. 


D. 

DYing  Words,  their  force.  - 
Lay,  happy. 
------  unfortunate.  - 

Death  invok'd. 

Doubt  and  Delay.     -  - 

Dependents,  not  to  be  too  much  trulted  by  great  Men 

Duty  exprefs'd  with  fimplicity  acceptable. 

Death,  the  terrors  of  it. 

 the  defire  of  lov'd  objects  heighten'd  by  it. 

 a  ncceflary  end,  and  fhou'd  not  be  fear'd. 

Delights,  violent,  not  lifting. 

Drunkenneis,  an  unmanly  vice.      -      -     -  - 


E. 


Eclipfes,  their  influence. 


F. 


item. 


■^Action,  how  to  be  carried  on. 

Favourites  of  Princes,  wretched.      -  - 
Friendfhip,  none  obferv'd  in  Love. 
Fruition  more  languid  than  Expectation.  • 
Fortune      -     --       --  - 

Friendfhip  grounded  on  Intereft  chang'd  with  Fortune. 
Fly,  reflections  on  the  killing  one.  - 


G. 

GOOD  to  be  drawn  out  of  Evil. 
Great  Men,  their  Favours  uncertain. 
Greatnefs,  fubject  to  Cenfure.  - 
Gold,  its  power  over  Man. 

  item.  - 

-  item. 

Greatnefs  meets  with  Contempt  when  it  declines. 
Gold,  its  power.  * 

-  item. 

Grief,  immoderate  difcommended. 

H. 

HOnour,  Man's  greateft  Trealure. 
Holy  War. 


Vol.  3. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 
Vol.  4. 

mi. 

Vol.  r. 

ibid. 

-  ibid. 
Vol.  s ■ 
Mfil  6. 

-  ibid. 


Vol.  3. 


Vol.  3. 

ibid. 
Vol.  4. 
Vol.  1. 
Vol.  *. 

ibid. 
Vol.  s- 

tbid. 


Vol.  3. 
Vol.  4. 
Vol.  1. 
Vol.  $. 

ibid. 

ibid. 
Vol.  6. 
■  ibid. 

ibid 
-  ibid. 


Vol.  3. 

ibid. 


Play. 

2  Hen.  6. 

3  Hen.  6. 
Richard  3. 
ibid. 
Meaf.  for  Meaf. 

Timon. 

C  oriolanus. 
Jul.  Cafar. 
ibid. 

Tro.audCref. 

Hamlet. 

ibid. 

Othello. 


Richard  1. 
K.  John. 
ibid, 
ibid.  • 
Richard  3. 
Hen.  8.  ' 
Midf.  N.  Dr. 
Meaf.  for  Meaf. 
M.A.abt.  Noth. 
Jul.  Cafar. 
Rom.  and  Jul. 
Othello. 


Lear. 


I  Hen.  4. 
ibid. 
Hen.  8. 

M.A.  ait.  Noth. 
Mer.  of  fen. 
ibid. 
timon, 
Titus  Andro. 


Henry 
Richard  3. 

Meaf.  for  Meaf. 

Timon. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

Trv.  and  Cref. 

Cymbeiine. 
Kom.  and  Jul. 
Hamlet. 


Richard  2. 
Hen.  4. 


Act. 

Scene. 

Perfon. 

4 

9 

Iden. 

1 

4 

Rich. 

1 

6 

1  Vtl. 

s 

6 

K.  Rich. 

3 

6 

Duke. 

53 

A  pern. 

1 

i< 

Timon. 

4 

a 

Cor. 

2 

1 

Brut. 

2 

4 

C«f. 

1 

S 

IMfi 

T 

1 

Hor. 

I 

s 

Laer.  PW. 

4 

13 

Amil. 

2 

I 

Gaunt. 

3 

I 

K.  Phi/. 

3 

I 

Coxft. 

3 

f 

Confi. 

4 

3 

K.  Rich. 

2 

£ 

Buck. 

S 

1 

Tbrf 

3 

2 

Claud. 

4 

2 

Friar. 

2 

4 

C*f. 

2 

7 

Fri. 

2 

*3 

I 

7 
4 

Gh. 

4 

1 

fTor. 

1 

K.  Hen. 

3 

6 

IVol. 

2 

a 
j 

C  laud* 

2 

7 

Sal.  Gra. 

4 

1 

Ant. 

4 

2 

I  Ser. 

6 

Tit. 

4 

1 

2 

A'.  /Zr«u 

<r 

j 

Haft. 

4 

j 

Duke. 

4 

3 
j 

Tim. 

4 

6 

idem.  ,. 

s 

2 

idem. 

3 

7  : 

Achd. 

2 

4 

Clot. 

s 

1 

Worn. 

I 

1 

2 

Kmg. 

I 

2 

Mcwlray. 

I 

1 

K.  Hrn. 

Honour 


X  21 
I  N  D 


E  X. 


Honour. 


defcrib'd. 

new-made  defcrib'd. 
ought  to  be  confer'd  on  Merit  only, 
due  to  perfonal  Virtue,  not  to  Birth. 


Hypocrify 


continued  acts  neceilary  to  preferve  its  luftre. 


I. 

TNgratitude.      -                          -  - 
Innocence. 

Imagination,  ftrong  in  Lovers,  Poets,  and  Madmen. 

K. 

Things,  their  Right  divine. 

-  -  their  Mileries. 
 .  item. 

T  IFE.  -  

-  -  the  Neceflaries'of  it  are  few. 
 unpleafant.  ------ 

-  -  -  -  the  viciffitudes  of  it.  - 

  moral  refle&ions  on  the  vanity  of  it. 

-  -  -  -  item.      -      -  - 
Libels  againft  the  State. 

Life,  the  ihortnefs  and  vanity  of  it.  - 

M. 

MAN.  ,  
Marriage. 

Mercy  in  Governors  prais'd.      •  ? 
Magistrate,  the  Duty  of  one. 

Mufick,  different  effedts  of  it.       -      -      -  - 

Man's  Superiority  over  Woman. 

Mediocrity,  the  happieft  Itate.      -      -      -  - 

Mercy. 

Mufick,  finely  prais'd.  - 

Marriage,  alters  the  temper  of  both  Sexes. 

Mind,  not  Drefs,  adorns  the  Body.      -      -  - 

Melancholy  the  parent  of  Error. 

Man,  the  dignity  of  his  Nature.  - 

O. 

OATHS,  illegal  not  Obligatory. 
 to  Princes,  little  valu'd  by  their  People. 

Ornament,  afpecious  delulion.  - 
Opportunity,  to  be  fett'd  on  in  all  affairs. 

P. 

POwer,  impotence  of  humane.      -      -  - 
Poetry,  Hoffpur's  contempt  of  it. 
Pardons  of  Popes  ridicul'd. 


•  ; l  j  A  i 

Pardons  of  Popes  ridicul'd. 
Poetry,  prevalent  with  Women. 
Vol.  VI. 


Kkkk 


Play. 

Aft. 

Scene. 

Vol.  3. 

r  Hen.  4. 

1 

4 

ibid. 

ibid.  - 

1 

2 

-  ibid. 

K.  John. 

1 

3 

Vol.  2. 

Mer.  of  Ven. 

2 

10 

ibid. 

All's  well. 

2 

6 

Vol.  6. 

Tro.  and  Cref. 

3 

7 

ibid. 

Hamlet. 

3 

1 

Vol.  a. 

Lear. 

1 

Vol.  4. 

2  Hen.  6. 

3 

7 

Vol.  i. 

Midf.  N.  Dr. 

s 

1 

Vol.  3. 

Kt  chard  1. 

3 

2 

ibid. 

Hen.  f. 

4 

S 

Vol.  4. 

Richard  3. 

1 

s 

tbtd. 

Hen.  8. 

2 

s 

Vol.  2. 

IVtnt.  Tale. 

1 

3 

Vol.  a. 

_  j 

I  Hen.  4. 

<■ 

9 

tbtd. 

hear. 

2 

ii 

ibid. 

K.  John. 

3 

6 

Vol.  4. 

rr  r> 

Hen.  8. 

3 

6 

Vol.  1. 

Meaf.for  Meaf. 

3 

1 

Vol.  2. 

As  you  like  it. 

2, 

Q 

Vol.  <. 

Tit.  Andro. 

< 

J 

ibid. 

Mackbeth. 

•f 
J 

s 

Vol.  a. 

___  D 

K.  Lear. 

3 

6 

Vol.  4. 

I  Hen.  6. 

j 

8 

Vol.  1. 

Meaf.  for  Meaf. 

2 

7 

/ 

ibid. 

ibid. 

0 

8 

ibid. 

ibid. 

1 

ibid. 

Com.  of  Er. 

1 

2 

1 

Vol.  2. 

Mer.  of  Ven. 

I 

2 

ibid. 

ibid. 

4 

2 

ibid. 

ibid. 

1 

ibid. 

As  you  like  it. 

'4 

2 

ibid. 

Tarn,  of  the  &C. 

t 

6 

Vol.f. 

Jul.  Ccefar. 

< 

<• 
j 

Vol.  6. 

Hamlet. 

2 

6 

Vol.  4. 

3  Hen.  6. 

1 

4 

ibid. 

ibid. 

a 

3 

1 

Vol.  2. 

Mer  of  Ven. 

3 

2, 

Vol  f. 

Jul.  Ccefar. 

A 
1 

< 

Vol.  3. 

Richard  2. 

I 

S 

ibid. 

1  Hen.  4. 

3 

1 

-  ibid. 

K.  John. 

3 

2 

Vol.  1. 

j.  Gent.  Vcr. 

3 

Pcrfou. 
Hot. 
Fal. 

Ball. 

Ar. 

Kin?. 

Uiyl 

Pol. 


Lear. 
K.  Hi*. 

Thef. 


K.  Richard. 
K.  Hen. 
Brak. 
Anne. 
Cam. 


Hot. 

Lear. 

Lewis. 

IVol. 

Duke. 

Jaques. 

Tarn. 

Mac. 


K.  Lear. 

Sujf. 

Ifab. 

Duke. 

id. 

Luc. 

Ner. 

Per. 

Lor. 

Rofa. 

Pet. 

Mef. 

Ham. 


Rich. 
K.  Hen. 
Bafs. 
Brut. 


Gaunt. 

Hot. 

K.  John. 
Pro. 

Power 


INDEX. 


Power,  abpfe  of  if.       -  - 

Patience. 

-----  the  Theory  of  it  rarely  practicable. 

Populace,  factious  and  fickle. 
Providence  directs  our  Actions. 
Preferment  gain'd  by  Favour  not  Merit. 
Patience.  -      -      -      -  - 


REligion 
Reputation. 


R. 


of  gr&t  ufe  in  Rebellion. 


item. 


S. 


SPeech,  haughty,  difcommended.      -      *  Z 
Slander  ftidts  long. 
Speculation  more  eafy  than  Practice. 
Seafon,  neceflary  to  give  every  thing  its  perfection. 
Stucfy,  difprais'd.  - 
Solitude  preferr'd  to  a  Court  Life. 
Satire,  not  to  defcend  to  particular  Perfons. 
Solitude,  a  fine  Defcriptiod  of  it. 
Slander  unavoidable.  - 


T. 


THoughts,  ineffectual  to  moderate  afflictions. 
Thought. 

Travel,  advantage  of  it.  - 

-  -  -  -  a  Father's  advice  to  his  Son  before  going. 


*\7  Jrtue,  to  be  employed  for  the  Publick.       -       -    -  - 
v   -  -  -  cdnfpicuous,  expoVd  to  Envy. 
Virtues  and  Vices  chequer  Man's  Life.  - 
Vitious  Perfons  infatuated  by  Heav'n. 

W. 

WOrds  give  eafe  to  Grief.       .....  i 
World,  the  Vanity  and  DiCTolution  of  it. 

  beautifully  painted  at  large. 

Wives,  the  Duty  they  owe  to  their  Husbands.      -  - 
...  -  advice  how  to  chttfe. 


Vol.  i. 

ibid. 

ibid. 
Vol.  f. 
Vol.  6. 

ibid. 
-  ibid. 


Vol.  3. 
Vol.  6. 
ibid. 


Vol.  3. 
Vol.  1. 
Vol.  z. 

ibid. 
Vol.  2. 

ibid. 
-  ibid. 
Vol.  6. 

ibid. 


Vol.  3. 
ibid. 

Vol.i. 


Vol.  6.  Hamlet. 


Vol.  I. 
Vol.  >. 

ibid. 
Vol.  f. 


Vol.  4. 
Vol.  1. 
Vol.  2. 
-  ibid, 
ibid. 


Play. 
Meaf.  for  Meaf. 
Com.  of  Er. 
M.A.abt.Aoth. 
Corioi. 
Hamlet. 
Othello. 
ibid. 


2  Hen.  4. 

Othello. 
ibid. 


I  Hen.  4. 
Com.  of  Er. 
Mer.  ofVeu. 
ibid. 

Love's  Lab.  loft, 
As  you  like  it. 
ibid. 
Cymbel. 
ML 


Richard  2. 

1  Hen.  4. 

2  Gent.  Ver. 


Meaf.  jcr  Meaf. 
As  s  ou  like  it. 
Ah's  well,  &c. 
A*2t.  and  Cleop. 


Richard  3. 
Temp. 

As  you  tike  k. 
Tarn.  0}  the  &c. 
AW  swell,  &c. 


Pe  rfbn. 

2 

7 

Ifab. 

2 

1 

Adr. 

1 

Leon. 

1 

2 

Mar. 

c 

} 

a  j. 

Ham. 

I 

j 

Cnf.  -  A- 

2 

I 

3 

\f.et 

*3 

3 

> 

Jdg9* 

3 

j 

2 

IVvr. 

3 

1 

1 

a 

Ner. 

f 

1 

Por. 

1 

1 

Biron. 

2 

1 

Duke  Sen. 

7 

jaj  ues . 

3 

3 

Lie  i. 

3 

3 

t 

6 

Bolinr. 

f 

9 

Hot^ 

C  T 
^  1 

1 

<-  4 

./'... 

1 

Pal 

1 

2 

Duke, 

5 

jl  iixirn . 

4 

3 

t  Lord 

3 

/int. 

4 

4 

Queen. 

f 

1 

Pro. 

9 

J*Q*et* 

? 

Kertk. 

2 

Duke. 

SECT. 


INDEX. 

SECT.  V.  SPEECHES. 


A  Table  of  the  mod  confiderablc 
Shake/pear. 


in 


EXHORTATORY. 

Bllhop  of  CtrKJWs  in  Defence  of  K.  Richard.    -    -   -       Vol.  3. 
Henry  the  Fourth's  to  the  Prince  before  he  dy'd  ibid. 
Henry  Fifth's  to  the  Chief  Juftice.      -       -       -       -   -    -  ibid. 

Canterbury's  to  excite  Henry  Fifth  to  begin  a  War.  ibid. 
Henry  Fifth's  to  his  Soldiers.      ------      -  ibid. 

-  -   to  IVeftniorland.  ibid. 

K.  John's  to  Hubert  to  kill  Arthur.  -----  ibid. 
Baftards  to  K.  John  to  fight  the  French.  ibid. 
Joan  of  Orleans's  to  Burgundy  to  foriake  the  K.  of  England's  In- 

tereft.      -      --  Vol.  4. 

Clifford's  to  K.  Henry,  to  flir  him  up  to  Rerenge. 

Q.  Margaret  to  her  Soldiers.      ------  ibid. 

Richmond  to  his  Soldiers,  before  the  Battle  of  Bofwortb.  ibid. 
Richard  the  Third's,  on  the  fame  Occalion.    -  -    -  ibid. 

VlTUPERA  TIF  E. 

TiOlingbroke  to  Bujhy  on  his  Injuries  receiv'd.   -   -   -   -    Vol.  3. 

Gaunt's  to  K.  Richard.  ibid 
Tork's  to  Bolingbroke,  on  Rebellion.      -  -   -  ibid. 

K-  Henry  to  his  Son.  ibid. 
IVorcefter's  to  Henry  Fourth.      -      -  ...  ibid. 

Arch-Bilhop  of  Tork's,  on  the  inconftancy  of  the  populace.  ibid. 
Wejlmorland's  to  the  Arch-Bilhop  taking  Arms.  -  -  -  ibid. 
Lancajler's,  on  the  fame  Subject.  ibid. 
K.  Henry  Fourth  on  Avarice.      -  -  ibid. 

-  item  to  Prince  Henry  when  he  had  taken  the  Crown,  ibid. 

K.  Henry  Fifth  to  Fal/laff.      .......  ibid. 

.   To  Cambridge,  Scroop,  and  Grey,  on  their  Confpiracy.  ibid 

The  Conftable's  and  Grandpree's  againft  the  Englijh.  -  -  -  ibid. 
K.  Lear's  againft  Women.  ibid. 
-----  abufe  of  Power.     -        -  ibid. 

Bafiard  Faulconbridge's  againft  the  French.  ibid. 
Talbot's  to  his  Men  retreating.  -----  Vol.  4. 
Suffolk's  agaii.ft  D.  Humphrey.  ibid 
K.  Henry's  to  Suffolk,  on  D.  Humphrey's  Death.  -  -  -  -  ibid. 
Q.  Margaret's  anfwer.  ibid. 

.  -  To  York  when  taken  Prifoner,  and  his  Reply.  ibid. 

Edward,  and  Clarence  to  Q.  Margaret.  -  ibid. 
K.  Henry's  to  Gleceflcr  before  he  ki  1  I'd  him.  ibid. 
Q.  Margaret's  to  Ediua>  d  the  Fourth's  Queen,  and  the  D.  of  York.  ibid. 
Q.'  Caibarine'sto  the  two  Cardinals.       -   -       -  -  ibid, 

limon's  to  his  falfe  Friends.  Vol.  f. 

E  X  E  C  R  A  T  I  V  E. 

Richard  the  Second,  to  England  on  his  Arrival.      -      -    Vol.  3. 

King  Lear,  againft  his  Daughters.  ibid. 
Suffolk  on  his  Banifhment.      •      -      •>  .    -      -      -    Vol.  4. 


*•  ,Play' 
Richard  2. 

2  Hen.  4. 
ibid. 
Hen.  5-. 

ibid. 

K.  John. 
ibid. 

1  Hen.  6. 

3  Hen.  6. 

Richard  3. 
ibid. 


Richard  2. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

1  Hen.  4. 
ibid. 

2  Hen.  4. 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid. 
Hen.  j*. 
ibid. 

K.  Lear. 
ibid. 

K.  John. 

1  Hen.  6. 

2  Hen.  6. 
ibid, 
ibid. 

3  Hen.  6. 
ibid, 
ibid. 

Richard  3. 
lien.  8. 
Timon. 


Richard  2. 
K.  Lear. 
2  Hen.  6. 
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3 
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INDEX. 


Lady  Ann  againft:  Richard  the  Third.  - 

Q.  Margaret 's  againd  him,  &c. 

It moo's,  on  the  Athenians.  ----- 

  on  Mankind.      -  - 

Coriolanus,  on  the  People  of  Rome  who  banifh'd  him. 

DELIBERATIVE. 


Play. 

Vol.  4.  Richard  3. 

ibid.  ibid. 
Vol.  f.  Timon. 
-    -  ibid. 
Vol.  y.  Coriol. 


K Richard 'in  Prifon.  Vol.  3 
•    Prince  Harris  on  refolvkig  to  leave  his  debauch'd  way  of 

Life.      -   ibid. 

Lord  Bardolph's,  on  fighting  with  fupecior  Forces.  ibid. 
Burgundy's  for  Peace.      -       -  ...  ifcj. 

The  Citizen's  for  a  Marriage  betwixt  the  Dauphin  and  Blanch  ibid. 
Agamemnon's,  Nejlor's,  Ulyffes's,  on  Achilles's  defertion.         Vol.  f. 

NARRATIVE. 

JLJOtfpur's  to  the  K.  about  delivering  Prifoners.    -    -    -  Vol.  3. 

The  Chief  Jultice's  Defence  to  K.  Hen.  f.  ibid. 

Exeter's,  of  the  Death's  of  York  and  Suffolk.       ...  ibid. 

D.  of  York's,  of  a  Battle.  Vol.  4. 

Richard's,  of  the  D.  of  Tory's  fighting.      ...       -  ibid. 

Clarence's  Dream  of  drowning.  ibid. 
Norfolk's  defcription  of  the  interview  betwixt  the  K.  of  England  and 

France.        -                -        -        -               -    -  ibid. 

K.  Henry  Eighth's  on  his  Divorce.  ibid. 

Antonio'^  Account  of  a  Ghoft  appearing  to  hhn.    -    -    -  Vol.  2. 


P  A  T  H  E  T  I  C. 

J^Ichard  II,  on  the  Vanity  of  Power,  and  Mifery  of  Kings. 
/\  .  .  .  on  the  fame,  renouncing Greatnefs  in  Defpair. 
At  his  renouncing  the  Crown.  - 
Lady  Percys  to  Hotfpur. 

-  -  to  Northumberland.       -      -      -      -  - 
K.  Henry  Fourth,  on  the  vicifiitude  of  humane  Affairs. 
P.  Henry's  Defence  of  himfelf.  - 
K.  Lear's  in  the  Storm.  ------ 

to  Cordelia. 

-  -  to  her,  dying.  - 

Conjlance's  to  Salisbury. 

 her  Speeches  on  the  lofs  of  Arthur.  - 

Salisbury's  on  taking  Arms  againft  his  King. 

Suffolk's  to  Margaret,  in  love  with  his  Prilbner-  - 

Hertry  Sixth's  on  D.  Humphrey's  difgrace. 

Suffolk,  and  Q.  Margaret,  parting.  - 

Edward  Fourth  on  the  Murther  of  Clarence. 

D.  of  Buckingham's  after  Condemnation.      -       -  - 

Q.  Catharine's,  before  her  Divorce. 

Cardinal  Wotfey's  to  Cromwel.  ------ 

Q.  Catherine's,  recommending  her  Dangher  to  the  Kirg. 
Helena's,  on  her  Husband's  flying  from  her  to  the  War.  - 
Hermione's  defence  when  impeached  of  Adultery. 
M.  Antons's  on  defar's  Murther.  ----- 

 '_  .  his  Funeral  Oration  over  the  Body. 

S  0  L  I  L  0  g  U  I  E  S, 

T7"  Henry  the  Fourth,  6n  want  of  fleep. 

Pr.  Hewy*  on  the  Troubles  attend:ng  Greatnefs. 
Hepry  Fifth,  on  the  Miferies  of  Kings.  - 
5 


Vol.  3. 

tbid. 
■  ibid. 

ibid. 
•  ibid. 

ibid. 

tbid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

-  ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid. 

Vol.  4. 
ibid. 

-  ibid, 
ibid. 

-  ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid. 

Vol.  2. 

ibid. 

Vol.  s. 
ibid. 


Vol.  3. 

ibid. 
-  ibid 


Richard  2. 

1  Hen.  4. 

2  Hen  4. 
Hen.  s. 
K.  John. 
Tro.  and  Cref. 


1  Hen.  4. 

2  Hen.  4. 
Hen.  f. 

3  Hen.  6. 
-bid. 

Richard  3. 

Hen.  8. 
ibid. 

IVtnt.  Tale. 


Richard  2. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

1  Hen.  4. 

2  Hen.  4. 
ibid, 
ibid. 

K.  Lear. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

K.  "John. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

1  Hen.  6. 
1  Hen.  6. 
ibid. 

Richard  3. 
Hen.  8. 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid. 

All's  well,  &c. 
Winter  T ale. 
Jul.  defar, 
ibid. 


2  Hen  4. 

ibid. 

Henry  f. 
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1 

6 

2 

1 

I 

5" 

I 

1 

2 

•7 

3 

u 
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/I 

T 

6 

A 
T 

2 

2 

2 

6 

2 
0 

2 

A 

4 

1  j 

5 

2. 3.  j 

A 

T 

•f 
J 

in 

J* 

7 

3 

5" 

5" 

2 

<- 

4 

2 

3 

2 
j 

8  n 

2 

T 
1 

2 

2> 

2 

6 

3 

6 

4 

2 

3 

4 

2 

2 

3 

3-  4 

3 

6 

3 

1 

4 

10 

i  4 

I  N  D   E  X, 


On  new-made  Honour,  by  the  Baftard.  r 
On  Self  intereft,  by  the  fame. 

D.  of  Tori?*  on  the  furrender  of  Anpu  to  the  French.    -  - 
......  4n  his  defign  to  fcize  the  Throne  for  himfclf. 

Young  Clifford  on  the  Death  of  his  Father.  .... 

K.  Henrys  on  the  Happincfs  of  low  life. 
------  atler  he  loft  the  Battle,  on  his  Q.  going  to  France. 

Gloucefter's  on  his  deformity,  and  ambition  - 
fParwie&s  dying  Speech. 
Richard  the  Third's  on  his  deformity.  - 
T'irreFs  on  the  Murther  of  K.  Edward's  two  Sons.   -   -  - 
Richmond's  the  Night  before  a  Battle. 

Richard  the  Third,  in  defpair.       ...  ... 

Cardinal  Wolfey's  on  the  viciffitudes  of  life. 
Profpero's  to  the  Spirits.      -      -      -      -    -  - 

Angela's  on  temptation  to  Luft  by  a  virtuous  Beauty. 
lachi  no's  looking  on  Imogen  afleep.       -J    -     -  - 
Poftbumns's  againft  Women.      -  - 
Romeo's  over  'Juliet  in  the  Vault. 

The  Kind's,  defpairing  of  Pardon  for  Inceft  and  Murther.  - 

N.  B.  The  Speeches  in  Julius  Caefar,  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  Mac 
beih,  Ksmlet,  end  Othello,  are  chiefly  plac'd  under  the  Titles  of 
thoje  FL)s. 


Vol.  3. 

ibid. 

Vol.  4. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 
■  ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 
•  ibid. 

ibid 

ibid. 

ibid. 
Vol.  1. 

ibid. 
Vol.  6. 

Vol.  6. 
-  ibid. 


SECT.  VI. 


INDEX  of  Defcriptions,  or  Images. 

I.  Defcriptions  of  Places. 
B. 

Bank,  flowry.  Vol.  1. 

D. 

Dover  Cliff  ^       ...       Vol.  3. 

E. 

England  celebrated.      -      --     --     --      -      Vol.  3. 

 difprais'd  by  the  Conftable  of  France.  ibid. 

 defcrib'd  in  its  fituation.      -      -     -     -      -   -    -  ibid. 

-  •  -  -  only  conquer' d  by  inteiline  Diviiions.  -  -  -  "ibik. 
  its  Intereft  in  relation  to  France.  Vol.  4. 

-  -  -  -  its  fituation.  -  Vol.  6. 

F. 

A  Field  after  a  Battle.      -------      Vol.  3. 

G. 

Glocejlerjhire.       •      -       -  Vol.  3. 

Vol.  VI  L  1  1  1 


Play. 
K.  Johw. 

ibid. 

I  Hen.  6. 
ibid, 
ibid. 

3  Hen.  6.- 
ibid. 

ibid.  U 
ibid,  J 
Ri third  3. 

ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid. 
Hen.  8. 
Tempeft. 
Meaf.  for  Meaf. 
Cymbeline. 

Rom.  and  Jul. 
Hamlet. 


Midf.  K.  Dr. 


K.  L 


ear. 


Richard  2. 
Hen 

K  ."John. 
ibid. 

3  Hen.  6. 
Cymbeline. 


Hen.  f. 


Richard  2. 


Ad. 

Scene. 

Perfon 

1 

3 

2 

6 

1 

3 

3 

s 

f 

S 

2 

6 

3 

1 

3 

3 

s 

3 

1 

1 

4 

3 

s 

3 

s 

4 

3 

6 

f 

2 

2 

8 

2 

2 

2 

7 

s 

4 

3 

9 

1 

4 

Ok 

4 

6 

Ed?. 

2 

1 

Gaunt. 

3 

6 

Con. 

2 

1 

Auft. 

S 

10 

Baft. 

4 

1 

Haft. 

3 

1 

Queen. 

4 

M 

Mount. 

2. 

9 

North. 

Inchanted 


/  N  D  EX. 


I. 

Play. 

A«a 

Scene 

.  Perfon 

Tempeft. 

3 

2 

Cal. 

K. 

Kent.  -_-»-- 

Vol.  4 

2  /fir».  6. 

4 

6 

Say. 

L. 

Lombardy.      -       ;      -              -       -      -  - 

-     Vol.  2. 

Taming  of  theSh. 

1 

1 

Lucentio 

N. 

Nile,  its  flow  defcrib'd.  - 

Vol.  j. 

Ant.  and  Cleop. 

2 

7 

P. 

S. 

The  Severn.       -       --       --       -  - 

Salt  que  Land.      -       ■             -      -      -  - 

Vol.  2. 

Taming  of  theSb. 

1 

1 

Luc 

Vol.  3. 
-    -  ibid. 

1  Hen.  4. 
Hen.  f. 

1 

1 

4 

2 

Hot. 
Cant. 

T. 

Trent,  at  Burton.  ------- 

Tower  of  London.        -       -       -       -  - 

-    Vol.  3. 
Vol.  4. 

1  //?».  4. 
Richard  3. 

3 
3 

1 
1 

Hot. 

V. 

-     Vol.  f. 

7//JW  Andro. 

2 

S 

Tarn. 

II.  Defcriptions  of  Perfbns. 

A. 

1 

Apothecary,  his  Poverty  and  Shop  defcrib'd.   -   -  - 

-   -  - 

Rom.  and  "Jul. 

1 

Rom. 

B. 

TDEautiful  Maid.  

A  Biftiop  in  Arms.  

Bedlam  Beggars. 

Beautiful  Perfon  petitioning.  - 

A  Bailiff.  -  

-    Vol.  2. 
Vol.  3. 

tbtd. 
Vol.  1. 

- 

Taming  of  theSh. 
2  //<?».  4. 
Lear. 

2  Gf»f.  ^Vr. 
CWz.  of  Errors. 

4 
2 

3 
4 

6 
2 
7 

4 

Pet. 
Weft. 
Edgar. 
Pro. 
S.  Dro. 

C. 

/^Ommons  of  England.                            -  - 
Courtier,  an  unfuccefsful  one.  - 

Vol.  3. 

ibid. 

Vol.  4. 
Vol.  1. 

Richard  2. 
2  4. 
Hen.  8. 
C<//».  of  Er. 

2 
1 
2 
1 

8 
6 
5" 
3 

Bagot. 
York. 
Old  L. 
Ant. 

Conftables  and  Watchmen. 

ibid. 

bid.  £ 

3 
4 

$" 
4 

Courtier,  humouroufly  defcrib'd.  - 

Candidate  for  an  Office.  

Vol.  2. 
Vol.  f. 

A  vsa  //A*  /V. 
Coriolanus. 

f 
3 

6 
S 

Clo. 
Cor. 

A 


INDEX. 


D. 

A  Deform'd  Perfon.  -   

A  dying  Perfon  by  Poifon,  in  K.  John. 

-  -  -  -  -  —  of  old  age,  in  Prifon,  in  Mortimer.  - 
-------  by  ftrangling,  in  D.  Humphry. 

in  Agonies  of  Defpair,  in  Cardinal  Beauford. 
Drunken  Men.      -     --     --      --  - 

Dying  of  Grief. 

Debtor.  -   

Dnellift. 

Death,  in  a  beautiful  Face.  ----- 
 item. 

-  -  -  -  item.     _-     -  - 

E. 

Nglifhmen  in  preference  to  the  French.  - 
i~>  defcrib'd  by  the  French. 

-  ridicul'd  for  following  French  Fafhions. 

-  -   for  hard  Drinking. 

F. 

AFoppiih  Courtier.  - 
Flatterers  of  great  Men. 
Fairies.  - 
 item. 

Fairy-Mafquerade.     -      -      -  -      -  - 

Fortune-teller. 

Fairies,  Mab  the  Queen  of.  

G. 

General,  leading  a  Victorious  Army.      -      -      -  - 

H. 

HYpocrite.       -      --      --      --  - 
 item. 

-----  -  item.  ------- 

L 

iRifhmen.  ------- 

1    A  Juftice. 

A  Jelter.   -  - 

K. 

KING,  a  good  one  defcrib'd.  - 
Knights  of  the  Garter. 
Kentijhmen.  .       -       -  - 

King,  a  good, 

L. 

LOver,  banifh'd. 
Lovers,  humouroufiy  defcrib'd.       -     -  - 
Lovers  parting. 

Lover,  delcrib'd.      -  - 


Vol.  3. 

ibid. 
Vol.  4. 

ibid. 

ibid. 
Vol.  1. 
Vol.  2. 
Vol.  5-. 
Vol.  6. 

ibid. 

ibid. 

ibid. 


Vol.  3. 
Vol.  4. 
-  ibid. 
Vol.  6. 


Vol.  3. 

ibid. 
Vol.  1. 
Vol.  6. 
Vol.  1. 

ibid. 
Vol.  6. 


Vol.  s- 


Vol-  4. 

ibid. 

Vol.  6. 


Vol.  3. 
Vol.  2. 

ibid. 


Vol.  f 
Vol.  4. 

ibid. 

ibid. 


Vol.  6. 

ibid, 
ibid. 

-  Vol  1. 


Play. 


K.  John. 
ibid. 

1  Hen.  6. 

2  Hen.  6. 
ibid. 

Tempefl. 
All's  well,  &c. 
Timon. 

Rom.  and  Jul. 
ibid. 

Cymbeline. 
Kom.andjuliet. 


Hen.  f. 
1  Hen.  6. 
Henry  8. 
Othello. 


I  Hen.  4. 
Lear. 

Midf.  N.  Dr. 
Rom.  and  Jul. 
MW.  ofWtndf. 
Com.  of  Er. 
Romeo  and  Jul. 


Coriolanus. 


Richard  3. 
ibid. 

Rom.  and  Jul. 


Richard  2. 
As  you  like  it. 
Twelfth  Night. 


Macbeth. 
1  Hen.  6. 
3  Hen.  6. 
ibid. 


Rom.  and  Juk 
ibid. 

Cymbeline. 
As  you  like  it. 


Scene 


7 

9.  10. 
6 
6 
9. 10 
4 

3 
1 

S 

s 
s 

4 


s 

6 
10 


Perfon. 


Conjl. 


War. 

Ari. 

1  Lord. 

Sen. 

Mer. 

Cap. 

Arv. 

Rom. 


K.  Hen. 


J«go 


Hot. 
Kent. 

Merc. 

E.  Ant. 
Mer. 


Com. 


Glo. 

Glo.  Buck. 
Jul. 


K.  Richard. 
Juques. 


Talb. 
Tork. 
K.  Hen. 


Rom. 
Mer. 

Sil.  and  Clo . 
Jaqnes. 

Lover, 


INDEX. 


Lover,  defcrib'd. 

-  -  -  -  item. 

-  -  -  -  conftant.  - 

-  -  -  -  banifh'd. 

  in  Solitude. 

Lover  defcrib'd. 
Lovers  parting.  - 


M. 


MEflcnger,  with  ill  News.    -    -   -  - 
-  -  -  -  item. 

 -  with  good  News.    -   -  - 

A  Mad-man. 

A  Miferable  Mother  in  Conflance.    -     -  ■ 

-  -  Edward  the  Fourth's  Widow. 

Mermaid.  -  - 

Melancholyman. 


Vol.  i. 

ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid. 
Vol.  2. 

Vol.  6. 


Vol.  3. 
ibid, 
ibid. 

ibid. 
-  ibid. 

Vol.  4. 
Vol.  i. 
Vol.  6. 


N. 


J^"Ews -tellers. 


A  Nun. 


O. 


OLd  Man  opprcft'd  with   cares.  - 
 vigorous^  from  temperance  in  Youth. 

Old  Man  in  the  extremity  of  decay.     -    -  - 
Old  Men  fobjecc  to  ingratitude. 

P. 


Vol.  3. 
Vol.  1. 


Vol.  1. 
Vol.  2. 

ibid. 

Vol.  s- 


POft  Meflenger.   Vol.-3- 

fee  the  fame  defcrib'd.  ibid. 

Pedants,  in  Armado,  Holofernes,  Nathaniel.    -----  Vol.  2. 

Q- 

A  Quarrel fomc  Perfon.  -  Vol.  6. 

S. 


SOldier  young,  brave  and  unpolifh'd. 
Soldiers  in  Armour. 
Serving-man.   -  ------- 

Sea  faring  Perfons  in  diltrefs. 


Savage-man. 
Swimmer 
Soldier. 
School -boy. 
Shepherd. 


vid.  Caliban. 


Vol.  6. 
Vol.  3. 

ibid. 
Vol.  1. 

ibid- 

Vol.  f. 
Vol.  2. 
-  ibid, 
ibid. 


TWins,  their  likenels  defcrib'd  in  the  two  Antif  holts' s  and  Dro- 
raid's    -   --    --    --   -    -  Vol.  1. 

Talkative  Coxcombs.  Vol.  2. 

Trojans*    -    --    --   --   --   --    --    -     -   -    Vol.  6. 

V. 

Villains  lQ°k-   -  -  -   Vol.  3. 


Play. 

A<a. 

Scene. 

2  Gent.  Ver. 

2 

1 

ibid. 

2 

7 

101  a. 

2 

10 

ibid. 

? 

3 

ibid. 

s 

4 

As  yoh  like  it. 

3 

8 

Tro.  and  Cref. 

4 

4.6. 

2  Hen.  4. 

1 

K.  "John. 

2 

7 

2  Hen.  4. 

4 

9 

A.  Lear. 

4 

4 

K.  'John. 

3 

S 

Richard  3. 

4 

4 

Midf.  N.  Dr. 

2 

2 

Hamlet. 

2 

6 

K.  "John. 

4 

4 

1 

Midf.  N.  Dr. 

1 

1 

Corn,  of  Er. 

S 

6 

As  you  like  it. 

j 

2 

D 

ibid. 

2 

O 

Timon. 

2 

2  Hen.  4. 

1 

2 

Lear. 

2 

8 

Love's  La.  lojl. 

Rom.  and  Jul. 

0 

1 

Tro.  and  Cref. 

4 

8 

I  Hen.  4. 

A 

T 

K.  Lear. 

3 

6 

Temp. 

1 

2 

ibid. 

2 

1 

Jul.  Cafar. 

1 

3 

As  you  like  it. 

2 

9 

ibid. 

2 

n 

ibid. 

y 

0 

Com.  of  Er. 

Mer.  of  Ven. 

3 

6 

Tro.  and  Cref. 

1 

6 

K.  John. 

4 

$  2 
C4 

Perfon. 

Speed. 

Vol. 

Jul. 

idem. 
Rofa, 


North. 
Conft. 
K.  Hen. 
Cord. 
K.  Phil. 
Queen. 
Ob. 
Ham. 


Hub. 
The. 


JEgceon. 
Adam. 
Jaqnes. 
Tim. 


Trav. 
Kent. 


Mer. 


Ulyf 

Ver. 

Edgar. 

Pro.  - 

Fran. 

Caf. 

Jaques. 

idem. 


Lor. 
JEn. 


Pemh. 

K.  John. 
Witch 


INDEX. 


w. 


Witch,  vid.  Sycorax. 
Woman  of  a  Satirical  Wit. 


Wife,  a  good  one. 
Woman's  Man. 
Witches,  and  their  Charms. 
Woman,  a  lewd  one. 


item. 


Y. 


VOung  Gentleman,  an  accomplifti'd.   -  - 
J-   -  --  --  --  --  item. 

Youth,  a  pert  Pretender.  - 
Younger  Brother,  kept  without  Education. 
Youth,  a  beautiful  one  defcrib'd.     -   -   -  ■ 
Young  Lady  playing  on  the  Lute  and  finging. 
Youth,  a  pert  one.    -----    -    -  - 

-  -  -  -  two  of  Royal  Birth. 


Vol  i. 

ibid. 
Vol.  2. 

ibid. 
Vol.  f . 
Vol.  6. 


Vol.i. 
Vol.  6. 
Vol.  2. 

ibid. 
-  ibid. 
Vol.  S. 
Vol.  6. 

ibid 


III.  Defcriptions  of  Things. 


AN  Army  disbanded.      -  -                        Vol.  3. 
 Embarking.  ,  ibid. 

-----  Englip,  new-rais'd.  -  --   --   --  -  jfcd. 

Angling.  Vol.  1 

Ambitious  Love.   -  --   --   --  --  -    -   -  -     Vol.  2. 

Art  and  Nature,  vid.  Nature. 

Angling,  Cleopatra's.  -  --   --  --     -   -     -  ,     Vol.  <; 


B. 


BEauty.  vid.  Bullen,  Anne. 
-  -  -  item.   -    -   -  - 


-  neglected. 

-  deicrib'd  by  Romeo. 


Vol.i, 

ibid 

Vol.  6. 


CHallenge,  the  Ceremonial  of  one.  Vol.  3. 

Combat  iu  the  Lifts,  its  Ceremony.  ibid. 

Coronation,  the  Ceremonies  of  one.   -    -   -  -   -  -      Vol.  4. 

D. 

DEnial  of  Favours.    -    --    --   --   -  -   -  Vol. 

Diamond-Ring.  ibid. 

Death.   -   --  --   --   -    -  Vol.  6. 

Dreams.  fad. 

Vol.  VI.  M  m  m  m 


Play. 


M.A.abt.Noth. 
ibid. 

Mer.  ofVen. 
Love's  Lab.  lojl. 
Macbeth. 
Tro.  and  Cref. 


2  Gent.  Ver. 
Cymbeline. 
Mer.  of  Ven. 
As  you  like  it. 
ibid. 

Titus  Andr. 

Cymbeline. 

ibid. 


2  Hen.  4. 
Hen.  f. 
K.  John. 
M.A.  abt.Notb. 
All's  well,  &c. 

Ant.  and  Cleop. 


Temp. 

2  Gent.  Ver. 
Rom.  and  Jul. 


Richard  2. 
ibid. 
Hen.  8. 


Timon. 
Titus  Andro. 
Cymbeline. 
Rom.  andJttU 


Scene. 


4 
I 

6 


S 
1 

3 
1 
11 
10 
4 
4 


Perfou 


Bene, 
Hero. 
?ef. 
BiroM. 

Ufyf. 


Val 

1  Gcut. 

Por. 

Orla. 

Phe. 

Mar. 

Pi/. 

Bel. 


Ha/I, 

Chorus. 

Chat. 

Urf. 

Hel. 


Fer. 
Jul. 


3  Gent. 


tlav. 
Mar, 
Poft. 
Mer. 


Entry 


INDEX. 


E. 


T^Ntry  of  K.  Richard  and  Bolingbroke  into  London. 

Earthquake.  -  - 

Entry  of  Coriolanus  into  Rome  after  Viftory. 

 Pompefs.      -    •  --------- 

Earth,  and  its  produ&s. 


Vol.  3. 

ibid. 
Vol.  y . 
-  ibid. 
Vol.  6. 


T^Afhions,  of  Italy,  &c.    -  - 
■*•     Face  of  a  Perfon  near  Death. 
------  i  l-favour'd.     -      -  - 

Fricndfhip  betwixt  two  young  Ladies. 

Friend.  ------ 


Play. 


Richard  2. 
I  Hen.  4. 
Coriol. 
Jul.  Cafar. 
Rom.  and  Jul 


Richard  2. 
Hen.  8. 


Fortune,  and  her  Votaries. 
Family,  ruin'd  by  profufenefs. 


Vol.  3 

Vol.  4,  . 

Vol.  1.  temp. 

ibid.  Midf.  N.Dr. 

Mer  of  Fen. 

f.  Trmon. 


Vol.  2 

Vol. , 

ibid.  ibid. 


G 


Ratitude  in  an  Old  Servant. 
Gentle  Temper. 


H. 


TJTOrfe,  Richard's  rode  by  Bolingbroke. 

Hounds,  and  Hunting  defcrib'd. 
Houfe  keeping,  riotous.  - 
Hounds,  Horles,  Hunting. 
Hurricane.  - 
Horror  in  one  buried  alive. 


TNfurre£tion  of  the  Populace.  

Interview  of  the  Kings  of  England  and  France. 

J  efts  and  Jefter.  

Invention,  a  dull  one. 

Jealoufy  defcrib'd.    -  --   --  - 


Vol.  2. 
Vol.  6. 


Vol.  3, 
Vol.  1, 
Vol.  s 

ibid. 

Vol.  6, 
:bid. 


Vol.  3 
Vol.  4 
Vol.  2. 
Vol.  6. 
-  ibid. 


AcV  Scene. 


3 
1 

4 

1*  1 
4 


J^IngVEvil,  and  its  cure.    -   -   -  - 
Kingdom,  oppreft  by  an  Ufurper. 


Vol.  jr. 

ibid. 


As  you  like  it. 
Hamlet. 


Richard  2. 
Midf.  N.  Dr. 
Timon. 
Tit.  Andro. 
Tro.  and  Cref. 
Rom.  and  "Jul. 


Richard  2. 
Hen.  8. 
Love's  Lab.  loft 
Othello. 
bid. 


Mackbeth. 
ibid. 


L. 

Faculties. 


T  Ove,  humourou fly  defcrib'd. 
*~*  -  -  improves  all  our  Faculti 

 fantaltical.    -    -  - 

Lionefs. 

Life,  a  pleafant  one  defcrib'd 
-  -  -  in  a  wild  folitude. 


Vol.  2 

ibid, 
ibid, 
ibid 
ibid. 


Vol.  f.\T:mon. 


Love's  Lab.  loft 

ibid. 

ibid. 

As  you  like  it. 
Tarn,  of  the  &c. 


II 
2 

4 

3 
S 
3 


4 
1 

10 
S 

s 


3 
4 
10 
6 

4 
6 


Perfom 


Tork. 

Hot. 

Bru. 

Mur. 

Friar% 


Tork. 

Pat. 

Ganz. 

Hel. 

Baft. 

For. 

Poet- 


Adam, 
King. 


Thef.  Hip. 
Flav. 

Tro. 
Jul. 


Scroop* 

Rofa. 
J*g°- 

id.  and Oth. 


Mai. 
Mac. 
Roffe. 


Biron. 
idem, 
idem. 
Oli. 
Lord. 
Apem. 
Mafqiu, 


9i 


INDEX. 


M. 


MAfque,  rural.  ------ 
Moon. 

.   item.  ------ 

Mafquerade,  a  Scene  of  one. 

Moon.   -  --  --   --   --  - 

Mulick. 

Martlets  Neds.  

Madnefs  for  grief  and  love,  in  Ophelia. 
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many  Scenes  and  Speeches,  and  want 
the  Chorus's;  which  (with  many 
other  noble  Improvements)  were 
fince  added  by  the  Author,  not  above 
8  Years  before  his  Death.  This  was 

one 
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one  of  the  laft  Plays  he  finilh'd,  a 
confiderable  time  after  Henry  the 
6th  had  been  written  and  aded.  See 
the  Epilogue  of  Henry  5th. 

XL  Henry  the  6th,  firft  Printed  un- 
d  jr  this  Title.  The  whole  Conten- 
tion between  the  two  famous  Hou- 
ies,  Lane  after  and  Tork:  With  the 
Tragical  Ends  of  the  good  Duke 
ifwnphrey,  Richard  Duke  of  Tork, 
and  King  Henry  the  Sixth  :  divided 
into  two  parts,  and  newly  corrected 
and  inlarged.  Written  by  W.Shake- 
fpear,  Gent.  Printed  at  Loudon  for 
T.  'T.  (without  a  date)  Quarto. 

This  was  the  firft  Sketch  only 
of  the  prefent  fecond  and  third 
Parts  of  Henry  the  Sixth  ;  which 
were  fince  greatly  inlarged,  and  the 
Poetry  improved ;  the  Scenary  was 
much  the  fame  as  at  prefent. 

bince  Printed  under  the  fame 
Title  by  W.  W.  for  Tho.  Millington, 
with  the  true  Tragedy  of  Richard 
D.  of  Tork,  and  the  Death  of  good 
King  Henry  the  6th,  acted  by  the 
Earl  of  Tembroke  his  Servants.  1600. 

XII.  The  Tragedy  of  King  Ri- 
chard the  id,  containing  his  treache- 
rous Plots  againit  his  Brother  Cla- 
rence, the  pitiful  Murther  of  his  In- 
nocent Nephews,  his  Tyrannical 
Ufurpations ;  with  the  whole  courfe 
of  his  detefted  Life,  and  molt  de- 
ferved  Death.  As  hath  been  lately 
aded  by  the  Right  Honourable  the 
Lord  Chamberlain  his  Servants.  By 
W.  Shake/pear.  Printed  by  Tho. 
Creed 'for  Andrew  Wife,  1598,  Quarto 
(the  34th  Year  of  the  Author's  Age.) 


B  L  E. 

The    fame    newly  augmented, 
Printed  for  the  fame  Printers  in  1601. 
The  fame  in  16 lx. 

XIII.  The  moft  lamentable  Tra- 
gedy of  Titus  Andronicus .  As  it 
hath  been  fundry  times  play'd  by 
the  King's  Majelty's  Servants.  Printed 
for  Eaw.  White,  161 1.  It  appears 
from  B.  John  foil 's  Induction  to  Bar- 
thol.  Fair,  that  this  Play  was  of  zf 
Years  Handing,  in  the  Year  16 14, 
fo  that  if  it  was  Shakejpears,  it  mult 
have  been  writ  in  the  1$  th  Year  of 
his  Age. 

XIV.  The  famous  Hiftory  of 
Troilus  and  Creffeida,  excellently  ex- 
prefting  the  beginning  of  their  Loves, 
with  the  conceited  wooing  of  Tan- 
darns  Prince  of  Lycia.  Written  by 
Will.  Shake/pear.  Imprinted  by  G. 
Eld,  for  R.  Bon i an  and  H.  IV alley, 
1609,  Quarto,  with  a  Preface  of  the 
Publilher.  (This  was  8  Years  before 
his  Death.) 

The  fame,  as  it  was  aded  by  the 
Kings  Majefty's  Servants  at  the  Globe. 
Printed  by  the  fame. 

XV.  An  excellent  conceited  Trage- 
dy of  Romeo  and  Juliet.  As  it  hath 
been  often  with  great  Applaufe  play'd 
publickly,  by  the  Right  Honourable 
the  Lord  of  Hunfdon  his  Servants. 
London  Printed  by  John  Danter, 
1597,  Quarto. 

The  moft  excellent  and  lamenta- 
ble Tragedy  of  Romeo  and  Juliet, 
newly  corrected,  augmented,  and 
amended.  As  it  hath  been  fundry 
times  publickly  aded  by  the  Right 

Honourable 
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Honourable  the  Lord  Chamberlain 

his  Servants.  Printed  by  Tho.  Crede, 
for  Cutbert  Burby,  15*99,  Quarto. 

XVI.  The  Tragical  Hiitory  of 
Hamlet  Trince  of  ^Denmark.  By  W. 
Shake/pear.  Newly  imprinted  and 
enlarg'd  to  almolt  as  much  again  as  it 
was,  according  to  the  true  and  per- 
fed  Copy.  Printed  by  J.  R.  for 
N.  L.  1605-,  Quarto. 

The  Tragedy  of  Hamlet  Tr  'tnce 
of  Denmark,  newly  imprinted  and 


enlarg'd  according  to  the  true  and 

Eerfeft  Copy  lately  Printed.  Printed 
yfV.  S.  for  John  Smetbwich,  16 11. 

XVII.  The  Tragedy  of  Othello, 
the  Moor  of  Venice.  As  it  hath  been 
divers  times  afted  at  the  Globe,  and 
at  the  Black  Fryars,  by  his  Ma- 
jefty's  Servants.  Written  by  Will. 
Shakefpear.  Publiftied  by  Tho. 
IValkeljy  Quarto,  (foon  after  his 
Death,  as  appears  by  the  Preface.) 
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